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			For my big sister, Julie.

			The one who tells me to keep on writing.

			The one always believing.

			THANK YOU.
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			Once upon a time, in fields of green,

			lived a lamb, in a place so serene,

			shire type country, many rolling hills,

			meadows of flowers, and scattered windmills,

			the lamb has a name, Minty she is called,

			each new day she is enthralled,

			jumping and prancing most of the day,

			being happy with friends, playing the day away.

			Minty lives on a farm, many animals filled,

			the farmhouse is of grey stone build,

			old farmer Joe and wife live alone,

			loving their animals, cruelty never known,

			their children have grown, and gone away,

			sometimes, they do come back to stay,

			but not for long, they have important careers,

			and must return quickly, despite mother’s tears.

			Two sheep dogs and a tomcat roam free,

			avoiding each other as much as can be,

			Jasper and Sammy, the dogs are named,

			both now retired, age and injury maimed,

			the cat is called Ginger, a powerful young beast,

			vicious and cruel, always hunting for a feast,

			a gingerest of ginger, yellow menacing eyes,

			claws of razors, to all he defies.

			One day, with sunny blue skies,

			without a cloud, for the sun to disguise,

			Ginger struts confidently through the farm,

			thinking no animal dare do him harm, 

			Ginger and the dogs meet in the yard,

			Jasper and Sammy quickly on their guard.

			The dogs are teased by the cat,

			‘You are both old, useless, and grow fat!’

			Jasper stares at Ginger, with great disdain,

			then speaks quietly, for Ginger’s attention to gain,

			‘You are young and foolish, without any fear,

			your end will come soon, you grow too cavalier.’ 

			Ginger looks each dog in the eye,

			then really lets his insults fly, 

			‘Out of my way decrepit hounds, 

			your creaking bones soil this ground,

			you should be shot, and laid to rest,

			you cannot work, youth dispossessed.’

			Jasper and Sammy may be old,

			but can still fight, and can still be bold,

			together as one, they stalk the cat,

			barring fangs, growling and all that,

			Ginger starts to hiss, and wave his tail,

			as the dogs grow closer, Ginger starts to wail.

			Suddenly, Minty comes charging through,

			leading her friends to pastures new,

			farmer Joe follows, with two young working dogs,

			Ben and Harvey, sons of the retired older dogs,

			many lambs follow, jumping with delight,

			one lands on Ginger, giving him quite a fright.

			So much so, he leaps into a barn,

			where two giant horses stand, having a yarn,

			Hayley and Hubert they are called,

			proud and powerful, ready to scald,

			one is black and one is white,

			they stand and snigger in pure delight.

			‘Why so scared of a gentle, little lamb? 

			So much so it makes you scram, 

			tomcat, tomcat, wild as a rat?

			No, not you! You are just a scared, scaredy cat!’

			Hubert mocks Ginger, then laughs out loud,

			the horses dislike of Ginger, can never be unbowed,

			Jasper and Sammy watch on from outside,

			their amusement, they cannot hide. 

			Also watching out of sight,

			two tiny creatures sitting upright,

			down in the corner, is Mr. and Mrs. mouse,

			Marvin and Mable, outside their house,

			Ginger has taken all their offspring this year,

			retribution, they would hold dear.

			Ginger is extremely angry, he has lost face,

			he makes his exit slowly, but still with some grace,

			his mind is racing, he plots his revenge,

			his embarrassment, he must avenge.

			‘Those pesky lambs, the one at the front,

			Minty, she is the one I shall confront,’

			Ginger says quietly as he walks on, 

			towards the meadow, and the lambs thereon.

			Through the farm, Ginger makes his way,

			past animal pens, strewn with hay,

			chickens, goats and ponies, pigs in mud too,

			Ginger says, licking his lips, ‘Perfect for stew!’

			Birds in aviaries, squeak and squawk,

			owls and hawks watch Ginger walk,

			all animals kept clean, tidy and proper, 

			no chance any will come a cropper.

			Ginger reaches the meadow, then steps onto the grass,

			a stunning place, surely nothing can surpass,

			the meadow is large, many colourful flowers abound,

			a perfect summers day has been crowned,

			in the centre, a large pond sits,

			life aplenty it permits,

			fish underwater, turtles on top,

			birds above fly speedily, non stop.

			At the far side of the meadow, sits a wood,

			a foreboding place, that is misunderstood,

			myth and legend shroud this place,

			the stories now told are greatly misplaced, 

			beyond, on the horizon, something to admire,

			’tis the monstrous hill of Pendleshire.

			Ginger walks on, the lambs are in sight,

			he is looking forward to giving them a fright,

			he nears the pond but his attention is drawn,

			easy prey awaits, not long born,

			Montgomery and Masie, Mr. and Mrs. Mandarin duck,

			have lost a chick, somewhere it is stuck,

			Ginger spots movement in the grass,

			he rushes over, for the chick to harass.

			The chick is innocent, with soft fluffy hair,

			and is new to life, therefore blissfully unaware, 

			of the predator that lurks nearby,

			with intent to strike, for the chick to die.

			Ginger torments and teases the scared chick,

			tossing it high into the air, flick after flick,

			Ginger decides to end this game,

			’tis time for another life to claim. 

			But suddenly it is Ginger who rises high into the sky,

			surely he has never jumped so high,

			he screams out and wails in pain, 

			what is happening? His fear he cannot contain,

			Ginger lands by the water’s edge, still in shock,

			instantly, he suffers a vigorous knock, 

			as Minty and pals race past playing,

			Minty bumps into Ginger, sending him splaying,

			into the water, so cold and deep,

			he splashes wildly, before up the bank he creeps.

			Ginger’s attacker walks slowly into sight,

			Hamish the Grey Heron, a huge bird full of might,

			Hamish is Scottish and just passing through,

			he hates cats and the needless killing they do.

			Ginger is wet, soggy and cold,

			and is not now feeling quite so bold, 

			as the mighty bird walks his way, 

			a huge orange dagger like beak, leads the way. 

			Hamish stands looking down,

			then speaks with contempt and a frown,

			‘You only attack what cannot fight back,

			you kill for pleasure, not for a snack,

			you are not wild, and are well fed,

			you are small and pampered, with a cosy bed,

			come near this pond ever again,

			I shall peck your eyes out, and enjoy your pain,

			be away with you, foul cat,

			you stain this wonderful habitat.’

			Hamish then lunges at Ginger, his beak almost hits,

			Ginger jumps into the pond, his humiliation at new limits,

			Hamish flies away, the chick returns to mum and dad,

			Minty and pals look on, what a fun day they have had, 

			upon leaving the pond, raging and downbeat,

			Ginger glares at Minty, his hatred now complete.

			A TOMCAT’S TREACHERY
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			That night, an unhappy Ginger rests by the fire,

			mulling over the situation, so dire, 

			“That lamb must suffer, that lamb must pay.”

			His mind repeats in anger and dismay,

			but Ginger must be clever and wily as a fox,

			as farmer Joe loves all of his flocks, 

			the fire dances, spits and pops,

			after a while, the penny drops.

			He must befriend his foe by way of deceit,

			gain her trust, for revenge to complete,

			Ginger has a plan, wicked and spiteful,

			one so shocking, truly frightful,

			he stretches out with a wry smile,

			tomorrow he will show his feline guile,

			Ginger goes to sleep happy and content,

			looking forward to the lamb’s lament.

			Morning comes,’tis pouring with rain,

			pitter patter on windows, water gushing down drains,

			an orchestra of noise fills the room,

			today is the start of Minty’s doom.

			Ginger goes to a stable, where the lambs live,

			he talks to Minty, both friendly and impassive,

			Minty thinks she has made a new friend,

			but Ginger knows, this is the start of the end,

			two more days Ginger visits the stable,

			laughing and joking, hiding beneath a cloak of betrayal,

			one more day and the lamb is ensnared,

			in the web of a plan, very well prepared.

			After a day playing in the meadow,

			the lambs bed down, tired and mellow,

			Ginger arrives and approaches his foe,

			he is about to deliver a cutting blow,

			Ginger acts upset and says he feels despair, 

			but has news he really must share,

			Ginger speaks quietly, looking into Minty’s eyes,

			his enemy and foe, one to despise,

			‘Farmer Joe is selling you on,

			off to the slaughterhouse, it will not be long,

			I heard him say that, just last night, 

			laughing and joking with great delight,

			his wife says she will slow cook you in a pot,

			the biggest cooking pot she has got!

			They call you Lambshank now, with a grin,

			and ready the pot to cook you therein,

			farmer Joe sang together with wife,

			dancing around with a large carving knife,

			“Oh Lambshank, Lambshank, meat on the bone,

			mint sauce and gravy, the best is always homegrown,

			carrots, sprouts and spuds, put into a pot,

			lovely leeks and peas, with sweet shallots,

			Lambshank and chop, diced chunks too,

			oh what a fine stew to be made from you.”

			Keep it secret Minty, no one must know,

			that you know of farmer Joe’s plan to let you go,

			your friends are safe, not part of the plan,

			you must be smart and flee when you can,

			if farmer Joe is told you are aware,

			there can be no escape, only great despair.’

			Ginger then turns and runs away,

			leaving poor Minty in shock and dismay.

			Minty has an uncomfortable and restless sleep,

			as terrible dreams do creep,

			inside the lamb’s innocent mind,

			visions of torment, from one thought kind, 

			how could farmer Joe be so cruel?

			Playing out such a pretence, she feels like a fool.

			Three days pass, no sign of the cat,

			Minty is scared, where is the cat at?

			Minty wonders this, day and night,

			while Ginger laughs at Minty’s plight.

			Day four is gloomy, a blanket of white covers the sky,

			Ginger heads for the meadow, with more words to falsify,

			Minty stands alone at the meadow’s edge,

			nibbling on some leaves, on a nearby hedge,

			Ginger speaks quietly as he nears the lamb,

			‘I am sorry for not visiting you, I really am,

			but Jasper and Sammy, those pesky dogs,

			have been watching me like watching watchdogs,

			thanks to them time is short,

			and I have shocking news to report,

			just the other night, farmer Joe said to wife,

			“’Tis time to sharpen the carving knife,

			the lorry is coming to take Minty away, 

			soon she will see her very last day.”

			But have no fear, I have a plan,

			but you must leave quickly, run as fast as you can,

			through the wood, to the other side,

			soon you will find a magic meadow to reside, 

			the grass is oh so sweet, blessed by fairy folk,

			flowers sing and sway, under a summer’s cloak,

			you will be safe and protected from farmer Joe,

			as he is too scared to go.

			He says, “The Weeping Willow Wood is cursed,

			with spells of old,

			by dark fairy magic, the wood is controlled, 

			how can a wood be only one tree? 

			Powerful spirits lurk, waiting to catch thee.” 

			But this is nonsense and untrue,

			I promise there is nothing there to harm you.’

			Minty stops chewing and looks into Ginger’s eyes,

			a magic meadow beyond the woods, 

			this is a great surprise!

			Minty’s mind is racing, a chance of escape,

			but she has doubts about the unknown landscape,

			‘Is this place far, may I ask?

			I am only little, my legs may not last.’

			Ginger smiles, his plan is working,

			he answers Minty, while softly smirking,

			‘It is not far for you to abscond,

			just past round the back, of the back of beyond,

			then into the middle of next week,

			after a palaver, here you will find what you seek.’ 

			Once again Ginger turns and runs away,

			leaving Minty to dream of safety, in magic lands not

			too faraway.

			The following day, Ginger finds Minty 

			in the meadow with friends,

			playing near the wood at the meadow’s end,

			he calls Minty over so they can speak,

			‘The lorry is coming for you today, 

			it draws near as we speak,

			quickly, go into the wood and flee for your life,

			before you end up in the pot of farmer Joe’s wife.’

			Minty looks into the wood, dark and scary full of dread,

			she is so scared and confused, 

			is this the path she really must tread?

			Suddenly a loud rumbling grows near, on the road nearby,

			perfect for Ginger’s lies to apply,

			‘Hurry! Lambshank, the lorry is here to take you away,

			you must enter the wood, here you cannot stay,

			flee my friend, away from this place,

			your only chance for freedom, you must embrace.’

			And so, Minty enters the wood all alone,

			into a world where everything is unknown,

			slowly she goes deeper into the gloom,

			Ginger smiles broadly, hoping she will soon meet her

			doom.

			Ginger turns and struts through the grass,

			proud of himself and a plan unable to surpass,

			he starts to hum and sing a tune, 

			then goes for a nap, all afternoon.

			’Tis late afternoon, almost tea time,

			farmer Joe has been gathering his lambs a long time,

			he enters the farmhouse clearly upset,

			‘Minty is missing,’ he says with regret,

			‘I have counted the lambs three times through,

			Minty has gone, oh dear! What a to-do!’

			Ginger is woken from a peaceful slumber,

			a storm is moving in, with thunderous thunder, 

			lightning explodes and lights up the room,

			Ginger just buries his head, he has sleep to resume.

			Farmer Joe races out into the storm that grows nasty,

			he gathers his dogs, Jasper, Harvey, Ben and Sammy,

			they search the farm and the fields nearby,

			then into the meadow all four dogs fly,

			the storm is angry, raging with torrential rain, 

			thunder and lightning with winds of a hurricane.

			They battle through to reach the wood,

			but despite their efforts, it is no good, 

			the wind is too strong, the rain is blinding,

			strike after strike there is of lightning,

			farmer Joe finally has to admit defeat,

			he has no choice but to retreat,

			Minty is gone, alone in the storm,

			a lamb lost, scared and forlorn. 

			MAGIC IN THE WOODS
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			Minty walks carefully through the gloom,

			into the wood, away from farmer Joe’s doom,

			the floor is uneven, tricky and dangerous,

			injury could be caused through being careless,

			above the ground all the tree roots lie, 

			leading to a huge Weeping Willow tree nearby. 

			A colossal tree sits in the centre of the wood,

			standing magnificently, the creator of the ancient wood,

			the tree is incredibly old, regal and proud,

			through all the ages it remains unbowed,

			flower beds scatter the land as well,

			but Minty walks on, she has no time to dwell.

			Minty is unsure which way to go,

			so heads for the tree, careful and slow,

			upon reaching the Willow tree, she loses her fear,

			Minty feels relaxed, her soul full of cheer.

			Suddenly, wind races through the surrounding

			trees, 

			daylight grows darker, while rain blows in the breeze,

			thunder and lightning rampage across the land,

			the wood trembles beneath the thunder’s hand,

			wind and rain blow incredibly strong,

			Minty knows she cannot stay out here for long.

			She looks for shelter, a safe place to rest,

			somewhere she can see out the angry tempest,

			Minty sees a hollow in a welcoming tree,

			beyond a bed of flowers overlooking the 

			ancient Willow tree,

			she enters the hollow,’tis a perfect fit, 

			so curls up for sleep and the storm too omit,

			but Minty is disturbed before her rest,

			as a tiny beast approaches, looking very distressed.

			Sophie, a Woodland Shrew nears with haste,

			she has babies too, looking bedraggled and misplaced.

			‘Our home is gone, their father missing too,

			please can we share this refuge with you?’ 

			Sophie asks Minty, urgent but still polite,

			she is desperate for shelter for her babies tonight.

			Minty answers, ‘Of course, be my guest, 

			snuggle into my body and get some rest.’

			‘Thank you,’ Sophie says, ‘You are most kind,

			come along children, or you will be left behind.’

			So it is, that the wind swept and soaking wet shrews,

			cuddle up to Minty and escape the storm’s hullabaloo,

			the storm rages throughout the night,

			violently releasing all of its might,

			but Minty and friends are troubled not,

			they sleep soundly, bothered not a jot!

			Minty wakes up the following morning,

			blurry eyed, tired and keeps on yawning,

			sounds fill the wood, gentle and appealing,

			soft music and enchanted singing, sound so intriguing,

			Minty looks out from her shelter for the night,

			oh what a scene! One to delight and excite.

			Buttercups, daisies and bluebells so blue,

			sparkle like diamonds in the morning dew,

			sunbeams have now broken through,

			standing like columns, fascinating the young ewe,

			suddenly movement within the flowerbed,  

			the flowers part, now fairies fly overhead,

			a multitude of colour, wings twinkle in the sun,

			they look like they are having so much fun,

			darting gracefully to and fro, here and there,

			Minty is spellbound and can only stare.

			The entire wood looks like glitter is falling down,

			it is indeed, a fantastical, glittering fairy town,

			the singing grows louder as they sing together,

			a wonderful chorus of harmonies, amongst wings all aflutter.

			Now the old Willow tree starts to glow,

			golden light surrounds it, now its magic will show, 

			its branches start to shimmer and shake,

			then move at will for a shape to make,

			framing the huge trunk, the branches now start, 

			to form a perfectly shaped heart,

			all the fairies gather around and hold hands,

			encircling the tree, the source of the magic woodland.

			A heart shaped portal opens on the tree,

			Minty is mesmerized, what can this be?

			All the fairies now vanish inside and flee,

			until none are left, how can this be?

			Where have they gone? Will they come back?

			Minty wonders, quite taken aback,

			the portal closes, the heart is no more,

			all things inside the wood are normal once more.

			Another tiny creature now comes into view,

			crawling along the ground, heading for Minty and the

			shrew,

			Carlton it is, the curliest and wurliest caterpillar there

			has ever been,

			a hairy body with many colours that gleam with a perfect

			sheen,

			he stops before the lamb, then starts to speak,

			‘Now you have seen this magical mystique, 

			you will be allowed to tread the pathway into the tree, 

			for those who witness and who’s minds are free,  

			will be guided and protected by a powerful fairy spell,

			to go back in time where the ancients did dwell.’

			Minty is lost for words, what can she say?

			She stares at Carlton, her mind in disarray, 

			Carlton speaks again as he enters the hollow, 

			he speaks excitedly, yet mellow, 

			‘When I become a fabulous butterfly, with soft and

			gentle wings,

			the fairies will take me there, to show me these things,

			if you pass this way and the portal is open,

			you will be allowed this honour, of that I am certain,

			be on your way now, young baby sheep,

			I have to prepare for my big sleep,

			’tis time for me to hideaway in this tree,

			and transform myself into a butterfly, to fly and be free.’

			Minty and Sophie go their separate ways,

			Minty has a meadow to find and enchanted grass to graze,

			the end of the wood comes into sight,

			just beyond, the sun shines ever so bright,

			she leaves the wood, after such an eventful night,

			Minty steps onto a field, and sees a little to the right,

			a windmill with blue windows and doors, painted a

			brilliant white,

			sitting behind a golden fence, looking stunning in the

			morning sunlight.

			THE WHITE WINDMILL
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			A pathway leads from the wood through the field,

			Minty follows excitedly, the way forwards is revealed,

			she trots merrily along the footpath through the grass,

			she approaches the windmill, not one of Ginger’s

			forecasts.

			Its silver sails turn quietly in the breeze, 

			turning cogs within for grain to squeeze, 

			a beautifully kept garden sits all around,

			multitudes of flowers, butterflies and bees are abound,

			a finely kept white path leads up to the windmill,

			from fence all the way to the open doorsill.

			Minty stops before a golden gate,

			it is locked tight, no way to negate, 

			scrumptious cooking smells waft through the door,

			apple pie, biscuits and buns, wonderful aromas galore,

			suddenly a creature races out from within,

			a young puppy dog, of Cocker Spaniel kin,

			a coat of cream, with just a hint of pink,

			long floppy ears and a smiley face, just as cute as you

			think.

			Up the path the young puppy bounds,

			all legs and ears, jumping and twisting around,

			it reaches the gate, then climbs to the top,

			then jumps down without grace, almost a belly flop,

			the puppy stands before Minty, in guard dog stance,

			a half growl and milk teeth, stopping her advance,

			the puppy jumps to the left then to the right,

			it then speaks excitedly and forthright,

			‘I am Jasmine puppy dog, fierce and proud,

			you cannot enter our home, it is not allowed,

			I am the protector of a wizard, full of spells,

			a great and powerful magic inside him dwells,

			tell me, are you friend or foe?

			Are you lost, and know not which way to go?’

			‘I am Lambshank, and seek a magic meadow,

			this is the path I think I must follow, 

			is this place next week, beyond the back? 

			This I must find, there is no going back.’

			‘No, you are mistaken and be on your guard,

			here lives witch Wendy, and the white windmill wind

			wizard,

			he commands dragons with his bare hands,

			as they glide through the air, obeying his demands,

			he raises his arms into the air,

			then, moments later a dragon is there,

			gliding gracefully and dancing on air, 

			twisting and turning, with unmatched flair.’

			A large beast now walks through the door,

			It has heard voices, and must explore,

			walking slowly towards the gate, is Arnie the angry

			Alsatian, 

			Minty is worried it seeks confrontation,

			Arnie reaches the gate, then jumps over with ease,

			he stands looking down on Minty, and sees her unease,

			before Arnie can speak, he is under attack,

			by Jasmine puppy dog, nipping Arnie’s legs at the back.

			She nips and runs, then jumps and hops,

			a perpetual motion that never stops,

			a tiny growl and a yappy bark,

			Jasmine wants Arnie to play and have a lark,

			but Arnie is more interested in the new arrival,

			it must be lost from a farm, quite local,

			Jasmine nips Arnie’s leg once again,

			then turns to run away, her mischief unable to contain.

			But this time Arnie is far too fast,

			and grips Jasmine with speed to flabbergast,

			Arnie picks Jasmine up from the ground underneath,

			and carries her tenderly between his long teeth,

			over to the fence, then drops her over the top,

			down she falls, with a flop and a plop,

			but Jasmine is a guard dog! She cannot be denied,

			so climbs the gate again, Arnie must be defied! 

			As Minty and Arnie start to talk,

			Jasmine sits upon the fence top, with a shaky stalk,

			Minty tells Arnie of farmer Joe’s plot,

			to put her into his wife’s large cooking pot,

			suddenly Jasmine leaps onto Arnie’s back,

			to start yet another puppy attack.

			Arnie just looks at Minty in comic dismay,

			and does say, ‘This is my life everyday.’

			But Jasmine gives up her attack, 

			and lays down content upon Arnie’s back. 

			Arnie says, ‘This puppy is bonkers, crazy but fun,

			but I am glad there is only one,

			I know nothing of the meadow you desire,

			you may have to travel far, for your desire to acquire.’ 

			‘Thank you Arnie, it was nice to have met both of you,

			but why does Jasmine call you angry? This is not true.’ 

			‘Jasmine is very young with a vivid imagination,

			I bet she spoke of a witch and wizard, with much affection,

			there are no witches and wizards here, and no dragons too, 

			the white windmill wind wizard, is really windmiller Hew,

			he likes to go up yonder hill, on a windy day,

			and fly his spectacular kites, to pass the day away.’

			Then, quite unexpectedly, a bumblebee lands on

			Arnie’s nose,

			this is B’nard, and has advice to expose,

			his real name is Bernard, but B’nard sounds grander,

			he is a bit of a snob, and to others will not pander,

			he speaks very well, polite and precise,

			he is a bee of the world, and likes to give advice. 

			B’nard tells Minty, ‘Just go straight and true,

			at this field’s end, is a wall of yellow to pass through,

			a million tall yellow flowers smell so sweet,

			soon you will hear many other sheep bleat,

			then you will see them, in the landscape below,

			the sheep who finally found the magic meadow.’

			B’nard then flies away, back to the flowers,

			to find the nectar within, and then devour,

			Minty says farewell to her new friends,

			and makes her way to the field’s end,

			Minty hums a tune as she skips along,

			she is so happy she will soon be in a place she belongs.

			A magic meadow! What a thing!

			Minty races forward and starts to sing,

			Minty’s escape from farmer Joe’s cooking pot is nearly

			complete,

			Ginger was right, it is not too far for her little legs and feet,

			Minty reaches the wall of yellow flowers, and steps inside,

			she trots on, putting all her fears aside.

			LAMBS TO THE SLAUGHTER
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			Before long Minty hears the bleating of sheep,

			then bursts out from the flowers, with a joyous leap,

			down a gently rolling hill,

			lined with daisies, golden grasses and daffodil,

			many, many sheep scatter a meadow,

			enjoying the sun, darting to and fro,

			upon the horizon, across a landscape of green,

			past wood and water, a beautiful rural scene,

			sits the huge hill of Pendleshire, 

			a dark and scary past, that can still inspire.

			Minty races through grasses of gold,

			down the hill, her excitement untold,

			the magic meadow! Here at last,

			she rushes to join the sheep amassed,

			Minty sees there are no adult ewes or rams,

			’tis just a gathering of the lambs.

			Suddenly four sheep dogs race around the outside,

			forcing the lambs together, their master’s commands

			applied,

			Minty is forced into the middle of the pack,

			she is unable to flee and somehow backtrack,

			all the lambs are moved forward as one, 

			the dogs are masters of controlled intimidation.

			Soon the lambs are put inside a pen,

			then loaded into a lorry, by shouting workmen,

			the back of the lorry is shut, with an ominous thud,

			Minty is worried, this cannot be any good,

			all the lambs are so scared, unable to speak,

			inside is dark, cold and dirty, with a foul reek,

			the lorry starts to move and trundle down the road,

			off to the slaughterhouse, with a full load.

			B’nard was wrong and sadly mistaken, 

			this no safe place for lambs, only consternation,

			the magic meadow is just a lie,

			to lead Minty astray, hoping she will die,

			Ginger’s plan has worked, but Minty’s doom is unjust,

			caused by naïve innocence, and a lack of mistrust.

			The lorry speeds recklessly along country lanes,

			mile after mile, a great speed it maintains,

			soon it reaches the great hill of Pendleshire,

			then races around the back, heading to the place so dire,

			the slaughterhouse will quickly be upon the sheep,

			the lambs remain silent, so scared some start to weep.

			Then, without warning, flying around a bend,

			the lorry hits a pothole, no one wants to mend,

			the driver loses control, it rolls onto its side,

			then careers violently towards a wall, and does collide,

			through the wall it crashes,

			then into the ground it smashes.

			Minty is knocked out,

			as the lambs are thrown about,

			she wakes up, after a long sleep,

			and hears only silence, not even a bleat,

			the lorry’s door is open, the lambs have been freed,

			none have died, a lucky escape indeed!

			Minty walks cautiously out,

			head hurting after a powerful clout,

			the driver is gone, taken away,

			she is alone again, to her dismay,

			far ahead is the hill of Pendleshire,

			to go above and beyond it, she must aspire,

			for beyond the hill, can a magic meadow be found?

			Minty can but wonder, but doubts begin to compound.

			What if she finds no safe place beyond the great hill? 

			Then she must try to find the white windmill,  

			for there she feels safe, and hopefully windmiller Hew,

			will look after a lost and abandoned young ewe,

			but it is too late now, night time is falling,

			wolves of the wild have started their calling. 

			Howl after howl fills the air, 

			a chilling sound, to warn and to scare,

			Minty retreats back inside,

			she will stay here the night, a good place to hide,

			later on the lorry catches fire, giving Minty a fright,

			she runs away, into the dangers of the night.
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			Minty ventures forwards, into the blackest of blacks,

			she must continue, there is no going back,

			she crosses a field, through cold drizzly rain, 

			her fear grows and courage starts to wane,

			because darkness has claimed the land for its domain,

			so Minty must be strong for her courage too remain.

			Wolves howl as they search the night, 

			they grow closer quickly, they must be hungry tonight, 

			suddenly the sky above is clear and bright,

			a pathway forms before Minty, made from rays of

			silvery starlight,

			Minty races on, as fast as her little legs will permit,

			through an open gate, into a field beautifully moonlit,

			in the centre is a circular structure, made of stone,

			hollow inside, a perfect place to hide and be alone,

			Minty steps inside and quickly falls asleep,

			It has been a traumatic day, for the young sheep.

			But the wolves have picked up on Minty’s scent,

			where she sleeps, cosy and content,

			three large black wolves cross the land,

			heading for Minty, with death at hand,

			soon they find her, then pass through the gate,

			side by side, their tender meal now awaits.

			But something wakes Minty, so she runs away,

			the wolves easily catch her up, and start to play, 

			they torment poor Minty, she has nowhere to go, 

			trapped by a hedge, the wolves approach oh so slow,

			no escape to the left, no escape to the right,

			now is the time for the end of Minty’s plight,

			the moonlight is strong, shinning upon the wolves eyes, 

			they start to growl and terrorize their prize.

			Step by step, they close in on their meal, 

			a moonlit massacre of a creature harmless and genteel,

			Minty is so scared, she is unsure of what to do,

			the wolves laugh, then charge the terrified ewe, 

			but a large moonlit silhouette appears in the sky,

			over the hedge with grace and ease it flies.

			A giant stag with enormous antlers,

			stands over Minty, guarding her from her attackers,

			it lowers its head to the wolves so near,

			to show the deadly antlers of Deverell, the lord of all deer, 

			twice the size of a large stag deer, 

			he commands respect and to some, a great fear.  

			Four more stags jump into the field,

			then surround the wolves, expecting them to yield,

			the wolves know that they are no match,

			and will relent to give up their catch,

			the giant stag walks confidently forwards,

			whilst the wolves take cautious steps backwards.

			He speaks to the wolves in a deep distinctive voice,

			with threat and intimidation, but gives them a choice,

			‘This is my kingdom, you do not belong, 

			be gone beasts, or your death will not be long.’ 

			Suddenly, a voice behind Minty says as gentle as

			can be,

			‘Hurry, come along with me, this is no place for

			you to be.’

			Darla, a beautiful doe deer leads Minty away, 

			into a place of safety, away from this dismay, 

			Minty and Darla disappear into some trees, 

			and into the deer kingdom, a haven from the night’s

			cruelties. 

			The wolves have now started to retreat,

			clever enough to know when they are beat,

			even though the wolves vanish from sight,

			the stags remain on guard, until the dawn’s new light.

			So it is, Minty enters the realm of the deer, 

			sitting with Darla, watching a kingdom slowly appear,

			out from the darkness, a new day dawns,

			a meadow within the trees, with waking fauns,

			polka dot mushrooms with sleepy eyes, yawn then sing, 

			giant butterflies wake, then take to the wing.

			Goblin like creatures emerge from within the trees

			bark,

			a peaceful creature, and’tis time for them to embark,

			on their daily task, their job at hand, 

			to keep everything clean and tidy, in this hidden land.

			A golden light now covers the land,

			Minty has questions about the situation at hand,

			‘Is this a magic meadow, beyond next week’s back?’

			‘No,’ replies Darla, quite taken aback,

			‘What you see are the children of Gaia, ancient

			and forgotten, 

			lost to the world, as it seeks its own destruction.’

			Minty’s mind is a jumble, she is very confused,

			so speaks to Darla, who seems rather amused,

			‘All these creatures are new to me,

			even yourself and the ones who rescued me,

			although I think I know what you are,

			I have only ever seen you from afar.’

			‘If you have questions, then ask little one,

			if you do not ask, a chance to learn has gone.’

			Minty pauses then understands, 

			and so asks the questions her mind commands,

			‘Are you a doe?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘A deer?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘A female deer?’

			Suddenly, Deverell appears through the trees,

			then stands before Minty, and regretfully decrees, 

			she may stay for one more day,

			then must leave, and be on her way,

			but he will not cast her out, without thought or aid,

			and will assist as he can, for Minty’s escapade,

			he will escort Minty to the gateway of Pendleshire hill,

			there his lands end, but not his goodwill,

			however, one month later Minty still remains, 

			all enjoy her tales of adventure, and the danger they

			contain.

			Minty says how she misses her friends on the farm,

			and how they laughed and played, under the sun so warm,

			Minty also speaks with sadness, about farmer Joe’s plot,

			to cook her in his wife’s enormous cooking pot,  

			also how farmer Joe changed her name,  

			why would he do this? Minty does exclaim. 

			The lord of all deer grows fond of the ewe,

			but knows that sadly, her leaving is overdue, 

			Minty must leave, there is no other way,

			if spotted by man, that would bring chaos and disarray,

			for this special place, a hidden land,

			man would destroy, and turn into a place of the damned.  

			The lost lamb cannot stay, her time is past,  

			autumn is looming, she needs a home before winter’s blast,

			where that will be, Deverell will never know, 

			maybe one day, she will find that magic meadow.

			The day arrives when Minty has to go, 

			all the creatures wish her well, best of luck to bestow,

			the giant stag and the tiny lamb, head for the hill yonder,

			Minty’s adventure continues, what is next? I wonder.
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			Minty and Deverell reach the end of the deer land,

			a long way to tread, but Deverell has done as planned,

			the hill looms large, as they look upon the land,

			just ahead it stands, across rural farmland,

			today is overcast, cloudy and grey,

			a cold wind blows, a typical Lancashire day.

			Suddenly, Minty and Deverell’s attention is caught,

			echoes on the wind, of a creature being sought,

			sounds of barking hounds and horseshoe thunder,

			shouting men, full of bluster,

			a huntsman’s horn blows its commands,

			as they hunt their quarry, across shire lands,

			the hunt moves on, the sounds fade, 

			soon they have gone, chasing a creature dismayed.

			Deverell looks down at the ewe,

			then speaks words to help her continue,

			‘The gateway is over the river, across a bridge,

			follow the path and there it sits, upon a ridge,

			if you get lost and cannot find your way, 

			seek out the river king, without thought or delay,

			farewell little one, may good fortune follow,

			and may you find your magic meadow.’

			The giant stag watches Minty walk away,

			he has grave fears for her, that he cannot allay,

			lord Deverell vanishes back into the trees,

			Minty enters a field, but stops and sees,

			a wide river straight ahead, flowing strong,

			through this landscape, where she does not belong,

			Minty looks for the bridge to the other side,

			she sees nothing but the river glide.

			Minty walks further along the riverside, 

			it must be here somewhere, a bridge cannot hide,

			soon she finds that to her sorrow, 

			the path she needs, she cannot follow,

			the bridge is damaged and beyond repair,

			the walkway across the river, is no longer there,

			Minty stares in disbelief, the bridge is gone,    

			poor old minty, what a carry-on!

			The day is long, afternoon is late,

			and Minty still has the river to negate,

			she walks along the river and sees straight ahead,

			an island in the water, coming up from the riverbed,

			Minty races forwards, she must find a king,

			the king of the water, how exciting,

			close to the island, sitting amongst long grass,

			a bench is placed, for people to rest as they pass.

			The island is surrounded completely by sand,

			a small beach indeed, a golden band,

			from island to shore, three large stones sit,

			flat on top, a way to the island they permit, 

			but the gaps between are far and scary,

			even great leapers should be wary,

			as the water is cold, fast and deep,

			a slip could give the river your soul to keep.

			The other side of the river, an old mill stands,

			disused and derelict, the march of time plays its hands,

			a huge waterwheel still turns with grace,

			a relic of life, with a much gentler pace, 

			standing upon the island, is a most splendid tree,

			three trunks intertwine, while branches form a large

			canopy,

			red and green apples dangle like earrings,

			from branches up high, a polka dot ceiling.

			As Minty reaches the bench, something catches her eye,

			a small bird from the tree does fly,

			a flash of turquoise blue, with orange chest,

			a long pointed bill, on the bench now rests.

			Minty asks, ‘Are you a king? King of the water.’

			‘Yes, I am the king,’ he says with much grandeur, 

			‘I am King Fischer, and these waters I keep,

			why are you here? What do you seek?

			Tell me your name, young sheep,   

			perhaps you are just lost, quickly now, speak.’ 

			‘I am Lambshank, and I am indeed lost,

			this river however, I know must be crossed,

			but the bridge is gone, and is no more,

			please, can you help me? I must implore,

			I must climb Pendleshire hill, then cross it to the other side,

			I only wish to find a safe place to reside,

			so which way do I go, to climb the hill?’

			‘The witch way is the path,’ replies Fischer, ‘A path

			to test your will.’

			‘The witch way?’ Asks Minty, ‘No, which way do I

			follow?’

			‘The witch way, is the way to follow.’

			‘Which is the witch way? I do not understand!’

			‘The witch way will appear before you, along a

			path at hand,

			past an ancient tower,

			one of mystery and mythical power, 

			but the countless steps rising up from the land,

			maybe too much for your little legs to withstand,

			and without the bridge, you cannot pass,

			but help me, and I will show you a secret underpass,

			a tunnel under the water, to the other side,

			then you can leave to find the hillside.’

			Minty asks, ‘What would you have me do?

			I am only young and little, but I will try to help you.’

			‘My home is inside the island, in the river,

			what I ask is peace and quiet for you to deliver, 

			for there is an imposter upon my land,

			a gentle soul, but is now hard to withstand,

			Hazel, the happy humming hedgehog is stranded,

			on this island, in a flood she landed.

			She cannot leave, as she cannot swim,

			unable to jump the stones, she is short on limb,

			around my halls and chambers she flits, 

			a harmonious, happy humming she emits,

			all day long, and into the night,

			please help a king find peace and respite,

			jump the stones, then sleep under the tree,

			I have a plan that will work, I am sure you will agree.’

			Minty jumps the stones with relative ease,

			onto the island, where lives a king to appease,

			up a small incline and towards the tree,

			to the king’s plan she does agree,

			King Fischer insists Minty stay the night,

			his plan can wait until first light.

			Day turns to dusk, dusk turns to night,

			firefly bugs appear, giving off soft light,

			thousands gather beneath the tree,

			Hazel appears and comes over to see,

			she sits with Minty, as the king arrives,

			who lands on a branch, amidst the fireflies,

			he looks at Minty, then starts to speak,

			‘Come closer, I shall talk of what you seek,

			the great hill has a dark and troubled past,

			spirits linger there, of those wronged and harassed,

			you must be careful on the Pendleshire hill,

			those angry spirits will show you no good will.

			A meeting long ago in a tower sealed their fate, 

			then taken to a castle, for their trials to await, 

			accused and condemned as witches of old, 

			for ten lives taken, imprisoned in dungeons; dark,

			damp and cold,

			waiting to die, for that was certain,

			there was no escaping any wrongful accusation.

			There is only one way to cross the hill, 

			if that be your path, but do not stop until,

			reaching the other side, and the steps going down,

			race to the bottom, daring not to slow down.’

			Minty and Fischer chat long into the night,

			Minty sleeps under the tree, without alarm or fright,

			a new day dawns, fluffy pink clouds above,

			’tis time to remove Hazel, with a polite shove,

			Minty lies in position, as told by the king,

			Fischer then disappears, for Hazel to bring. 

			Minty hears Hazel is on her way,

			humming happily, at the start of a new day,

			Fischer guides her to the correct spot, 

			atop the incline where Minty did trot,

			off the stones and onto the beach,

			up the slope for the tree to reach.

			A few more strides and Hazel is there,

			in perfect position, for the king to ensnare,

			Fischer stabs Hazel hard with his bill,

			she jumps high off the ground, with a loud shrill,

			Hazel then rolls down the slope, onto Minty’s back,

			who quickly crosses the stones, to complete the hijack,

			waiting for Hazel are some of her friends,

			they wander off together, Hazel’s isolation ends.

			As expected, King Fischer keeps his word, 

			and shows Minty the secret underpass inferred,

			but the passage is a long way from the fallen bridge,

			and the gateway, waiting upon the ridge,

			eventually, the river turns into a bend, 

			the way forward now comes to an end,

			the river disappears around a tall cliff face,

			this land ends, nothing beyond but airspace.

			They say their goodbyes, a king’s gratitude expressed,

			Minty enters the dark, and continues her quest,

			daylight brightens the gloom up ahead,

			to quell any feelings of woe and dread,

			plip, plop, pliperty – plop, water drips from ceiling to floor,

			Minty clears the tunnel, back into daylight once more,

			but she stands in shock at what she sees,

			what she sees, is hard to believe,

			how can she continue? She starts to wonder,

			her pathway is blocked, is this the end of her adventure?
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			Minty walks carefully towards the land’s end,

			a misty valley is below, to which she must descend,

			Pendleshire hill lay across the land like a sleeping whale,

			rising up from the mist, like a guardian of this vale,

			to the right, a waterfall cascades far below, 

			upon the land from a high plateau, 

			beyond the waterfall, a rope bridge reaches,

			from land to tower, out from the mist it breaches,

			a black stone column, built in ages past,

			a foreboding presence, built to everlast.  

			Minty is tired, her little legs ache,

			she needs to rest and take a break,

			but she must move on, and not remain,

			to find a way across this rugged terrain,

			then she sees steps built into the ground,

			that lead to the waterfall, a way forward is found,

			a hidden pathway comes into view,

			behind the waterfall and her adventure starts anew.

			Minty walks cautiously along the slippery path,

			any slip and she will feel the waterfall’s wrath,

			sitting behind the falls is a small cavern,

			perfect for a nap, for her journey to adjourn,

			she hums a tune as she falls asleep,

			and dreams of sunshine, with meadows full of happy

			sheep.

			But when she wakes, with a stretch and a yawn,

			siting there watching her, is an angry leprechaun,

			dressed in green, wearing a hat of red,

			smoking a pipe, a bearded face full of dread. 

			‘How dare you invade my home,

			begone sheep, or I shall turn you into a gnome,

			to live underground, no more sunshine no more,

			guarding your treasures for evermore.’

			Minty is shocked, and still half asleep,

			she is too slow, and fails to leap,

			away from this peril, and the spell to be cast,

			to flee a leprechaun’s magic, and a bewitchment to last.

			The leprechaun inhales a cloud of pipe smoke,

			blows it at Minty, for the spell to invoke,

			she breathes it in, then starts to cough,

			the leprechaun smiles then begins to scoff,

			as Minty transforms under a magic spell, 

			she is given command, words that compel,

			‘Go to the gnome city, behind a locked door,

			find a treasure without measure, for me to adore,

			three days there, is all to do as asked,

			failure to do so and the spell is permanently cast,

			one day here, is one year there,

			may your time bring you much despair,

			fetch my prize, and I will set you free,

			this I promise, I do decree, 

			go now, into the dark and down the stairs,

			to find and face your worst nightmares.’

			The leprechaun vanishes, and Minty is changed,

			her previous body is now exchanged,

			for that of a gnome, young and stumpy,

			Minty actually looks quite grumpy,

			red cheeks, a round nose with grey hair and beard,

			a black pointy hat, she feels most weird,

			a blue shirt with a red waistcoat on top,

			brown boots and trousers with a shiny belt, so they

			cannot drop. 

			A stairway appears, at the back of the cavern,

			Minty descends slowly, wishing she had a lantern,

			a dark abyss swallows her up, she is gone,

			from the world above, Minty is withdrawn, 

			what foul things may lurk in the dark,

			horrors unseen, but still she must embark,

			along this path, to free herself of leprechaun magic,

			and find the magic meadow, now that would be fantastic!

			FOLLOW THE WINDING STAIR 
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			Minty feels she is not alone in the void,

			the darkness seems alive, all light devoid,

			icy cold breath blows upon her face,

			fingers in the dark grasp, a terrifying embrace,

			Minty panics, and cries out in fear,

			then runs blindly away from here,

			she is so scared her breathing has stopped,

			she bangs her head, to the ground she is dropped.

			Minty is dazed, and is unaware,

			of rolling down into the darkness, stair after stair, 

			she lands at the bottom, onto hard ground,

			Minty looks around to find a chamber is found, 

			the chamber is large, but there is nowhere to go,

			it is a dead-end, but there is a warming glow.

			Set into the rock, is an arched marble face,

			lined with fire, from lanterns evenly placed,

			the marble sparkles, like glitter in the gloom,

			from the firelight, illuminating this tomb,

			scattered around the marble are jewels of all kind,

			an array of colours, skilfully designed.

			A window to the left, a window to the right,

			look down upon Minty, from a fair height,

			a golden door stands at the base, 

			Minty wonders, “What is this place?”

			Just ahead is a round hole in the ground,

			inside, many steps go around and around,

			deep into the ground they go,

			is this an exit? Minty needs to know, 

			suddenly, a voice from a window up high,

			hiding in the shadows, unable to identify,

			‘Who are you? What do you seek?

			Far from home, in lands hidden and bleak.’

			‘I seek treasure without measure, to break a spell,

			’tis leprechaun magic,’ Minty answers with a yell.

			‘Are you bewitched? Are you the one? 

			The leprechaun’s magic is cast upon.’ 

			‘Yes,’ replies Minty, ‘I am the one,

			I have three days, until my body is gone.’

			A gnome’s face appears in the window to the right, 

			offering words to aid Minty’s plight,

			‘Listen to my words, hear them well, 

			for any chance to break the leprechaun’s spell,

			there is a land, below winding stair,

			full of treasures, beyond compare,

			that place is Lyconia, a land of wonder,

			infinite riches and fortune to plunder.

			Diamond waterfalls, gold growing on trees,

			jewel filled rivers can be plundered with ease,

			silver strands of grass, scatter throughout, 

			but treasure without measure is not here, no doubt,

			you will find it hard leaving said place,

			with such preciousness to embrace,

			many here before you, failed to return,

			unable to leave, their desire no longer to yearn.

			You must find a key and fill two bags with gold,

			then we will let you in, our word we will uphold,

			the key unlocks a sacred door,

			a treasure trove, from ceiling to floor,

			only here will your desire be found,

			to free yourself from a life spellbound,

			take these bags and follow the winding stair,

			my help and advice is over, farewell and take care.’

			Minty collects the bags, then descends the stair,

			around and down it goes, she cannot see where,

			each step is embedded with diamonds that glow,

			a pathway of light, for the way to show,

			soon Minty feels she is going up, not below,

			ascending each step, towards a hole aglow,

			she reaches the top, then leaves the stair,

			the hole closes, she can but stand and stare,

			a terrified Minty looks on in despair, 

			as surrounding her, many werewolves glare.

			Huge beasts with grey and brown hair,

			large mouths, immense fangs for prey to ensnare,

			the werewolves remain seated, and do not encroach, 

			but slowly part, as one different does approach,

			this one is larger and totally white,

			it then sits in front of the others, an intimidating sight,

			after a moment the silence is broken,

			as the white werewolf says words softly spoken,

			‘How odd, a gnome all alone,

			in search of riches and gemstone,

			tell me, why is this so?

			When you seek fortune, your bags to overflow,

			my name is Kira, I am the eldest throughout this land, 

			answer wisely.’ All the werewolves now stand.

			Poor old Minty, what a carry-on! 

			Her misfortune just goes on and on, 

			but she remains calm, surprisingly so, 

			then answers Kira, her voice nervous and low,

			‘I seek gold and a special key,

			then the gnomes behind the locked door will help me,

			to find something to break a leprechaun’s spell, 

			a treasure without measure, for the spell to dispel.’

			Kira asks, ‘Do you not desire gold for yourself?

			To take with you for power and wealth.’ 

			‘I desire no treasure for myself, only to break a spell,

			and maybe find a safe place I can dwell,

			for I am lost and not a gnome,

			my body is changed, and without home,

			I just wish to be set free,  

			to leave these lands, and live carefree,

			gold and jewel mean nothing to me,

			I am only a lamb, please, please do not eat me!’

			A circle of werewolves stand and draw near,

			Minty has no escape, but tries to show no fear,

			but inside she fears the worst,

			fang and claw approach, to quench their thirst,

			as they grow near, ever so close,

			they sit down, Kira almost nose to nose.

			Minty looks upon their faces, and what a surprise,

			all the werewolves have human eyes, 

			not red or yellow, with no soul behind,

			but eyes of meaning, eyes of mankind. 

			Kira smells Minty, looks into her eyes,

			then says, as she does recognize,

			‘It is true, you are a lamb and smell tasty,

			lucky for you we cannot be so hasty,

			we cannot feast upon the innocent and pure, 

			but must wait until adult and mature,

			the leprechaun will never break the spell,

			just take what you give, then leave you here to dwell,

			here you will find nothing, no gold or jewels,

			the gnomes are deceived, avaricious fools.

			Once human in a life gone by,

			greedy and selfish, their wealth to glorify,

			before all else, their greed came first,

			before family and friend, a soul stained and cursed,

			now they guard an immense treasure, in a vast hall,

			but the hall is empty, inside is nothing at all.

			The key for the hall they believe lies here, and

			come looking,

			so we gobble them up, despite them tasting appalling,

			there is no treasure here to be found,

			only the gifts of Gaia, waiting to astound.’ 

			Minty is saddened greatly by this news,

			she remains silent and starts to muse,

			she is now trapped in body and place,

			with no escape from a meat eating race,

			Kira feels she needs to quell Minty’s fear.

			‘Do not worry, have some cheer,

			all is not yet lost, 

			the point beyond no return has not been crossed,

			so come with us, stay a while,’

			Kira says softly, with a smile. 

			Minty asks, ‘Please, may I ask before we continue,

			what kind of creatures are you?’

			‘We are Lycanthrope, werewolves fierce and bold,

			this is our home now, as we grow old,

			we come here as we cannot transform,

			back into our human form,

			this is the place we come to die,

			away from the world, a sad goodbye,

			if you wish for us to set you free,

			we must search for the earth elemental, Juhee,

			she lives in a valley of purple and white,

			a stunning place of beauty and delight,

			so join us, show trust and a stout heart.’

			Now all the werewolves slowly part,

			as they do so, they all smile,

			as Lyconia is revealed, mile after mile.
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			Lyconia, a vast landscape as far as the eye can see,

			on the horizon, a deep red sun drops behind a calm sea,

			the sea completely surrounds this land,

			an island it is, both huge and grand,

			rugged mountains and sweeping woodland hills,

			with flower filled meadows, a sense of awe it instills, 

			in the centre of the island, a jagged hole punctures the

			sky, 

			flowered vines drop down, surrounded by bird and

			butterfly.

			Directly below the hole, a mountain stands alone,

			a dark castle sits on top, made from the blackest of stone,

			even from a distance it looks a scary place,

			one to avoid, and never to embrace,

			around the castle a dark mist forms,

			a warning sign of danger, to all it informs.

			Kira says, ‘Come with us, night time is nearly here,

			Lyconia nights are long, the darkness breeds fear.’

			Minty asks, ‘What lives in the castle, yonder way?’

			Kira does not answer, as Minty is whisked away,

			picked up briskly, then placed upon werewolf back. 

			‘Hold on tightly,’ a voice says within the werewolf pack,

			they speed over the land, to reach their home,

			who would have thought it, werewolves protecting a

			gnome!

			The pack races along a path, into a tall limestone ravine,

			then they stop, before a sight no human has ever seen,

			a waterfall flows upwards and out of the land,

			behind hides the werewolves homeland,

			watery sounds bounce off the ravine walls,

			as they take a secret entrance, to pass beyond the

			waterfall.

			Kira says to Minty, ‘Please follow me,

			I have much to tell, and you have much to see.’

			Inside the hillside they start to go,

			through a hidden doorway, inside a camouflaged hollow,

			deep they go into the land, 

			Minty follows Kira, close at hand,

			soon Minty sees what awaits inside,

			the place dying Lycanthrope now reside.

			Moonlight beams break through the walls, from

			way up high,

			partly revealing a huge cavern, a vista to mystify,

			a luminous pale blue river meanders through,

			many arched bridges span the water that lead to, 

			a tall rock wall, stretching far into the distance,

			built into the wall, homes scatter in great abundance. 

			Each entrance is intricately made,  

			two stone columns and detailed door, a personal

			barricade,

			finely crafted spiral stairways lead to each home,

			beautiful work indeed, by the hands of ancient gnome,

			for once upon a time, this was their land,

			before war raged, to leave this place damned.

			As the werewolves cross bridges, and climb the stairs,

			tiny blue lights rise from the river, a light individually 

			theirs,

			as each light floats gracefully inside each home,

			the cavern comes alive, a beautifully lit catacomb.

			Kira leads Minty across a bridge to the other side,

			into her home, sitting close to the riverside, 

			all the homes are as you would expect, 

			built to the highest standards, nigh on perfect,

			the rooms are tall enough for the werewolves to stand,

			old gnome furniture remains, a reminder of skilled 

			hands.

			Kira says, ‘You wish to know what lives in the 

			castle yonder?’

			I will tell you,’tis the creature Scobberlotcher,

			tall, humanoid with bat like wings,

			jet black all over with four soulless eyes, horrible 

			things,

			front and back, one either side,

			it is all seeing, there is nowhere to hide,

			long legs, long arms and long grasping fingers,

			a mouth full of pointy teeth, the sight of it lingers.

			This is a frightful beast, best to leave it alone,

			as it roams the night, for reasons unknown,

			but you are safe here, and well protected, 

			for behind the water we cannot be detected.’

			Minty and Kira talk hour after hour,

			Kira tells her secret, fascinating yet sad and dour,

			‘Four thousand years ago, in lands of sand and 

			pyramids of stone,

			I was cursed by a dying pharaoh, the earth forever to 

			roam,

			he cursed me for my cruel savagery,

			never to rest for all eternity,

			the only time I can take my rest,

			is proof of action, and so attest,

			that my soul is clean, evil no more,

			sacrificing myself, for mortality to restore.’

			Minty grows tired, she needs to sleep,

			what an adventure, for the spellbound sheep,

			Kira gives Minty a home next door,

			then bids her goodnight, after enjoying their rapport.

			SAD GOODBYES
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			One year soon passes, unbelievably so,

			Minty regrets that it is time to go,

			Minty and the werewolves have become good friends, 

			but alas, all good things must come to an end,

			she needs to leave, and break the spell,

			to return to normal, and say a sad farewell,

			her time here has been happy and gaye,

			but yesterday her closest friend, Misty, passed away,

			Minty was there for the last goodbye,

			holding her friend, with a tear in her eye. 

			But this is not the end, the werewolves believe,

			a new life awaits, as this life you leave,

			but today will be a solemn day,  

			as the werewolves say goodbye to Misty, in their own 

			special way.

			Misty is carried to the river’s end, 

			where a huge pool sits, before the water descends,

			over the edge, to fall far below,

			where this leads, none of the werewolves know. 

			Kira speaks words in ancient tongue, 

			then all the werewolves sing a soft and gentle song, 

			suddenly, in the centre of the pool,

			bubbles rise up from below, and the air starts to cool,

			a creature rises up, slow and with grace,

			it breaks the surface, to reveal a human face.

			All the werewolves bow to show respect,

			to the mermaid of the pool, the one who can resurrect,

			a beautiful face and long black hair,

			she approaches Kira, their eyes locked in a stare,

			Misty is placed gently onto the water,

			into the mermaid’s arms, held out to collect her,

			silently they sink out of sight,

			Misty is gone, for a new life to invite.

			Two days later, Kira and Minty prepare to leave,

			best wishes from the werewolves they receive,

			it will be a difficult path Minty will tread,

			with some surprises on the journey ahead. 

			THE DRAGON WITH NO SHOES
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			Uphill and down dale, Kira and minty walk,

			mile after mile they tread, enjoying their talk, 

			the hills roll on, the sky is blue,

			a warm breeze blows upon werewolf and spellbound ewe,

			a half a day has quickly past,

			but gradually Minty starts to feel downcast,

			a tense melancholy begins to take hold,

			as her changed body is uncontrolled.

			Minty’s hair has grown long, down to her waist,

			but her beard gives her the most distaste,

			a bedraggled and grey itchy thing,

			resting upon her feet, it sways and it swings.

			Minty asks, ‘Can you please cut my beard?

			it has grown much longer than feared.’

			‘No,’ replies Kira, ‘Leave it be,

			you will need it soon, I guarantee.’

			‘Please cut it with your claw,

			I really cannot stand it anymore!’

			‘No!’ Kira says, in a firm tone,

			‘You will soon be thankful of a beard overgrown.’

			They walk on in silence, without a word, 

			Minty feels beleaguered, needing a beard is totally absurd.

			Minty asks, ‘Where are we going, may I ask?

			for the leprechaun’s spell to unmask.’

			‘We must reach the dragon, before the day’s end,

			there we can rest, into his den we can descend.’

			‘A dragon!’ Minty gasps, ‘A dragon for real?’

			Her excitement impossible to conceal.

			‘Be warned,’ Kira says, ‘Despite his behaviour, he 

			is no fool,

			if you cross him, he can be vicious, heartless and cruel,

			Daventh The Merciless, is his name,

			he guards our way forwards, with fang and flame,

			he can be somewhat, melodramatic, 

			but gain his trust, and this dragon’s friendship is 

			automatic,

			for dragons are very intelligent, loyal and true,

			any friendships formed, are held in high value.’

			The day moves on, and the sun starts to fade,

			Kira and Minty reach a hilltop, their destination now 

			surveyed,

			a huge bowl shape is carved out of the land,

			green grass on sloping hill, dances to the wind’s command,

			a narrow path of earth and stone,

			lead down to the bottom, to a dark circular zone.

			Just beyond, sits a large jagged hole in the hillside,

			is this where Daventh The Merciless does reside?

			Around the dark circle is a ring of shale,

			Kira tells Minty what she must do to prevail,

			‘Before you now, is the circle of trust,

			dispel your fears, your faith in me you must entrust.’

			Fire rises up from the dark depths below,

			faces in the flames, contort in the glow.

			‘Step onto the darkness,’ says Kira, ‘Believe in me,

			then walk into the middle, and do not flee.’

			‘But I will fall into void and flame, and will die,

			I cannot walk on air, why do you ask me to try?’

			‘Control your fear to keep your mind clear,

			to do what must be done, no matter how severe,

			you must enter and remain within the circle of trust,

			only then will you prevent the dragon’s mistrust.’

			Minty pauses, and takes a deep breath,

			then walks forwards, perhaps to her death,

			although she feels nothing below her feet,

			she walks on air, with a racing heartbeat,

			Minty stops in the centre, and looks down,

			out of the void flames rise and start to surround, 

			the flames however, never rise above her feet,

			in fact, Minty can feel no heat. 

			Suddenly Kira lets out haunting howls,

			directed into the hillside’s bowels,

			Kira then joins Minty in the circle of trust,

			but walks on and through it, leaving Minty nonplussed,

			Kira then stands at the hole in the hillside,

			hoping that her friend Daventh, is inside.

			Kira turns to Minty, hearing movement within the 

			black,

			and says, ‘Stay still, and do not backtrack.’

			Cries of pain now fill the air,

			from a beast in the dark, in some despair,

			then the dragon appears, as tall as the hill,

			pale blue eyes look upon Kira, and show goodwill, 

			as it limps forward, the dragon shows its might,

			Minty has never ever seen such a sight.

			A golden chest, neck and jaw,

			Minty watches on in awe,

			a deep blue body, covered in mail, 

			teeth like swords, with a long red tail,

			a yellow rim lines the edges of the wings,

			large, powerful and impressive things.

			Daventh The Merciless is here,

			but seems to have little cheer,

			Daventh limps forward groaning in pain,

			then slumps onto the hillside, and explains his bane,

			‘Kira, my dear,’tis a joy to see you again,

			but I am… anguished, my pain I cannot contain,

			for I am crippled and can barely walk,

			’tis such an effort to even talk,

			my life is agony, pain and torment,

			woe is me, how I lament.’

			Daventh slumps against the hillside some more,

			shakes his head sorrowfully, looking at the floor.

			Kira says, ‘What is wrong my friend?

			let me look, maybe I can help and mend.’

			‘No,’ says Daventh, ‘My foot is… beyond aid,

			’tis horrific to look upon, you will be greatly dismayed.’

			Daventh sighs deeply, then sits upon the floor,

			Kira sees the problem, why the foot is so sore. 

			‘Where are your shoes Daventh? You know you 

			must wear,

			you have tender feet, they cannot be bare.’

			‘I have been abandoned and forsaken,

			the making of my shoes, I fear is no longer undertaken,

			many are the years since I have seen Juhee,

			as she brings the shoes she has spun for me.’

			Kira says, ‘You have a splinter in your foot, that 

			looks sore,

			please let me remove it, I implore,

			if you do not, your foot will get worse,

			the pain impossible to disperse.’

			‘Very well,’ says Daventh, ‘I will endure this pain,

			but cannot watch, and will abstain.’

			Daventh hides his face behind a wing,

			and waits for the pain Kira will bring,

			now, Kira knows all to well what will soon transpire,

			once the splinter is pulled, there will be a wall of fire,

			as a dragon’s fury cannot be tamed,

			all in its way will be burned alive or maimed.

			‘Hurry!’ Daventh says, ‘I cannot bear it,

			I fear I shall feint before the splinter’s exit.’

			Kira removes the splinter with amazing speed,

			then leaps into the hillside, as the foot starts to bleed,

			the dragon cries out in much pain,

			fire emits from his mouth, again and again.

			A ring of fire surrounds the circle of trust, 

			Minty is safe within the circle and does not combust,

			when the fire stops, and Daventh is back standing, 

			Kira returns, slowly advancing.

			‘Thank you,’ says Daventh, ‘For saving me,

			but you was very, very vicious, I am… am… almost an 

			amputee!’

			The dragon sees Minty standing all alone,

			and recoils backwards, at the creature unknown.

			‘Kira! Kira! What is this beast you bring? 

			’Tis a horrid, ugly and smelly thing.’

			Daventh starts to circle Minty, poorly foot now 

			forgotten,

			sniffing the air relentlessly, a dragon’s instinct now 

			awoken.

			‘You are not what you seem, bearded beast,

			you have a feint smell within, one of a tasty feast,

			I sense that you are bewitched by some devilry,

			I suspect leprechaun skulduggery,

			come inside my den, stay the night,

			tell me your tale, an official dragon invite.’

			Minty has passed the test, Kira is proud,

			into the hillside they go, by dragon permission allowed.

			A MONSTER IN THE NIGHT
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			Once inside the hillside, night time quickly falls,

			feint music upon the wind, signals the Scobberlotcher’s 

			entrapment calls,

			the music gets louder as it sweeps across the land,

			eerie yet hypnotic, almost a veiled and secret command,

			the music plays hour after hour,

			and gradually becomes sinister and dour,

			suddenly it stops, silence throughout the land,

			something now stirs, awake to do as planned,

			long wails and a flap of wings,

			the Scobberlotcher sets forth to do terrible things.

			Deep into the night, Minty wakes in fear,

			her dreams are dark, not full of cheer,

			she tries to sleep, but Daventh and Kira snore,

			so loud that they vibrate the floor.

			Minty decides to go sit and watch the stars in the sky,

			maybe she can take a nap, to help the night pass by,

			she sits within the hillside, upon a flat stone, 

			while gazing at the stars, she sees something unknown,

			a bright light appears in the sky far away,

			moving feely towards Minty, any which way.

			The light moves quickly, always heading down,

			’tis a ghostly figure of a young girl, dressed in a 

			hospital gown,

			her light is so bright and shimmers so,

			she looks around, not knowing which way to go,

			her hair is long, her feet are bare,

			her pretty face is turning to despair.

			The girl lands gracefully upon the ground,

			near the circle of trust, then starts to look around.

			‘Mummy! Daddy! Where are you?’ She cries out,

			but there is no answer, only silence throughout. 

			Suddenly, strings of a harp release their tune, 

			as the Scobberlotcher appears, hovering against a full 

			moon,

			a swirling mass of black sparkly mist, whirls around its 

			feet,

			it has ensnared another soul to mistreat,

			the beast carries a small harp, and plays it well,

			grasping fingers play a melodious spell, 

			it descends to the ground, as the girl is trapped,

			unable to flee, she is now soulnapped.

			The Scobberlotcher lands, then approaches the girl, 

			with each step there is a cackle, a whirl and a twirl,  

			now the sparkly mist is released, to engulf the child,

			in a flash she is gone, the monster then dances as 

			though beguiled.

			INTO THE VALLEY
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			The following morning, Minty wakes from a contented 

			sleep,

			where she sat watching the Scobberlotcher creep,

			feint memories of what she saw in the night,

			flash in her mind, but only slight, 

			but she feels uneasy, it seems so real,

			these images grow more powerful, and horribly surreal.

			Today Minty is changed, in her mind she feels so 

			much older,

			a lamb’s naive innocence no longer controls her,

			any thoughts of a magic meadow start to wain,

			Minty misses her friends and wishes to see farmer Joe’s 

			farm again.

			Kira joins Minty for a good morning and hello,

			after a while they both agree, it is time to go,

			suddenly Daventh joins the pair,

			and looks upon Minty with a frown and a stare.

			‘For such a little thing, such a noise you make,

			I have never heard such snoring, from my sleep you 

			make me wake,’

			Daventh says to Minty, who looks bemused,

			as the one who is innocent, is the one accused.

			Minty says, ‘You wake yourself, master dragon,

			YOU snore so loud, it is beyond comprehension!’ 

			Daventh is shocked, and almost falls over,

			such insolence from a tiny accuser.

			‘I… do not snore!’ Daventh says dramatically.

			‘Yes you do,’ says Minty, ‘You snore dreadfully,

			I was the one woken from sleep,

			and found myself here, for some peace to keep.’

			‘You find yourself here,’ Daventh says, ‘As you 

			wake yourself up,

			snorting and grunting with no let up!’ 

			Kira speaks out loudly, ‘This nonsense must end,

			I am the one who snores, and wish not to offend, 

			come along, follow me,

			’tis time we go to the valley of Juhee.’

			Kira leads them through the hillside, into the light,

			a cloudless day with golden sun so bright,

			far away, two giant hills slope gently to the ground,

			a valley lay between, here Juhee can be found,

			a land completely covered in purple and white, 

			even from a distance, ’tis a wondrous sight.

			But there is a problem Minty can see,

			there is no way down to find Juhee, 

			for they stand upon a high plateau,

			and the land is far, far below. 

			Minty is baffled, there is nowhere to go,

			then Kira asks Daventh for his help to show,

			‘Will you take us upon your back, and gently glide,

			down to Juhee valley, away from this hillside?’

			‘Yes my friend, I am delighted to give you aid, 

			but hold on very tightly, and do not be afraid.’ 

			So it is, Daventh The Merciless takes them down, 

			Minty’s beard blows up, down, around and around, 

			but they land at the start of an eerie dell,

			this is the point Kira and Daventh say farewell.

			Kira says to Minty, ‘You must go on alone, 

			this is your responsibility now, to seek out the unknown, 

			Daventh and I cannot continue, you see,

			we are not allowed into the Valley of Juhee, 

			remain on the path through the dell, and you cannot 

			come to any harm,

			but stay out of the trees, they are cursed by magic charm,

			this will be the last time we speak,

			so farewell my friend, may you find all you seek.’

			‘Wait!’ Minty cries, ‘Please, you cannot go,

			there is still much that I need to know,

			where am I going? What will I do?

			I still need help from both of you.’

			Daventh moves forward saying, ‘Kira is right,

			only you can now resolve your plight,

			find Juhee, tell her your tale,

			you must be brave along your trail,

			when you find Juhee, please speak of my shoes,

			I would love some more, as my feet cut and bruise.’

			And with that, Kira and Daventh fly away,

			leaving Minty alone, her mind in dismay and disarray,

			she takes the path deep into the dell,

			nearing the end, Minty encounters a wonderful smell,

			the aroma of summer flowers fills the air,

			Minty steps out from the dell, and Juhee valley is there.

			Across the land purple and white flowers sway in a 

			breeze,

			she sets forth into the flowers, that stand just above her 

			knees,

			the white flowers are small, many petalled in clusters 

			of three,

			the purple flowers are larger, looking like a bell to you 

			and me,

			Minty hums a tune as she walks through,  

			strangely, she feels quite happy despite not knowing 

			what to do.

			Then she stops, upon hearing feint sounds,

			bell like noises grow louder all around, 

			Minty sees the bell like flowers move at will,

			freely in all directions, as Minty stands perfectly still,

			a crescendo of bell sounds ring out,

			a ring, ding and a tinkle, an alarm call no doubt.

			The bells stop ringing, their toll is done, 

			tiny purple and white fairies rise from the flowers, each 

			and every one,

			all the fairies are identical, and slowly morph together,

			to make a solid Fae form, a sight to truly bewilder,

			Minty cannot believe what she sees,

			as the fairies now transform into the earth elemental, 

			Juhee. 

			JUHEE’S WHEEL
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			Standing before Minty is a figure, elegant and fine,

			she smiles at Minty, an angelic figure so divine,

			the earth elemental Juhee is here,

			she radiates tranquillity, Minty feels no fear,

			everything about Juhee is white and purple, 

			she is one with the land, created within its cradle,

			Juhee is a magical entity, living as one with the flowers,

			a force of nature, with special powers.

			Juhee wears an ankle length, light purple gown,

			long white, wavy waist length hair, falls gently down,

			between her wings, almost transparent,

			she is of fairy folk, it is now apparent,

			Juhee’s hair dances and sways in the breeze,

			a beautiful creation, made from a thousand fairies,

			soft and gentle features, skin of purple and white,

			that is always moving, but only slight,

			her eyes however, have a hint of green,

			they look down upon Minty, but do not demean.

			Juhee smiles at Minty, then does say,

			‘Why have you come to my lands this day?’

			Minty explains her journey undertaken,

			from farm to present, the reasons for Juhee to reawaken.

			Minty says, ‘Please, I beg, can you help me?

			You are my only hope to set me free.’

			‘I can help,’ replies Juhee, ‘But a price must be paid,

			for I need help myself, before I can give you aid,

			come with me, let us meander,

			through the grass and sweet smelling bellflower.’

			They both walk quite a long way,

			deep into the valley, about halfway,

			a hill either side rises high into the sky,

			protecting a temple like structure sitting nearby,

			eight marble like columns surround a square,

			again, marble like, raised off the ground by single stair,

			both vine and flower have taken root,

			purple and white flora, a covering absolute.

			Juhee leads Minty inside,

			where a single item sits, invisible from the outside,

			an old wooden framework, stands upon three legs,

			below is a foot pedal, on top stand three tall pegs,

			’tis an old fashioned machine to make yarn and string,

			’tis a spinning wheel, a charming and graceful thing,

			but something is wrong, it is incomplete,

			the wheel is missing, the machine now obsolete.

			Minty asks, ‘What is this device I see?

			Is this what you will use to help me?’

			‘Yes,’ replies Juhee, ‘This is what I must use,

			but for an age it has lain idle, fallen into disuse,

			with it I would create thread and string,

			to make finery, fit for queen and king,

			as I sat upon stool, spinning each thread,

			blessings of the flowers I would embed,

			but now the wheel that drives it has been stolen,

			by the creature Scobberlotcher, a creation of abomination.’

			Minty says, ‘So you cannot help, I am utterly forsaken,

			to lead me here, Kira was sadly mistaken.’

			‘No, all is not lost, but it is up to you,

			for any chance of transforming back into a ewe, 

			but you must promise to give me a hand, 

			to break the spell, and your body to withstand,

			the enchantment placed upon your soul,

			and free yourself of a leprechaun’s control.

			You must go and retrieve the wheel, 

			from Scobberlotcher castle, a frightening ordeal, 

			but be warned, you may never return, 

			forever trapped, your freedom, an eternity to yearn.’

			Minty asks, ‘Why should I retrieve the wheel?’

			‘Because I do not need it, you do to heal,

			you must help me to set you free,

			return the wheel, your freedom I guarantee,

			so, I ask again, will you give me a helping hand,

			the answer you give is a binding command.’

			Minty pauses, as if on reflection, 

			‘I have no choice,’ she says in much dejection.

			‘What does the wheel look like? Where will it be?

			If I am to retrieve it, then you must help me.’

			Juhee replies, ‘I know not where the wheel will sit, 

			only that you must search the castle to find it,

			the wheel is wooden, with ten crafted spindles within,

			maybe the Scobberlotcher has its own device, and the 

			wheel sits therein.’

			‘I shall go,’ says Minty, ‘And find the wheel,

			although I do not like to steal.’

			Juhee says, ‘You do not steal, the wheel is mine,

			the thief Scobberlotcher holds it by malevolent design,

			go now, take the pathway through my land,

			until a large amphitheatre appears at hand,

			take the steps to the ground below,

			pass through the dark entrance, for the way to go,

			follow this path, then climb the stone tower,

			the rest is up to you, my blessings I empower.

			The last piece of advice I give,

			will see you either die or live,

			listen closely to what I say,

			for you have only one chance to reach the 

			Scobberlotcher’s hideaway.

			A light against the dark, lay upon twinkling blanket,

			sitting forever, proud and exquisite, 

			silver light shines behind yonder castle, 

			rising up slowly, for stones to assemble,

			the path to the castle, cannot be seen,

			patience is needed, for the light to glean,

			step onto the light, always moving, never still,

			there you must remain until,

			the next step forwards is revealed,

			out from the darkness, no longer concealed.’

			Juhee smiles, then says goodbye,

			her body explodes as a thousand fairies fly,

			into the air, flittering and fluttering around,

			throughout the valley, purple and white fairies are abound.

			THE AMPHITHEATRE
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			Minty sets forth, once again into the unknown,

			for the first time in a long while, she is alone,

			as she walks through the valley, heading for the stone 

			tower,

			a haze of Juhee fairies surround her, before finding 

			their flower,

			’tis late afternoon, but the sun is still quite bright,

			nearing the end of the valley, an amphitheatre comes 

			into sight.

			The theatre appears to be very well kept,

			sloping tiers of seats, look freshly swept,

			it stands before a tall rock wall,

			the only way forwards is through a foreboding dark hole,

			out from this hole, large green frogs emerge then scatter,

			before taking a seat, and all sitting together.

			They start to hum and sing their own song,

			as if waiting for something else to come along, 

			then, here it comes out from the dark,

			a large beetle struts into the arena, and pauses to hark,

			completely red, with two blue antennae,

			it approaches the frogs, who silence immediately.

			Minty is intrigued so takes a seat, without them 

			knowing,

			she watches silently, as a performance gets going,

			the beetle conducts the frogs masterfully with each 

			antennae,

			a sublime frog chorus fills the amphitheatre beautifully,

			they sing as one, a perfect choir,

			Minty is so happy for this to transpire,

			time passes quickly, Minty is enthralled,

			when the performance ends, she stands to applaud.

			But the skies have darkened, a storm looms overhead,

			lightning strikes the theatre, filling the frogs and beetle 

			with dread,

			large raindrops fall, gently at first,

			before quickly turning into a tempestuous cloudburst,

			both frog and beetle make haste from the arena,

			oblivious to Minty, not having seen her.

			And so, Minty stands in the rain, soaking wet,

			hair and beard cascade with many a rain droplet,

			lightning strikes again, thunder rumbles all around,

			Minty begins to take the steps down,

			into the arena, to leave this place,

			she trudges onwards, then vanishes through the dark space.

			THE LOST CHILDREN

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			As soon as she enters, Minty is passed through,

			into marshland, her quest to continue,

			a lily clad lake dominates the land, 

			surrounded by marshes, a great distance spanned,

			but there is no shelter for Minty to rest and take cover,

			she keeps moving onwards, her path yet to discover.

			Night time is falling, Minty sees a pathway 

			alongside the lake,

			a storm rages, darkening skies light up and the ground 

			does shake,

			the great hole that punctures the sky,

			lights up spectacularly, as lightning strikes to electrify.  

			Minty’s path leads to the end of the marshes,

			where she stands looking down, at vast expanses,

			of a scary landscape far below,

			her path is now clear, laid out is the way to go,

			in the distance, Scobberlotcher castle sits upon tall 

			mountain,

			the stone tower stands close by, surrounded by hissing 

			fountain,

			a reservoir of steam and vapour rise up, to shroud the 

			tower,

			a product of this land’s natural power.

			For either side of the castle, rivers flow, 

			one of ice and one of fire, that meet down below,

			they join at the foot of the mountain,

			a violent collision creates a spectacular cauldron, 

			this protects the castle, there is no way to pass,

			just a steaming, troubling bubbling mass.

			The tower itself is a jagged red stone column,

			rising mountain high, but between castle and tower is 

			a chasm,

			a strong wind now drives the rain,

			taunting Minty, as it howls around the harsh terrain. 

			How can Minty reach the ground below?

			There is no way forward, no path to follow, 

			but a flash of lightning then reveals the way,

			hiding in the gloom, sits a hidden passageway,

			this leads to old stone steps, carved into the land,

			that descend precariously down to the lowland.

			Down Minty goes, as careful as can be,

			trying not to slip on steps covered in algae,

			the night time darkness will soon invite,

			itself over the land, to swallow the light,

			but there is still a fragment of daylight to spare,

			just enough for Minty to safely descend the stair.

			She reaches the bottom, onto a land of rock and 

			stone,

			Minty has a feeling, that she is not alone,

			but she is alone, who else could be here?

			upon walking towards the tower, she does hear,

			music upon the wind, in the encroaching night,

			she has heard this before, it gave her a fright,

			whilst staring at the stars, from Daventh’s den,

			the music grows louder, just the same as then.

			Minty nears a narrow bridge, leading to the tower,

			over and through the land’s raw power,

			lightning flashes while angry thunder crashes, 

			as Minty steps onto the bridge, she stops and glimpses,

			ghostly figures rising within the vapour,

			she steps slowly backwards, as this frightens her,

			more and more figures appear inside the hissing haze,

			they glow slightly, Minty freezes with fascinated gaze.

			A hundred or more gradually start to appear,

			then, out from the haze, the figures start to near,

			the figures are human, but only small,

			they are just children, each one and all,

			the children seem whole, but are they real?

			Their body is dissolved, almost ethereal,

			boy and girl alike, glow softly in the night, 

			looking sad and lonely, enduring a cursed plight.

			Each child wears a white hospital gown,

			different styles from across the ages, now ripped, torn 

			and stained brown,

			all the children stop, to just stand and stare,

			then, one walks forward who has no hair,

			this child is the tallest, maybe the oldest one too, 

			through the lightning, it nears the gnome once a ewe.

			The child is a boy, maybe ten years old,

			his Victorian gown is threadbare, speckled with mould,

			he stands before Minty, a ghost in the night, 

			then speaks of the children, and their horrifying plight,

			‘I am Augustine, are you here to set us free?

			To break our bonds, for our souls to flee.’

			Minty is shocked and unsure what to say,

			looking around at the children, who look on in dismay,

			haunting music on the wind grows louder still, 

			what Augustine says next, upsets Minty and gives her a 

			chill,

			‘The music you hear, comes from castle upon the 

			mountain,

			’tis Scobberlotcher’s home, a place of terror and abduction, 

			the music is enchanted, upon a spinning wheel it is 

			played,

			as the wheel spins a thread from a child so afraid,

			the wheel spins slowly, removing the child’s hair, 

			as the Scobberlotcher laughs, while sitting upon chair,

			once all the hair is gone, and its thread spent,

			the Scobberlotcher leaves, with wicked intent.

			For the thread it spun and music made,

			is a lure and a trap for children, that cannot be disobeyed,

			it is beguiled by the Scobberlotcher’s hands,

			to entice children’s souls from far away lands, 

			as they lay in hospital, in sleep that cannot be woken, 

			lost in a void, while their body lay sick and broken,

			we are doomed forever, and cannot be released,

			unless it is granted by the Scobberlotcher beast.

			But we, the children of the tower, have nowhere to go,

			yet pray for release, to be free of this limbo,

			we are past salvation, as our physical bodies have died,

			and expelled from the castle, then thrown down the 

			mountainside,

			for without physical form, we are weak and cannot work,

			we are of no use for the Scobberlotcher’s slave work.’

			Suddenly, Augustine and the others are slowly 

			pulled back,

			by unseen forces, an invisible attack,

			Augustine fights hard and puts up a mighty struggle,

			he continues to speak, but his words are inaudible,

			Augustine fights so bravely to resist, looking so afraid,

			soon his struggle is over and he starts to fade,

			moments later all the children are gone,

			leaving Minty alone in the dark, as the storm rages on.

			MOONSTEPS TO A MONSTER
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			The hissing vapour around the tower casts a feint glow,

			as Minty crosses the bridge, for her task to undergo,

			she reaches the tower made of stone, jagged and serrated,

			it is razor sharp, Minty feels despondent and deflated,

			she looks up, the tower is so high,

			any slip or fall and she will surely die.

			How can she climb this? She will be cut to pieces,

			Minty thinks she should turn back, as her inner doubt 

			increases,

			but there is no way back, and she will never be freed,

			without fulfilling Juhee’s deed, 

			there must be a way, maybe on the inside,

			to climb the tower safely, and not on the outside. 

			Standing before her is a gap, a dark space,

			maybe a pathway into and beyond the rock face,

			Minty holds out a hand to feel her way through,

			her hand vanishes, a possible way to continue?

			Once inside Minty finds it dark, smelly and wet,

			the tower is hollow but has no way forward as yet,

			for daylight must shine through the hole up high,

			for any way out to identify.

			Daylight arrives, the tower fills up with light,

			but the tower is empty! No ladder or stair in sight!

			However, the walls are bedecked with protruding 

			small, smooth, square stones,

			scattered randomly up to the top, possibly climbing stones,

			Minty starts to climb, easily at first,

			higher and higher, many stones are traversed,

			about half way up is a recess in the wall,

			she climbs inside, before her arms fail, leading to a fall, 

			Minty looks down, her head starts to spin,

			such a long way up, but soon it is time once again to 

			begin,

			to continue her climb, to reach the top,

			‘Do not look down,’ she says, ‘And do not stop!’

			Arms to the left, legs to the right,

			Minty climbs steadily towards daylight,

			her beard is a nuisance and gets in the way,

			but on the stones she manages to stay,

			her hands are sore, legs and body ache,

			she rises to the challenge she has had to undertake.

			Almost there now, nearly at the top,

			eventually she climbs out, her weary body then does flop,

			upon a flat walkway, around the tower of stone, 

			Minty is more exhausted than she has ever known.

			The climb has taken most of the day,

			but once again, Minty is on her way,

			the tower rises as high as yonder tall mountain,

			however, no passage can be seen over the hissing fountain,

			but what she sees straight ahead and down far below,

			is Scobberlotcher castle, sitting above ice and fire flow.

			This castle I will warn, is not of princes and princesses,

			nor of pretty fairy tales, and magic kisses, 

			here lies only doom and great despair, 

			in this place, there is no escaping the Scobberlotcher’s 

			snare,

			do not imagine a castle made so pretty,

			but one of hostile looks, a vision of brutality,

			made of black stone, with evil throughout,

			two towers abreast a centre building, no doors to go in 

			or out.

			The gap between tower and castle is great indeed,

			but can she figure out the way to proceed?

			Minty is tired, all her energy spent,

			she sits down to rest, and ponder her predicament,

			very quickly she falls into a deep slumber,

			and wakes to find the cloak of night, now upon her,

			a million stars sparkle in the heavens,

			covering all the sky, a glittering array of constellations.

			Minty notices her pathway is still unseen,

			despite Juhee’s words of a light to glean,

			then something stirs behind Scobberlotcher castle,

			a light rises, bright but not enough to dazzle,

			a silver sphere ascends, and casts its light,

			from castle top to tower, a moonlight searchlight,

			for the light it gives, shines upon a hidden pathway,

			hovering circular stones are revealed, here lies a 

			celestial causeway.

			Without hesitation Minty jumps onto a stone,

			then one to the right, and to the left as each stone is shown,

			now she waits for another to come around,

			she grows impatient, at the pathway newfound, 

			Minty leaps onto two more, straight ahead,

			the next one sits a way below, her jump cannot be 

			misread,

			she has only one chance to get it right,

			if she misses and falls, her death she will invite,

			but Minty makes it, just about,

			the stone then rises quickly, racing towards the 

			monster’s hideout.

			But then it stops, only darkness ahead,

			Minty is now trapped, there are no more stones to tread,

			slowly the moon rises above the castle fully,

			more moonstones now come into view, but rise up 

			alarmingly,

			three stones rise higher, each one in turn,

			Minty jumps the first two, but the third causes concern,

			after this one though, the pathway is clear,

			a straight line to the castle, and the rising silver sphere.

			Minty jumps high and scrambles onto the stone,

			then she races forwards, jumping all of the moonstones,

			a clear path now leads to the castle top,

			she jumps off the last stone, landing on the castle’s rooftop,

			Minty lands roughly, stumbling and rolling on,

			before stopping at a circular platform, where something 

			sits upon,

			the moonlight casts a silvery soft glow,

			upon a wooden device, with a large wooden wheel to show,

			could this be it? Is this Juhee’s wheel?

			Has Minty found the cure to end her ordeal?

			But Minty is unaware of a black mist approaching 

			in the dark,

			slowly surrounding her, as she imagines her chance to 

			embark,

			to find her way back, even though she is lost,

			but this will not be, as something waits to accost,

			the mist soon covers Minty, the Scobberlotcher draws near,

			with a cackle and a laugh, its wicked intention is clear,

			in an instant they both vanish, gone deep underground,

			below the bowels of the castle, where no soul can be found.

			THE MONSTER’S MISTAKE
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			Minty is thrown violently into a barred cell,

			the door slammed shut, with Scobberlotcher saying, 

			‘Welcome to hell!’

			As Minty bounces off the wall, and slumps to the 

			floor,

			the last thing she sees through the barred door,

			is the Scobberlotcher leaving, with a dance and a twirl,

			a sinister laugh with a prance and a whirl.

			Minty’s world goes black, she has had a blow to the 

			head,

			she is out cold, trapped in a place of fear and dread,

			many hours pass before Minty wakes up, 

			she wakes with a sore head, after the heavy wallop,

			she looks around the cell, where she lay,

			lit by fire and bedecked with hay,

			Minty slowly stands and does see,

			’tis one of many cells, but all are empty.

			The room is a dungeon, as grim as you can imagine,

			a dark scary place, used for the Scobberlotcher’s 

			abduction,

			but the monster has grown careless, and made a mistake,

			perhaps Minty has an opportunity for escape to take,

			as the monster pranced and twirled around,

			it dropped its keys upon the ground,

			but can Minty reach the keys that lay around?

			She reaches out, but only frustration is found.

			They are just out of reach, despite many, many tries,

			Minty must think, she needs to improvise,

			under some hay, a solid item is found,

			it is part of an old chain, that held shackles and 

			prisoners down,

			old and rusty and shaped like a fishing hook,

			good fortune smiles upon Minty, giving her a stroke of luck,

			she has an idea, a way to reach the keys,

			she grabs hold of her beard and drops to her knees,

			then shuffles up to the bars of the cell,

			and then begins her escape from a demon’s hell,

			Minty ties the old chain into the end of her beard,

			she is now glad her beard has not disappeared.

			Minty throws her beard towards the keys,

			like a fishing line, for the keys to seize,

			the beard is a fraction too short,

			but she must find a way, she cannot abort,

			so Minty lay belly down, chin through the bars,

			and tries again for her beard to throw far,

			her plan has worked, she hooks the keys,

			then pulls them towards her, the keys have been seized!

			Minty then removes the hook,

			then puts it in her waistcoat pocket, to keep just for luck.

			Minty opens the cell door, and walks out, 

			what does she do now? She nervously takes a look about,

			at the end of the dungeon the exit lay,

			along a fire lit corridor, that reeks of decay.

			Minty walks along the corridor, fire dancing on the 

			walls,

			she nears the exit, but then stalls,

			small figures in white now gather,

			around the exit, looking bedraggled and sombre,

			there, stand children from every nation, 

			united in fear, without consolation.

			They start to walk towards Minty, steady and slow,

			dirty bare feet below hospital gown, many more lost 

			souls now show,

			unhappy faces, each child with a bald head,

			their misery is obvious, without a word being said,

			their hands look sore, with bleeding fingers,

			damage from a hard days toil, always lingers,

			Minty knows their tale, why they are here,

			trapped forever in a realm of fear,

			can she help them? She decides to do her best, 

			all she can do is try, only time will attest,   

			Minty walks towards them, as they her, 

			for they are now one, abducted by the Scobberlotcher.

			ALICE AND THE SCOBBERLOTCHER
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			Out from the children shuffles a tiny old woman,

			bent and croaked, her ancient body broken,

			her gown is black, like her bedraggled waist length hair,

			Minty wonders about her plight, her living nightmare,

			the woman creeps forwards, ever so slow,

			a pitiful figure, in the gloom against the fire lanterns glow,

			she walks with withered arms, reaching out,

			desperate for aid and release no doubt,

			she reaches Minty and takes her hands, 

			then smiles warmly, and speaks polite commands,

			‘You must return to your cell,

			for any hope of the Scobberlotcher to repel,

			soon will see the return of the beast,

			stay in your cell, pretend to be locked in at least,

			please listen to me, you must take heed,

			if you do not, you fate is already decreed.’

			Minty kneels down, to be eye to eye,

			then speaks softly as the lady starts to cry,

			‘Who are you? What is your name?

			Why is your body old and what causes such bane?’

			‘My name is Alice, the youngest child here,

			for centuries each day is pain, sorrow and fear,

			I am trapped at the Scobberlotcher’s mercy, 

			for it takes much delight in others agony,

			each night, a bell sings a single toll,

			then I die an agonising death, beyond my control.

			I awake the next morning, once more a child,

			with great excitement, feeling quite beguiled,

			I am back home with mama and papa,

			on the seashore, with our dog, Strider,

			running on the sand, playing in the sea,

			I feel so happy and so full of glee.

			But then the vision turns dark, and disappears.

			and so, my daily nightmare reappears,

			very soon, my body ages,

			as the Scobberlotcher’s spell within rages,

			everyday I grow old, and will die,

			this knowledge lingers all day, to distress and horrify.’

			Minty asks, ‘Why is this so? What have you done?

			Is it possible for the spell to be undone?’

			‘The spell cannot be broken, while Scobberlotcher 

			lives,

			I am to remain forever, a tortured hostage,

			this is my suffering, this is my punishment,

			for once I knew a way to hurt the beast, so abhorrent,

			I was a threat, bringing the monster to its knees, 

			but torture and age has blanked my mind, forgive me 

			please,

			if I could recall what power I hold,

			I would use it to destroy the beast and its stronghold.’

			Suddenly, a sinister cackle echoes around the chamber,

			fire lanterns on the walls dance amidst a bluster,

			as unsettling movements hiding in the gloom,

			disturb the air, a forewarning of doom,

			the Scobberlotcher lurks in the shadows of the dungeon,

			skulking with intent, to seek malevolent ambition. 

			The beast nears Minty, creeping up from behind,

			then grabs her beard violently, she is again to be 

			confined,

			Minty is dragged back to her cell,

			against her will, with a protest and a yell,

			she is thrown back inside, the cell door locked,

			the key snapped in two, Scobberlotcher laughs 

			intending to mock.

			The monster turns slowly, with desire to taunt Alice,

			it smiles and cackles, a personification of cruel malice,

			but without reason, or knowing why,

			Alice walks towards the beast, singing a lullaby,

			she holds out both hands, the Scobberlotcher backs 

			away,

			as though afraid of the tiny old soul, embraced by decay.

			Alice says, ‘Dear Scobberlotcher, come and take 

			my hand,

			’tis time to release me, for your spell to disband,

			come closer, sing with me my song,

			release all those here that do not belong.’

			As the monster slowly backs away,

			it says words to hurt and bring dismay,

			voice of a demon, deep and menacing,

			each word full of anger, devilry always attesting,

			‘Soon you will hear the death bell,

			and enter once more your daily hell,

			whence you will shrivel up, combust into flame and die,

			do not beg for mercy, your suffering I will never deny,

			go now, shuffle along, poor, poor Alice,

			this is your eternity, your fate in my castle of malice.’

			Upon these words, a black mist swirls at the 

			monster’s feet,

			then engulfs Alice, helpless and petite,

			moments later, the mist and Alice vanish,

			she is taken away to endure her fire and anguish,

			Scobberlotcher now stands facing Minty’s cell,

			speaking wicked words that will foretell,

			‘You will never escape, and shall die in this cell,

			but before that, I will take your soul into hell,

			when your body fails, going into the long sleep,

			my music you will hear, then around you I will creep,

			I shall watch your soul slip, slip, slip away,

			then make my move, to have my way, 

			you will be my slave, to do with as I will,

			maybe the fate of Alice, is also yours to fulfil.’

			Scobberlotcher vanishes, leaving poor Minty alone,

			‘I am forsaken,’ she says in quiet undertone,

			she reaches out to turn the key snapped in the lock,

			it is impossible, the door will never unlock,

			poor Minty sits down, all hope bereft,

			she is so scared and worn out, no energy left.

			Then, the death bell echoes around the dungeon,

			silence, Minty waits in fearful apprehension,

			then they start, screams of agony and torment, 

			she covers her ears, but the screams disorient,

			her mind spins, she grows weaker and weaker,

			Minty slumps to the floor, where sleep overcomes her.

			SETKA

			Minty sleeps soundly and the hours pass by,

			but something stirs, there is movement nearby,

			in front of Minty’s cell, the ground rumbles and vibrates,

			she starts to wake as the sound dominates,

			as she stands up the cell starts to shake,

			what is happening? Minty wonders, “Is it an earthquake?”

			The shaking stops, and the rumbling relents, 

			but movement on the floor increases Minty’s discontent,

			outside her cell, the floor starts to bubble,

			what a carry-on! Even more trouble!

			Rising up, out from the dungeon floor, 

			a boy’s bold head, with blue eyes to adore,

			still the boy rises, skin of golden brown,

			chest and torso show, out from the ground,

			he continues to rise, wearing a loin cloth only,

			until he stands fully, looking haggard and bony,

			his body is scarred, from fang and claw,

			raked across his body, faded and not sore,

			he is neither man nor boy, the in between years,

			slowly changing, as the boy within disappears.

			The boy stares at Minty, then gives her a smile,

			she hopes he will not be hostile,

			a ‘clunk’ of the lock and the cell door is open,

			another chance to escape her abduction,

			Minty leaves the cell, then stands before the boy,

			who is he? Maybe a demon’s ploy,

			sent to torment and cause misery,

			to incite torture and brutality.

			‘I know who you are,’ says the boy, ‘And why you 

			are here,

			please trust me, you have nothing to fear,

			for by helping you steal the wheel,

			all but two trapped souls, will end their ordeal,

			once the wheel is removed from within the castle,

			the grasp of the Scobberlotcher, is then impossible,

			’tis the wheel and thread, that gives the beast its power,

			to lure and trap children’s souls, easy to overpower.’

			Minty asks, ‘Who are you? Why are you here?

			Will you be freed if the wheel is to disappear?’

			‘Alice and I will remain for all eternity,

			as the monster’s grasp reaches unto infinity,

			while the monster lives, and draws breath,

			we cannot pass into the lands beyond death,

			the castle must fall, be utterly destroyed,

			for us to leave this forever void,

			Scobberlotcher and the castle are one, so as one they 

			must fall,

			but death to the beast shall never befall.

			My name is Setka, ‘the one forgotten,’

			as the demon has unremembered my abduction,

			I come from lands of pyramids, palaces filled with gold,

			feats of engineering, truly wondrous to behold,

			I am a pharaoh’s son, sworn to protect,

			but the Lycanthrope came, showing no respect,

			man, woman and child, slaughtered for fun,

			a fierce battle then ensued, fortunately we won.

			I fought a great white werewolf as best I could,

			and tried bravely to protect my families blood,

			but its savagery was beyond compare,

			I failed my duty to defend those there,

			somehow I survived, and taken to The Temple of Sleep,

			as my body was broken, with savage injuries so very deep,

			there, the high priests then enchanted a spell,

			to send my soul to where the protective gods dwell,

			for while my body was to heal and recover,

			the deity, Osiris would protect me under his cover, 

			but Osiris was too late to protect my soul,

			as out from the underworld Scobberlotcher came and 

			stole.

			Minty asks, ‘May I ask about Alice? The only one with hair,

			she is unafraid of the demon, and appears to give it a scare,

			Alice says she once knew how to hurt the monster,

			there could still be hope of escaping our abductor.’

			Setka replies, ‘Any hope was lost, through torment 

			and torture,

			Scobberlotcher’s brutality extracted something from her,

			you see, Alice was no ordinary child,

			she was special, her soul blessed and beguiled,

			a divine light shone from within,

			as though an angel hid therein,

			but the demon did its job well,

			the divine light within Alice, now does not dwell.

			But, there is something about her hair,

			to spin it, Scobberlotcher does not dare,

			alas, this secret is now long forgotten in the past,

			we two shall remain, bound together to everlast.’

			Minty asks, ‘What of those who are now banished?

			Flung down the mountainside, but yet remain anguished.’

			‘They too, will be free, with the monster’s bonds broken,

			to claim release, and find their absolution,

			however, only you can set the children free,

			a most unexpected appointee,

			I fear though, that you will probably die along the way, 

			but you will certainly die in the cell some day,

			do not give the beast an easy soul,

			your fate and destiny are still in your control,

			continue your journey, reclaim Juhee’s wheel,

			defy the odds! Hear the Scobberlotcher squeal!

			Follow me, I shall show you the way,

			the path to take, to find the ascension gateway.’

			SOFT HANDS UPON HARD ROCK
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			So, Setka leads Minty away from the cell,

			they both have many tales to tell,

			through darkened corridors, beyond cells used to 

			torture and terrorize,

			up from the bowels of Scobberlotcher castle they rise,

			suddenly, feint sounds echo in the gloom,

			distant but clear, throughout the lost souls tomb, 

			a relentless chorus; chip, chip, tap, tap, chinkerty-chink,

			“What can that be?” Minty does think.

			Soon they reach some steep, slimy, stone stairs,

			this passage is dank and dark, but ahead a dull light flares,

			they walk together, side by side,

			stopping at the top, before a tall chamber ever so wide,

			the walls are solid, no windows in sight,

			a fearful gloom prevails, the chamber feels sad without 

			any daylight,

			’tis a circular place, walls of shiny black,

			lit from below somehow, a dimly lit shroud rises taking 

			Minty aback.

			The chamber is floorless, just a hole in the ground,

			but there is a way across the chasm newly found,

			before them a wide walkway sits upon single span arch,

			leading to an ornate gateway, bedecked with flowers of 

			March,

			hyacinth, daffodils, crocuses too,

			’tis the ascension gateway, Minty must pass through,

			a round wooden door, built into the rock,

			Minty’s way forward, is hers and hers alone to unlock.

			Setka and Minty walk towards the gate,

			a golden glow from below helps to negate,

			chip, chip, chip, chiperty-chip,

			sounds rise up from below, sounds of hardship,

			metal against rock, soft hands upon metal,

			the collapse of rock, broken and brittle,

			a chorus of noise grows yet louder,

			Minty is bewildered, and wants an answer.

			She says, ‘What is that noise? Who makes it so?

			Tell me, I would really like to know.’

			Setka leads Minty to the edge of the walkway,

			to view a scene of distress and dismay,

			down below, to the right and to the left,

			are hostages of Scobberlotcher’s theft.

			Zig-zag stairways are being built into the walls,

			carved out by hand, by the demon’s thralls,

			children work with chisel, axe and hammer,

			striking rock all day, this is Minty’s answer.

			Both stairways descend far, far below, 

			down through a haze coloured by fireglow,

			the children struggle with heavy loads,

			of chippings in baskets, brutal is their workload,

			these are carried from bottom to top,

			before tipping them over, into the bottomless drop.

			Setka says, ‘The children have no escape, this is 

			their fate,

			slaves to the monster, each day will never abate,

			each day their hands are cut, bleeding and sore,

			but the day after, they are soft and unhurt as before,

			so their skin will never harden to the drudgery,

			each day is an act of cruel Scobberlotcher sorcery.

			Why the beast needs the stairs I do not know,

			there could be nothing in the depths below,

			or perhaps it could be the bottom of the world, 

			with a way into every child’s dreamworld.

			Come now, you must go,

			but before that, there is something you should know,

			once through the gate, you cannot return,

			succeed or die, you must quickly learn,

			I am sorry I cannot give you more aid,

			any knowledge of what awaits, Scobberlotcher forbade.’

			But as they turn to walk away,

			Minty sees a tiny figure, looking overcome with much 

			dismay,

			waist length hair, dressed in black, struggling up the 

			stone stair,

			she can barely lift the basket, her load to bare,

			suddenly, she stumbles and falls over into the dark abyss,

			falling silently, without fear as though nothing is amiss,

			moments later she is back from where she fell,

			there really is no escape from Scobberlotcher hell.

			Yes, this is Alice, now a young woman, 

			this is the reality of her cursed abduction,

			she cannot die, but dies every night,

			only to live tomorrow, enduring a demon’s spite.

			Setka and Minty turn and head towards the gate,

			which smells of spring, looking pretty and ornate,

			but Minty is troubled somewhat, the gate looks out of place,

			here, in this dark and foreboding space,

			as they stand before the gateway of ascension,

			Setka speaks with calm apprehension,

			‘This, is the only way to reach the castle top,

			to find Juhee’s spinning wheel, and so Scobberlotcher stop,

			reclaim the wheel from its own abduction,

			free the children, grant them their redemption.’

			Then, without warning Setka fades away,

			Minty pushes the gate open, about halfway,

			she pauses briefly, then takes a long deep breath,

			then opens the gate fully, a gateway to her death?

			She steps forward and trips over her beard,

			this could be a problem, as Minty once feared,

			she takes the beard, ties it around her waist,

			then walks through, with scared ambition and haste.

			THE CISTERN
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			Suddenly, Minty is sliding down a dimly lit tunnel,

			triangular in shape, designed like a funnel,

			she cannot stop, soon reaching the end,

			sliding over the edge, into a chamber she does descend,

			the drop is high, Minty lands roughly in a heap,

			there is no way back now for the spellbound sheep.

			She stands and looks around,

			’tis a large chamber she has found,

			mosaic tiling covers the walls and floor,

			lit by many candles, dancing upon scenes to adore,

			portraits of battles from long ago,

			also scenes of torture and wondrous beasts show.

			Minty sets forth to look around the place,

			to find a way out as her path cannot be retraced,

			a large, grey square stone sits in the middle of the chamber,

			a thick rope hangs above it, could this possibly aid her?

			But that is all there is in this place, 

			not even an old bedraggled and worn out staircase,

			Minty looks up and sees false hope,

			well, maybe not if she can reach the rope.

			At the top of the chamber, away to the right,

			an open doorway awaits, to offer escape from her plight,

			three solid ledges, protrude from the wall,

			that lead to the doorway, to help prevent a fall,

			if Minty could only reach the rope,

			she could swing across, perhaps there is still hope,

			to find a way through the door,

			into the unknown, to further explore.

			Minty decides upon the stone to stand,

			to reach the rope and bring it to hand,

			this seems to be the only way to get ahead, 

			but the stone stands just taller than her head,

			she pulls herself up and stands beneath the rope,

			many times she jumps, but it is beyond all hope,

			Minty just cannot reach it,

			so with despondency, defeat she has to admit.

			So, Minty gets down and sits cross legged on the floor,

			head in hands, convinced she will remain here evermore,

			upon leaning back against the stone, in anger and distress,

			something happens you would never guess,

			the stone moves freely, notably so,

			revealing a large gold disc, inscribed with words that glow,

			“Beware the demon, it is all knowing,

			always there, always shadowing,”

			prophetic words to you and I, a warning to take heed,

			but Minty is oblivious, as she cannot read.

			Then, she notices something from where she came 

			in, 

			a silver lever has appeared, from the wall within, 

			she cannot reach it, it is a fraction too high,

			but Minty has an idea, so starts to apply,

			she pushes the stone to rest under the lever,

			then climbs on top,’tis just high enough to aid her, 

			but what is the lever for? What will it do?

			Will it bring chaos and destruction she cannot undo?

			However, Minty is trapped, with little option,

			but to take a chance on the lever’s activation,

			the lever is gripped with both hands, then pulled down,

			she waits for a reaction, as she turns around,

			but there is nothing, Minty is dumfounded,

			standing in silence, feeling utterly confounded,

			suddenly, straight ahead at the other side,

			out from the wall, a stairway appears that is quite wide,

			it rises to the left, almost reaching the ceiling,

			where another silver lever, the wall is revealing.

			So, Minty goes over to climb the stair,

			which rises steeply, she must take care,

			the lever is pulled down, which becomes quite a struggle,

			instantly, noises below ground are audible,

			rumblings and grumblings, stone against stone, 

			Minty turns nervously at the sounds unknown,

			the golden disc now rises up from the ground, 

			something beneath ascends, something black and round.

			A circular column now stands tall,

			underneath the rope, reminding Minty of her shortfall,

			no, she cannot reach but has learned from before,

			so moves the stone against the column, making a giant 

			step on the floor,

			upon climbing the stone, she pauses before the column,

			then jumps high to grab the top, her heart full of 

			optimism.

			Minty now stands staring at the rope,

			finally, a glimmer of hope,

			she is sure if she can get a good enough swing,

			she can reach a ledge below the exit, just waiting,

			once she takes the rope and starts to swing,

			the column quickly descends, leaving her hanging,

			a sinister laugh and Scobberlotcher’s cackle,

			fills the air, is there no end to the demon’s shackle?

			The column disappears, leaving an ominous hole,

			what lurks below? Waiting to arise and take control,

			feint noises from deep underground,

			something is rising, ascending rapidly growing in sound,

			out from the hole, water gushes fast,

			Minty must now be quick, her time will not last,

			she tries her best to reach a ledge, but all in vain,

			swing after swing, but a grip she cannot attain.

			The chamber is now half full, Minty must climb 

			some more,

			and the rope is in deep water, no more swings, no more,

			she climbs to the top, nowhere else to go,

			she waits and watches the water flow and grow,

			as the water rises, candles on the walls extinguish,

			this chamber is becoming a dark tomb, for Minty to 

			diminish,

			but then, an idea comes to mind, her only chance,

			“Once the water is high enough, I can swim the 

			watery expanse.”

			Very quickly, the water reaches Minty’s feet,

			then, it stops, the water level complete,

			only a thin band of light now remains, 

			but the candles flicker rapidly, as they start to wane,

			with no time to waste, she lets go of the rope,

			then swims across, confident and full of hope,

			almost there, just an arms length to go,

			but then she is taken away, by the now moving water flow.

			A giant whirlpool is now slowly spinning,

			around and around Minty goes, with no hope of averting,

			she cannot sink nor cannot swim,

			remaining upright as she rides the whirlpool’s rim,

			she tries to grab a ledge as she goes past,

			but the spinning is getting way too fast,

			time is now quickly running out,

			something must be done, there is no doubt.

			The old chain from her cell, used as a hook,

			maybe that could bring her some luck,

			Minty unties the beard then ties the hook,

			her beard can now be used like a shepherd’s crook,

			to grab a ledge as she spins by,

			if she fails, she will surely die,

			the whirlpool spins faster and faster still,

			Minty’s task at hand, seems impossible to fulfil.

			But then, the water level starts to decrease,

			this is now the last chance for release,

			approaching the ledges, Minty makes a supreme effort,

			her final attempt for death to avert,

			leaping from the water, she throws her beard,

			then yells out loudly, as the ledges are neared,

			the hook approaches a ledge, in what seems like slow 

			motion,

			as the whirlpool spins, taking Minty to her oblivion,

			success! The hook finds a hold, 

			Minty stops spinning, her fate again within her control, 

			her plan has worked, she pulls herself to safety,

			and climbs the steps, then turns around acutely.

			Sounds of gurgling water, going down a drain,

			are loud and clear, across the chamber they reign,

			then, instantly, all the water has gone,

			with incredible speed it is withdrawn,

			back down the hole whence it came,

			over golden spikes, placed there to kill and maim,

			Minty stands bedraggled and truly worn out,

			then the last of the candles dies, the last light goes out.

			Minty ties her beard around her waist,

			puts the hook away, then claims the exit, hers to embrace,

			once again Minty’s beard has come to her rescue,

			to help save the day, with much impromptu.

			BALLERINAS IN A BOX
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			Minty stands in the dark, in eerie silence,

			what lurks in the veil? Maybe kind benevolence,

			she feels freshly awoken, 

			like a long sleep finally broken,

			she does not move, or even breath,

			but she must continue, this place Minty must leave.

			Suddenly, the darkness grows pale,

			as a gentle light, the chamber does unveil,

			slowly but surely, the darkness reveals its secret,

			soon the blackness is gone, its veil now forfeit,  

			’tis a large square chamber, with a domed ceiling, 

			covered by mirrors, misshapen and ominously 

			unappealing.

			Standing before Minty is a large red box, with a lid,

			very wide and tall, perhaps inside something is hid,

			covered in soft, smooth velvet,

			decorated beautifully with patterns of gold, ornate and 

			intricate,

			one side of the box holds a yellow winding handle,

			Minty starts to feel very uncomfortable.

			She starts to look around,

			but sees only her reflections abound,

			dozens of herself now on view,

			mirroring each step, of the gnome formally a ewe,

			she sees three door shaped mirrors at the far side,

			hard to see, as amongst the mirrors they hide.

			Side by side these doors stand,

			but have no handle, the exit banned,

			Minty pushes each door, left, right and middle,

			maybe this is some sort of riddle,

			each door is locked, no way through,

			without hint or clue of what to do.

			Each door now starts to change,

			the glass begins to move and rearrange,

			each door is different, with a unique form,

			the glass sparkles yet dulls, as they transform,

			shapes of weapons form on each door,

			weapons of execution, murder and war,

			longsword to the left, two bladed axe on the right,

			warhammer in the middle, implements of power and might.

			As Minty looks at her reflection upon the glass,

			she sees herself before these events came to pass,

			the lamb inside, trapped and confined,

			does the mirror offer reflections of the mind?

			Perhaps revealing only what itself sees, intending to bely,

			never reflecting the truth, as seen through the eye,

			for mirrors see things backwards, visions to falsify,

			maybe it can see into our own mind’s eye.

			After a moment Minty’s vision is gone,

			then, alarmingly, her attention is drawn,

			unexpected sounds from behind make her freeze,

			she dare not move nor turn around, gripped by fearful 

			unease,

			tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock,

			the mechanical voice of a ticking clock.

			Minty turns to face her fear,

			only to find she is the only one here,

			tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock, the noise persists,

			with each tock the light fades, bends and twists,

			the ticking stops, total quietude,

			a dim light remains, although subdued.

			Suddenly, the box handle moves, the lid starts to rise,

			Minty is drawn to it, despite knowing it unwise,

			the yellow handle turns a slow circular motion,

			click, click clicking, as the box seems to awaken,

			beautiful, yet beguiling music starts to play,

			Minty is enchanted, all her fears taken away,

			she remains enthralled, as the lid continues to rise,

			lost in the music, that appears to hypnotize.

			Once the lid is fully risen,

			something inside starts its ascension,

			three circular glass columns rise from within,

			each has on top, a ballerina made of fine porcelain,

			each is motionless, in ballet stance,

			no doubt from a tale of tragedy and doomed romance.

			The ballerinas start to dance in time to the music,

			theatrical and graceful, almost angelic,

			whirling and twirling, many a beautiful pose,

			but after a while their dance slows,

			then they stop, and give Minty a sinister smile,

			now the music turns horrible, scary and hostile,

			each ballerina’s face shakes violently and contorts,

			whilst around them, the air vibrates and distorts.

			The enchantment upon Minty comes to an end, 

			her fears once more, quickly descend,

			shadows lurk in the mirrors around the chamber,

			fleeting swiftly, red eyes always staring at her,

			each ballerina starts to crack, splinter and crumble,

			porcelain falls like a waterfall, revealing something 

			abominable,

			standing there now are three black skeletons,

			of Scobberlotcher kind, demonic abominations.

			They stand perfectly still, heads lowered,

			each holds a weapon but is not armoured,

			the same weapons as on the doors, warhammer, 

			longsword, two bladed axe,

			Minty stumbles backwards, fearing an unearthly attack,

			the skeletons heads rise slowly, their eyes yet remain,

			as black as their bones, without soul and inhumane,

			all three smile, then laugh and cackle,

			sounds ricocheting off the walls of the castle,

			the chamber goes quiet, skeletons remain still,

			until all three let out a shrieking shrill,

			the music continues, wailing and screeching,

			Scobberlotcher’s shadow is unrelenting,

			Minty feels her fate is sealed,

			with no escape, to death she must yield.

			Now the skeletons start their own grisly dance,

			not one of beauty, grace and romance,

			but one of ugliness, violence and hate,

			with weapons of war, built to devastate,

			striking motions of the fatal blow,

			with a smile and a chilling laugh to follow,

			then, as one they strike their glass column,

			destroying it totally, then fall into the box bottom,

			moments pass, then the box vanishes,

			Scobberlotcher skeletons rise, and start their advances,

			the music stops now the box has vanished,

			black bone upon glass nears, as weapons are 

			brandished.

			The skeletons approach Minty methodically,

			their implements of war swing theatrically,

			Minty steps back against the wall,

			looking on in terror at her approaching downfall,

			the demon skeletons are so near,

			Minty cannot move, frozen with fear,

			axe, sword and hammer, now raised for the slaughter,

			to strike Minty down, as one, all together,

			as each weapon falls, seeking their kill,

			Minty’s survival instinct starts to instil,

			she cannot give Scobberlotcher an easy soul,

			her fate must hers to control.

			She avoids the weapons by ducking out of the way,

			then rolls between their legs, to the demons dismay,

			Minty runs to the doors, to try them once more,

			but they are locked tight, just as before,

			bone on glass, a weapon’s swoosh,

			demonic monsters near, with intent to crush.

			Minty’s mind grows confused, by all the mirrors, 

			reflecting so many skeletal Scobberlotchers,

			which ones are real? Which ones are fake?

			Minty must concentrate, to avoid a fatal mistake.

			She continues to duck and weave,

			strike after strike, without reprieve,

			Minty wonders how long she can continue,

			as there is no sign of aid or rescue,

			soon she will be exhausted and overcome,

			then taken by an act of barbarism,

			with breathing heavy, and a body that aches,

			very soon Minty will make mistakes.

			As she runs past the longsword door,

			the skeleton’s sword is thrust violently into the floor,

			she only just avoids the hit,

			then, at last, something for her benefit,

			the demon and its sword remain frozen,

			a bright flash, and the door is open,

			finally, Minty can escape her doom,

			to move on, her journey to resume.

			She races through the door, what a relief,

			down a darkened corridor, then looks on in disbelief,

			she is back in the chamber just departed,

			Minty is despondent, and grows fainthearted,

			how can this be? Such dark magic,

			the outcome here can only be tragic. 

			Now standing at the other side of the chamber,

			the longsword door shut, three demons turn to face her,

			the monsters approach, together as one,

			perhaps there is no way for this magic to be undone.

			This time, the axe is thrust into the floor,

			freezing the demon, thus opening the axe door,

			Minty tries to to escape this way,

			but returns instantly, the door slams shut, happy to betray,

			upon returning, she sees the warhammer coming down,

			Minty steps back, narrowly avoiding a fatal knockdown.

			The hammer hits the floor with such power,

			countless shards of glass rise up, an ascending painful 

			shower,

			cutting and slicing poor Minty’s face,

			she reels backwards, stumbles and falls without grace.

			Slumped against the wall, face of bleeding red,

			her spirit now surrendered to the coming bloodshed,

			the hammer door she sees, fails to open,

			if a riddle, it is beyond her comprehension,

			she waits calmly for the demons to move in,

			and the execution to begin.

			Minty closes her eyes, as the weapons are raised high,

			she thinks of home, then has sentiment to defy,

			the weapons strike the floor hard, collectively as one,

			but Minty rolls away, with skilful anticipation,

			all three skeletons remain frozen, having missed their 

			target,

			now Minty realises how to escape this gauntlet.

			All three doors have morphed into one, twinkling 

			blue,

			Minty’s hopes renew and her spirit starts anew,

			the door opens outwards, revealing a starry passage,

			a light shines ahead, a beacon for courage,

			then the door shuts, returning back to three,

			now she knows what to do, for a chance to flee,

			Minty must be brave, with a warriors courage,

			holding her nerve, amidst demonic carnage.

			Suddenly, the floor rotates in a clockwise motion,

			slow at first, but gaining acceleration,

			the skeletons once again, hunt their prey,

			moving faster now, eager to slay,

			Minty is unsteady, and starts to sway,

			then stumbles over, the floor now revolving the other way.

			A game of chess now ensues,

			escape is only possible, by the use of a ruse,

			Minty must guide the monsters this way and that,

			the rotating floor making her ambition intricate,

			all three skeletons must be in the right position,

			upon spinning floor, to escape this confrontation.

			Minty feels the time is now right,

			to end this tiresome fight,

			she stands still, allowing the demons near,

			knowing exactly what to do, without fear,

			remaining still, as weapons are raised,

			Minty remains calm, totally unfazed,

			taking a step back, from the weapons descension,

			avoiding the hit, leaving the demons frozen,

			once again the three doors morph into one,

			the door opens, Minty steps inside and is gone.

			HELL IN A CELL
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			Alice slowly ascends the zig-zag stair,

			with each step she goes deeper into despair,

			she is walking back from her days toil,

			of digging through wet and smelly soil,

			Alice trudges on solemnly, all alone,

			far behind the others, sad and awfully forlorn,

			she cannot keep up, her body now aged,

			frail and slow, through curse rampaged,

			’tis time to go to the sleeping hall,

			a place of angst and misery, for one and all.

			Alice finally shuffles back to the hall,

			she stops, looking into the hall full of thralls,

			’tis a hexagonal shape, dimly lit,

			stepped by many tiers, rising to high summit,

			countless cells line the tiers,

			homes of the innocents, and their fears and tears,

			every cell has no door, for they cannot flee,

			each child is a prisoner without key.

			Lines of children in tatty hospital gown,

			ascend single file, stairways scattered around,

			each one returning to their cell,

			another day over in Scobberlotcher hell,

			but that is not so, their day is not over,

			the worst awaits, Alice’s torture.

			Alice’s cell stands in the middle of the hall,

			perfect position to be seen by all,

			the cell is a cage, like in a zoo,

			made of bars, so all can see through,

			but the children turn away, and cover their ears,

			once the bell tolls, and Alice’s fate nears,

			her cell is barren, with no comfy bed,

			just a cold stone slab instead.

			Alice enters her cell, then sits on the stone bed,

			then a flap of wings heightens her dread,

			she looks up and sees the Scobberlotcher,

			gliding down, heading straight for her,

			Scobberlotcher lands, then circles the cell,

			twirling and whirling like a demonic carousel,

			then it stops, and walks slowly around,

			staring at Alice, without making a sound,

			Alice stands watching her captor surround,

			the demon of black, to which she is bound.

			Scobberlotcher continues to circle,

			whilst speaking words to belittle,

			‘I’m the king of this castle,

			watching you burn to a frazzle.

			I’m the king of this castle,

			the demon who likes to bedevil.’

			With a whirl and a twirl, Scobberlotcher jumps back,

			clasping hands, overjoyed with its verbal attack.

			Alice is now aging rapidly,

			but steps toward the demon, then speaks timidly,

			‘Scobberlotcher dear, come inside and stroke my hair,

			I promise, you will find peace and solace there.’

			Alice’s body is now decrepit and wasted,

			aged beyond reason, horribly emaciated,

			she stumbles back, then sits on the bed of stone,

			as the demon torments in horrible overtone,

			‘Do you remember our time in the dark chamber?

			We had so much fun, months and months of torture,

			Oh yes! I remember it so well, 

			removing your light and the sad farewell.’

			The black demon continues to circle Alice,

			scraping claw against bar, enjoying its own malice,

			Scobberlotcher speaks again, slow and precise,

			of special things within its own paradise,

			‘When the monster bites,

			and the torture stings,

			these are just two of my malevolent things.

			Sick children spellbound,

			slaving hard underground,

			a magical harp with beguiling strings,

			these are some more of my malevolent things.

			Hot coals upon skin,

			removing your light within,

			long, sharp pointy things,

			some of my most enjoyable, malevolent things.

			Knowing you can never leave,

			a lifetime for your parents to grieve,

			an eternity of flame and fire,

			everyday to transpire,

			these are my most favourite, malevolent things.’

			Alice is now too weak to remain upright,

			so lays down, and curls up tight,

			Scobberlotcher still walks menacingly around,

			when reaching Alice, the demon kneels down,

			it smiles mockingly, full of malice,

			then speaks cruel words to Alice,

			‘Poor Alice! Would you like me to sing?

			To pass the time before combusting,

			sorry, speak up, what did you say?

			Oh thank you! You say yay!

			Hear the precious death bell sing,

			glory to the demon king,

			into my hell, with spells beguiled,

			children and families never reconciled,

			through the hole within the skies,

			souls ensnared to their demise.

			Hear the precious death bell toll,

			scorn upon the tortured soul.’

			The death bell tolls, Alice’s time to die is nigh,

			two tears roll down, one from each eye,

			gently over hollowed cheeks, gaunt and pale,

			no more words needed, for this part of the tale.

			KNITTING THE LIGHTNING

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Once again, Minty survives another close call,

			misfortune seems to follow, waiting to befall,

			she is so tired now, body battered and bleeding,

			she limps forward, cautious of what could be waiting.

			Straight ahead, starry lights shine,

			amidst a pale pink haze, beautiful and divine,

			a long narrow tunnel stretches far into the distance,

			Minty continues on, showing great resilience,

			a golden fiery light comes into view,

			despite the unknown,’tis a must to pursue.

			Nearing the end of the tunnel, golden flames dance,

			lighting the way for Minty’s advance,

			upon leaving, a corridor now awaits, 

			dark, damp and smelly, with fire lanterns to illuminate.

			To the right is an exit with stone stairs beyond,

			leading to the castle top and her chance to abscond,

			but, to the left she feels summoned,

			as if something calls her, something newly awakened,

			an old rickety, white wooden door slowly opens,

			creaking and groaning loudly, but Minty feels no 

			apprehensions,

			still the door opens, creaking louder still,

			she feels only curiosity, no ill will.

			Once the door stops, she sees darkness inside,

			until a light beam shines upon rocking chair, occupied,

			a figure sits alone, perfectly still,

			Minty feels drawn to it, against her will,

			but once inside, she sees a different scene,

			instead of darkness, is a scene so serene.

			Minty stands outside looking in,

			watching farmer Joe take her to the meadow, her first 

			time therein,

			the sun is shining, the sky a clear blue,

			moisture on the grass sparkles, from the morning dew,

			farmer Joe is carrying Minty towards a juvenile flock,

			of carefree lambs, pets not livestock,

			Minty’s new pals wait excitedly,

			jumping and prancing splendidly.

			The farm dogs now race to say hello,

			then speed away, Minty and pals try to follow,

			but the dogs are too fast, so purposely slow down,

			letting the lambs catch them, to play and lark around,

			Minty watches on with a smile, but it seems so long ago,

			those joyous times in farmer Joe’s meadow,

			the scene fades away, Minty is drawn to the chair,

			gradually the figure makes itself clear. 

			‘Could it be?’ Minty says, ‘Can this be true?

			Is it another trap to misconstrue?’

			Sitting, rocking in the chair, in cream slippers and 

			pink dressing gown,

			with shiny grey hair hanging down,

			Gillian, she is called, but Tillymint by farmer Joe,

			caring and loving, as all the farm animals know,

			rosy cheeks, from life on the farm,

			an outdoor life, keeping the animals from harm.   

			Minty is shocked, this is farmer Joe’s wife!

			Cuddled on her lap, lays an innocent new life, 

			wrapped in a fluffy white blanket,

			sleeping contentedly upon willing surrogate,

			here is Minty, just a few days old, 

			orphaned, but not alone, being lovingly consoled,

			Minty’s mother died, shortly after she was born,

			so farmer Joe and wife, treated her as an offspring of 

			their own.

			The lady speaks in tender tone,

			telling Minty of times unknown,

			‘You cannot recall when newborn, and close to death,

			how you fought for each and every breath,

			how I lay you upon my knees, rocking you gently, 

			throughout the nights, tending you affectionately,

			why did you run Minty? Where did you go?

			All you need is here, your own magic meadow.’

			Around the lady appear strands of lightning,

			long and bright, with a feint crackling,

			an aroma of woodsmoke fills the air,

			a fire spits and pops as dancing flames flare,

			the room now slowly fills with light,

			revealing a scene Minty wishes to reunite.

			She is back in the farmhouse,

			but for the fire, all is as quiet as a mouse,

			farmer Joe’s wife sits in rocking chair, by the fireside,

			with Ben, Harvey and Ginger alongside,

			Jasper and Sammy are asleep on the settee,

			curled up on their covers, snoring blissfully,

			the room fills with sounds of happiness and glee,

			as from the kitchen, farmer Joe makes tea.

			All to soon, the scene has vanished,

			leaving Minty somewhat anguished,

			she misses home greatly, her memories are lovingly 

			cherished,

			but she feels spent, all hope extinguished,

			Scobberlotcher will never let her leave,

			it is too powerful for her to deceive,

			this is what Minty starts to perceive,

			realising that perhaps, Juhee’s wheel is impossible to 

			retrieve.

			The room is changed, black stone wall and floor,

			the lady still rocking, but not as before,

			she is now incredibly old, her hair and gown white,

			looking quite sad in the dim castle light,

			she sits and knits something on her lap,

			something a sparkly silver, Minty fears another trap.

			Lightning surrounds the mysterious woman,

			she reaches out her needles, for a lightning collection,

			each strand caught is knitted into a thread,

			shining brightly as they embed,

			strand after strand is plucked from the air,

			then, she is aware that Minty is there,

			still knitting, she raises her head,

			pausing before a word is said,

			Minty looks into her hollowed eyes,

			her face looks ancient, ashen and agonized.

			‘Who are you?’ Minty asks, ‘Friend or foe?

			Will you entrap me or let me go?’

			The lady looks Minty in the eye,

			then speaks softly with a resigned sigh,

			‘I am neither foe nor friend,

			with no desire to apprehend,

			I need your help, my time grows short,

			time is little, for Scobberlotcher to thwart,

			I am the last remnant of goodness, within the castle walls,

			trapped in this room, as evil sprawls,

			possessing the castle, down to its foundation,

			a show of power, and demonic manifestation,

			you have a choice, to stay or to go,

			once my words are done, your heart you must follow.’

			Minty says, ‘Do you show me images from my 

			mind’s eye?

			Of my home and family, my regret to intensify.’

			The lady replies, ‘When the choice is yours, of 

			what to do,

			you will understand why they was shown to you.’

			‘What are you doing?’ Minty asks,

			‘It looks like the strangest of tasks.’

			‘I am knitting the lightning, for the one and only,

			soul within the castle with the ability,

			to bring the demon down, and slay it so,

			no more souls remain, or stolen into limbo,’

			says the lady, whilst catching more lightning,

			her knitting speed, now greatly accelerating.

			‘But what is the lightning?’ Minty questions,

			‘What do you knit? For what ambitions?’

			‘The lightning is a creation of a power struggle,

			of good against evil, violent and combustible, 

			each strand is a victory over evil,

			the power held within, unbreakable,

			as goodness defeats and controls the evil’s might,

			they become one, no magic can fight.

			Knitting the strands together, forms a magical shield,

			no matter how powerful, all enemies will yield,

			the strands knitted are making a garment,

			a silver shawl for Alice’s adornment.’ 

			‘No,’ says Minty, ‘You are misguided,

			Alice is beyond aid, her soul cursed and annihilated.’

			‘No,’ the lady replies, ‘You, are the one misguided,

			you cannot see within, her power has not totally subsided,

			Scobberlotcher made a crucial mistake,

			by keeping Alice’s divine light awake,

			it should have slain Alice, when given the chance,

			but was overconfident of no circumstance,

			where Alice could regain her light,

			and so her power reignite.

			You see, each day Alice is reborn a child,

			her light grows a fraction, and has slowly compiled,

			to grow just enough to slay the beast,

			if given the chance, at least.’

			Minty says, ‘But Alice is spellbound,

			prisoner and slave, to the monster she is bound.’

			‘Hear my words,’ the lady says, ‘And hear them well,

			this shawl will protect against Scobberlotcher’s spell,

			you must return to Alice, give her this shawl,

			she must wear it, to break the demon’s control. 

			First thing, when woken reborn a child,

			insist she wear it, for the curse to be exiled,

			for when a child, her power is strongest,

			the shawl’s power fully harnessed,

			she will not age, or remain a demon’s thrall,

			but have a chance to see its downfall.

			Alice still has a part to play,

			all our fates rest on her this day,

			bring her back to this room,

			for council, and her hair to groom. 

			A choice now lay upon each shoulder,

			as my words will soon be over,

			yes, I know why you are here,

			you wish to return to things you hold dear,

			so, will you go? Take the wheel and flee, 

			forsaking Alice and Setka, but setting the children free,

			leaving the demon to capture more innocent souls,

			holding them captive, as eternity unrolls.

			Or will you go back to rescue Alice?

			And free her from Scobberlotcher’s injustice,

			I say again, Alice is the only one,

			to destroy the monster, and its devilry be undone.’

			The lady remains silent, her words are over,

			she is patiently waiting for an answer,

			Minty thinks of the images of home and family,

			and her feelings of regret and deep melancholy,

			each soul held hostage must feel the same,

			but they can never leave, for their lives to reclaim.

			Yes, Minty can set those here free,

			but the castle will fill with more, a guarantee,

			what of Setka and of Alice?

			They deserve freedom, even justice,

			Alice’s agony in particular troubles Minty’s mind,

			for all eternity, a daily torture assigned,

			to leave her, enduring pain within flame,

			Minty would live a lifetime of shame.

			‘I shall go back,’ says Minty, ‘Show me the way,

			give me the shawl for the demon to betray.’

			A passageway opens in the wall,

			inside, a feint ball of light hovers, only small, 

			the lady gives Minty the shawl, then does speak,

			‘Follow the light, to find what you seek,

			to return here, reach the ascension tower,

			then stand before the door, bedecked with springtime 

			flower.’

			And with that she vanishes,

			for a few moments the lightning still flashes,

			before darkness descends in the room once more,

			silence is broken, by the closing of the white, rickety 

			old door,

			Minty enters the passage, then follows the light,

			off to rescue Alice, from the Scobberlotcher’s spite.

			Minty follows into darkness, not knowing where,

			limping slightly, but is soon aware,

			the light she follows has become countless,

			for she walks amongst stars, an infinite twinkling canvas,

			far below, on a distant horizon,

			a red sun starts to awaken,

			a new day dawns, very, very fast,

			across mountains below, shades of orange and pink 

			are cast.

			Now Minty finds herself standing upon a cloud,

			overlooking castle upon mountain, surrounded by shroud,

			a pathway of flowers form together,

			lined either side by purple bellflower,

			this leads directly inside the castle,

			Minty walks on, and soon makes her arrival.

			Upon entering, she faces Alice’s cell,

			still not reborn, her charred body just a shell,

			Minty enters the cell, then sits down,

			watching the spell on Alice slowly breakdown,

			ever so slowly, her body begins to transform,

			Alice’s rebirth is now taking form.
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			A perfect summers day down on the beach,

			cotton ball clouds drift on blue sky, seem within reach,

			a warm breeze carries the aroma of the sea,

			a smell to exhilarate and refresh everybody,

			fine golden sand, waves crash upon seashore,

			seagulls squawk and caw loudly, as they soar,

			over the sea, so very blue, 

			oh to fly! Imagine the view!

			Alice stands upon the shore front, with her dog, Strider,

			mama and papa ahead, walking hand in hand in 

			shallow water,

			Strider is a brown and white spaniel, with fluffy brown 

			floppy ears,

			Alice’s best friend, for all her short years,

			Alice stands barefoot in black gown,

			looking happy, without sadness, sorrow or frown,

			once again a young girl, full of life,

			only joy prevails, her soul without strife.

			Her hair dances in the breeze,

			as she hums happy, harmonious melodies,

			whilst stroking Strider behind his ear,

			he grows excited, as the crashing waves near,

			his tail wags vigorously, perpetual motion,

			while barking joyously at the incoming ocean.

			Suddenly, Strider jumps up and bounds away,

			splashing through the water, he wants to play!

			Alice follows, dashing and splashing,

			chasing her friend, smiling and laughing,

			she is so happy, what a perfect day,

			Alice wishes forever could be this way.

			But then the waves stop crashing,

			no longer onto the shore are they smashing,

			waves still form but face the other way,

			Alice is mesmerised by this unusual display,

			wave after wave rolls back into the sea,

			which now starts to retreat, ever so slightly.

			Strider stops running, then turns around,

			to speak to Alice, words profound,

			his voice is distinct, a voice of authority,

			each word spoken with absolute clarity,

			‘Look Alice, the tide has turned,

			’tis time now, for your return,

			your wait is over to break the spell,

			and destroy the demon, its evil to dispel,

			for time and chance is now here,

			show supreme courage, use the demon’s fear,

			it is scared of your divine power,

			you must look to destroy the tower.’

			Instantly, Alice is alone once more,

			standing on the receding seashore,

			Strider has gone, mama and papa too,

			the ocean now far away, almost out of view.

			From shore to horizon, about half way,

			a tower sits, with ascending, twisting walkway,

			’tis a jagged, twisted column of stone,

			dark grey, with moss overgrown,

			it reaches high, into wisping cloud,

			a small white house on top, clouds partly shroud,

			the house is circular, one window and door,

			a domed sky blue roof, Alice has never seen this 

			before.

			Upon the house, the sun is shining,

			together with wispy clouds, they are both combining,

			to create a golden haze,

			that glows in the sun’s rays.

			Around the tower now, is an ocean of fire,

			black, demonic flames, an unholy hellfire, 

			a huge chain of fire now ascends,

			out of the ocean, around the tower it extends,

			twisting slowly up to the house,

			like a snake, wrapping itself around a mouse.

			Suddenly, Alice is alone in total darkness,

			surrounded by a silence of absoluteness,

			she hears a feint voice in the distance,

			calling her name with much persistence,

			Alice heads towards the voice,

			as though compelled, with no choice.

			Her name is called, time and time again,

			from where is hard to ascertain,

			it seems so far, but yet so near,

			a lightless beacon, in the dark so very clear.
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			Alice is now waking up in her cell,

			reborn again, after the horror of the death bell.

			‘Alice! Alice! Wake up,’ a voice says,

			over and over, growing nearer through a dark haze,

			Alice’s eyes open, as someone strokes her shoulder,

			today she feels different, the daily excitement not 

			within her,

			she sits up then turns towards somebody,

			sitting beside her is a smiling Minty,

			Alice’s body and gown again renewed,

			another cursed day, met with brave fortitude.

			Only now, can Minty see the true age of the child,

			before damnation by Scobberlotcher, so reviled,

			she might be four or might be five,

			but within here, centuries she has been alive,

			with golden skin, lovely blue eyes,

			pretty features, her look before her cursed demise,

			Alice looks shocked at what she sees,

			then stands to face Minty, showing great unease.

			She sees Minty looking quite a state,

			no wonder! Minty has had it rough of late,

			bedraggled and dirty, cuts upon hands and face,

			then, Alice sees something looking like lace,

			upon Minty’s lap, a silver object lay,

			neatly folded, somehow her fears start to allay.

			‘You are the one,’ says Alice, ‘The one out of your 

			cell,

			before Scobberlotcher returned, to confine you to hell,

			forgive me for saying, you look worse for wear,

			cut and bleeding, clothes in disrepair,

			tell me what happened, who set you free?

			You are the first ever escapee.’

			‘There is no time,’ says Minty, ‘For an explanation,

			but today your remaining light can reawaken,

			someone special has sent you a gift,

			you must wear it, for your soul to uplift,  

			it will protect you against the demon’s curse,

			the hold on you will forever disperse,

			come with me, leave this hall,

			destroy Scobberlotcher once and for all.’

			Minty takes the matter into her own hands,

			unfolding the shawl, Alice watches as it slowly 

			expands,

			the shawl sparkles in the dim light,

			Minty stands,’tis time for Alice’s fate to rewrite,

			the shawl is placed around Alice’s shoulders,

			her hair placed on top, then something changes,

			All around Alice, a lightning storm rages,

			she slumps to the floor as a battle engages,

			countless strands fizz and crackle,

			the shawl’s power, breaking the demon’s shackle,

			soon Alice is completely surrounded,

			laying helplessly, as the curse is rejected. 

			Eventually, the lightning storm fades,

			Alice slowly stands, free at last after so many decades,

			around the shawl is a radiant aura,

			‘Come, Alice,’ Minty says, ‘Time to leave this 

			bedevilled area.’

			And so, Minty takes Alice by the hand,

			to lead her away from this hall of the damned,

			as they leave, they are not alone,

			all the children now leave cells of their own,

			in single file, they descend the stairs,

			in gowns of white, trapped in a living nightmare,

			slowly they walk, bald heads bowed,

			compelled to their purpose, some crying out loud.

			Minty leads Alice to the bridge before the tower,

			and the door bedecked with springtime flower,

			but their path is blocked, something waits,

			upon the walkway they must negate,

			Minty fears something is wrong,

			as in the middle, about half way along,

			a large black egg shaped object sits,

			a powerful sense of doom it emits.

			Minty tries to move, but her legs are frozen, 

			and her voice is without activation,

			Alice carries on alone,

			towards the object, sinister and unknown.

			The object pulsates, as though breathing out and in,

			then, there is movement, is there something within?

			Alice continues on, unafraid,

			Minty can only watch, trapped by invisible blockade,

			Alice’s aura glows even brighter,

			perhaps power increases within her.

			Two bat like wings suddenly unfold,

			the object turns, a truly terrifying sight to behold,

			Scobberlotcher’s face contorts with rage and fear,

			a hissing mouth full of terrifying teeth, show its 

			intention is clear,

			Scobberlotcher stands, then screams at Alice,

			but then steps back, away from its own nemesis.

			Alice does not allow the monster to speak,

			she sings her song, to make the demon shriek,

			but she sings it softly, as though to a child,

			not to a demon, in which so much hate is compiled.

			‘Shush-a-bye monster, hear my song, 

			set us free, we do not belong.

			Shush-a-bye monster, release my light,

			give it back, let us reunite.’

			Alice continues forwards, the demon falls to its knees,

			the time is here, this moment Alice must seize,

			once again she starts to sing,

			Scobberlotcher wails and cries, a pathetic thing.

			And so it is, the demon of cowardice,

			is brought to its knees by poor, poor Alice,

			reborn from fire and combustion,

			like the Phoenix, a totem of transformation,

			a paragon of strength and purity,

			from death comes life, a resurrection of divinity.

			Scobberlotcher tries to crawl away,

			but Alice has much, much more to say,

			‘Shush-a-bye monster, calm your soul,

			let me in, to take control…’

			Alice’s aura now starts to faulter,

			flickering rapidly, no longer protecting her,

			luckily Scobberlotcher is bested, weak and whimpering,

			as it lay on the floor, curled up and cowering,

			the demon starts to slowly crawl away,

			wailing and shaking its head, in despair and dismay,

			Alice follows the monster, now weak and stricken,

			with intent to use gentle attrition,

			Alice’s shawl regains its light,

			her aura, once again nice and bright.

			Scobberlotcher tries to rally its mist,

			but Alice just smiles,’tis easy to resist,

			with a wave of the hand, the mist is gone,

			the demon now helpless and forlorn,

			Scobberlotcher now struggles for breath,

			well aware of its impending death,

			once again Alice starts to sing,

			as her hair begins gently wavering,

			rising up and reaching forward,

			searching for the monster, soon to be captured. 

			‘Shush-a-bye monster, let us embrace,

			let me give you holy grace.

			Shush-a-bye monster, demon of brutalities,

			I forgive all of your atrocities.

			Shush-a-bye monster, evil incarnate,

			surrender all of your hate.’

			Alice’s verse is again interrupted,

			the castle groans loudly, as though corrupted,

			its very foundations start to shake,

			with a rumble and a grumble, as though awake,

			Alice stops walking, Scobberlotcher crawls away,

			perhaps the castle itself, has its own part to play.

			The bridge now shakes violently,

			as stonework from above falls alarmingly,

			a tear appears across the bridge,

			in front of Alice, loud and savage,

			she steps back, uneasy on her feet,

			away from Scobberlotcher, so close to defeat.

			A large, falling black boulder comes into view,

			and lands on Scobberlotcher, splitting the bridge in two,

			the demon and bridge fall into oblivion,

			swallowed by darkness, into annihilation,

			a dense cloud of dust now hovers,

			above the broken bridge, it silently covers.

			Minty is now free of her invisible chains,

			so races over to Alice, then explains,

			‘Quickly!’ She says, whilst taking Alice’s hand,

			‘Come this way, I must follow command,

			we must enter the door bedecked with flower,

			to reach the top of the ascension tower,

			for someone waits to give you council,

			but time is short, we cannot dawdle.’

			But as the dust starts to clear,

			only now can Minty see a problem appear, 

			part of the bridge is no longer there,

			their only way out of this nightmare,

			the castle still shakes and grumbles,

			stonework above still crumbles.

			Alice says calmly, ‘Our path is clear,

			think of home, it shall appear.’

			Minty does as asked without question,

			there is no time nor point in argumentation,

			the bridge now feels unstable,

			swaying slightly, its weakening audible.

			The springtime flowers on the door come alive,

			dancing together, perhaps to contrive,

			a way for Minty and Alice to yet endure,

			and cleanse the castle of all things impure,

			a walkway is created from stem, vine and leaf,

			from door to bridge, softly lit underneath.

			The door opens, but impossible to see beyond,

			Alice and Minty step forward to quickly abscond,

			Alice skips merrily, humming a song,

			her hair bounces freely as they go along,

			finally, at long last, Alice is a joyful child,

			soul free, from the demon exiled,

			a warm summer breeze blows upon their face,

			they step through the door, and escape this place.
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			Behind them, the door closes,

			leaving Alice and Minty, in a field of a thousand roses,

			a sweet, musky aroma of violets and lemon,

			rides upon the wind, of a summer awoken,

			summer green grasses dance on the breeze,

			strangely, Minty feels completely at ease.

			On the horizon, behind forested hill,

			stands solitary mountain, ominous yet tranquil,

			a snow capped peak reaches into the sky,

			a sky of blue, with silver clouds to beautify.

			A twisting white path meanders through the roses,

			towards a lake, a sense of purity it imposes,

			the lake is large and twinkles like glitter,

			the mountain’s reflection, perfect on the water,

			suddenly, a calm voice speaks from every direction,

			soft, yet commanding, filled with affection,

			‘Roses of the purest white,

			are the flower of holy light,

			love is stronger than death,

			remaining always, beyond the final breath,

			come join us, on the shore of the undying,

			we seven are here, Alice. To end your agonizing.’

			Alice and Minty follow the path, hand in hand,

			towards the lakeshore, there they stand,

			the reflections break, as two giant white swans near,

			whilst on the far side of the lake, figures start to appear,

			over the water, two giant swans glide,

			towards Alice and Minty, watching on the lakeside,

			soon the swans arrive, stopping with grace,

			one speaks to Alice, who wears a smile upon her face,

			‘Hello Alice, my name is Holly,

			’tis time for you to abandon your melancholy,

			I must take you across the lake,

			Minty also, we shall not forsake,

			the seven wait upon lakeside,

			waiting our return, to bless and guide.’

			Alice and Minty climb upon their swan,

			snuggling into soft feathers, as they glide along,

			very soon they reach the far shore,

			Alice and Minty climb off, then Holly speaks some more,

			‘The seven have been given grace,

			to shine light through the darkness of this evil place,

			go now, behold the seven,

			a blessing granted only to those in heaven.’

			Alice and Minty walk on, hand in hand,

			towards the seven, as was Holly’s command,

			just ahead, seven angels with wings of gold,

			wait, wearing gowns coloured sevenfold,

			red, yellow, pink and blue,

			purple, white and green gowns to view,

			they stand around gushing fountain,

			shaped like the snow capped mountain.

			The angel in blue steps forward, then stands before

			Alice,

			its words spoken are tender, full of solace.

			‘Dear Alice, I am the archangel, Michael,

			here for your salvation,

			Uriel, Raphael, Zadkiel come to aid you,

			Chamuel, Japhiel and Gabriel too.

			Your suffering and torment is now over,

			come with us, you can now crossover,

			your parents and Strider wait on the beach,

			for your return they longingly beseech.’

			Alice says, ‘I cannot leave, I am incomplete,

			I can only leave upon my lights receipt,

			and what of the children? Thralls to the beast,

			condemned forever, never to be released,

			what of Minty? My brave rescuer,

			cursed herself, then trapped by Scobberlotcher,

			together we are bound, to retrieving the spinning wheel,

			the wheel of Juhee, Scobberlotcher did steal.’

			Michael says, ‘Your path to choose is yours alone,

			but it could be one to bemoan,

			please, come with us, set yourself free,

			Minty will be taken to a place of safety,

			to fulfil all your ambitions, the demon must be slain,

			this chance of salvation may never come again,

			this demon is powerful, wicked and cruel, 

			come with us, do not be a fool.’

			Minty says, ‘But the demon is slain,

			falling beneath rock, into the bowels of its domain,

			we saw it crushed, we saw it fall,

			the castle crumbled, facing its own downfall.’

			Michael turns to Minty, shaking his head,

			saying, ‘No, the demon is not dead,

			we seven would not be here, if that is so,

			as all those trapped, would be free to go,

			the castle freed Scobberlotcher from Alice’s spell,

			it will return, trapping you in its hell.’

			‘I am sorry, Michael,’ says Alice, ‘But I must remain,

			the demon monster must be slain,

			Juhee’s wheel must be freed,

			releasing the children, granting them godspeed.’

			The white angel, Gabriel, approaches Alice gracefully,

			holding a clear glass vase, close to his body,

			the vase is quite round, with a large rim,

			half filled with water, not to the brim.

			Gabriel says, ‘Dear Alice, this is for you,

			within, is the power to renew,

			this is angel water, holy and blessed,

			hand it to the old lady, for her to attest,

			she will know what to do,

			this is our only way now to help you.’

			Alice takes the vase, saying, ‘Thank you.’

			Then all the light around them does subdue,

			the light fades quickly, the angels fly away,

			towards the mountain top, on their heavenly highway.  
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			For a moment there is darkness, without a sound,

			the air grows damp, foisty smells now surround,

			an icy chill fills the dark,

			then, the dark begins to spark,

			strands of light flash everywhere,

			then she appears, the old lady in the rocking chair,

			a shroud of light surrounds her so,

			smiling broadly, she says, ‘Hello.’

			They are back in the room beyond the white, 

			rickety old wooden door,

			with black stone walls and cold damp floor,

			the lady sits with something in hand,

			resting upon lap, beautiful and grand,

			’tis a brush for grooming long hair,

			a unique brush, one beyond compare.

			The brush is pink, shaped like an angel,

			with a face crowned by coloured jewel,

			its bristles are long, soft and white,

			a blessed item to aid Alice’s plight,

			the lady rocks to and fro,

			then says to Alice, ‘Come child, I have blessings to 

			bestow.’

			As Alice steps forward, 

			Minty speaks of her and the questions unanswered,

			‘We have just spoken with angels, divine and holy, 

			they came for Alice, to end her purgatory,

			why is this so? Why is Alice so special?

			Is she herself an angel?’

			‘I will explain shortly,’ says the lady in the chair.

			Then says, ‘It is time Alice, time to groom your hair,

			hold out the vase, nice and steady,

			once the brush is ready, then we are ready.’

			The brush is placed into the water of angels,

			gifted by celestial immortals,

			soon all the water is gone,

			into the brush it is drawn,

			the vase then vanishes,

			fading away, in sparkly flashes.

			Alice turns around to offer her hair,

			for the old lady to begin repair,

			the angel face comes alive, and starts to sing,

			instantly, the lady starts brushing.

			‘Alice is very special indeed,

			a heavenly soul, completely unsullied,

			her hair is so, so special,

			and something within, is pure and magical.

			Angels watched over her when in physical being,

			to guide and protect, a spiritual overseeing,

			all five kingdoms of heaven knew,

			Alice’s heart and soul was of godly virtue.

			Her light inside was beautiful and divine,

			even from heaven, it was seen to shine,

			but the glory of her uncut hair, was the key,

			for the angels to find and oversee.

			Therefore, her hair is powerful and blessed,

			something that cannot be dispossessed,

			because the purity of angels made it so,

			forever bound, wherever she may go.

			Wearing it down gives it more power,

			so much so, it makes Scobberlotcher cower,

			it is vital Alice’s hair be cleansed and groomed,

			of impurities from the castle it has consumed,

			this will make her hair its strongest,

			body and soul, fully harnessed.’

			Minty asks, ‘If Alice was protected, why was she taken?

			Why was she left utterly forsaken?’

			‘As with angels, demons have immense power,

			Scobberlotcher especially, it hides within a shrouded 

			armour,

			a shield of devilry, always protecting, 

			preventing the angels from annihilating.

			When Alice was sick, from a raging fever,

			the long sleep came, and gradually overcame her,

			now she was exposed and weak,

			easy prey for the demons of evil-speak,

			going from physical form into spirit realm,

			children’s souls are easy to overwhelm,

			Scobberlotcher watched and waited,

			poised for another soul to be desecrated,

			this demon is a mighty foe,

			It will not easily let you go.’

			Eventually, the hair brush fails to sing,

			Alice’s hair is now gloriously shinning,

			the lady says, ‘There, it is done,

			cleansed again, no longer stained by abduction.’

			Minty asks, ‘But how can Alice defeat the monster?

			she is so small, without evil intent within her,

			Alice has not the strength, nor size,

			to match the monster, and see its demise.’

			Alice now stands alongside Minty, facing the lady,

			who then speaks of Scobberlotcher, and its hostility. 

			‘No, Alice cannot physically match the demon,

			but that is not the way, using physical aggression,

			violence and savagery is what it desires,

			strength from these emotions, it quickly acquires,

			this makes it stronger, bigger and uncontrollably angry,

			Scobberlotcher, is truly a monster of unmatched ferocity.

			However, it does have weaknesses,

			acts of sacrifice, selflessness and forgiveness,

			but only the blessed like Alice, have the ability,

			to calm and control the demon’s hostility,

			her light within is filled with holy love,

			defeating all evil, a miracle granted from above.

			Alice, I now speak to you,

			you know of what you must do,

			if you and Scobberlotcher do collide,

			there will be no place to hide,

			so say your words, say them complete,

			to see the monster, slain at your feet.’ 

			The lightning around the room ceases,

			the lady speaks, and so announces,

			‘The fight for the castle is done,

			this room now taken, evil will soon overrun,

			you must leave quickly, seek out your goal,

			be careful Alice, you must not lose your shawl.’

			The old lady then fades away,

			looking sad, eyes full of dismay,

			the white, rickety, old wooden door creaks loudly,

			as it opens one last time, before catastrophe.

			Minty takes Alice by the hand,

			they leave the room, to do as planned, 

			the door closes, they move on,

			along corridor, up the steps; Then, they are gone. 
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			Alice and Minty reach the castle top,

			at the top of the stair, they both stop,

			’tis early morning, just past sunrise,

			but the way forward is hard to visualize,

			before them dances thick, low cloud,

			swirling upon breeze, a somewhat eerie shroud.

			Above the castle, is the great hole in the sky,

			flowered vines still hang, but without bird and butterfly,

			around the hole is a scene of wonder,

			’tis a palette of soft pastel colour,

			periwinkle, pink, baby blue,

			lavender, orange and red too,

			but within the centre, is a foreboding darkness,

			that yells silently of fear and wickedness.

			Alice and Minty step forward cautiously,

			Minty’s heart quickens, as she looks around nervously,

			the breeze has dropped, there is only silence,

			an atmosphere of tension filled ambience,

			they walk on, hand in hand,

			slowly, the swirling clouds begin to disband.

			A circular platform now appears,

			a framework sits on top, then disappears,

			the shroud of cloud starts to clear,

			revealing Scobberlotcher’s device of fear.

			There it is! The spinning wheel of Juhee,

			Minty’s to claim, and set the children free,

			ten crafted spindles within a large wheel of wood,

			but the frame is gnarled and ugly, a black hideous 

			devils wood.

			Minty steps forth to claim the wheel,

			the wheel of Juhee, Scobberlotcher did steal, 

			Juhee’s wheel is removed from the frame,

			and so begins the endgame,

			the wheel is quite large, but very lite, 

			easy to carry, without struggle or fight.

			Minty’s task is almost complete,

			soon the grasp of the Scobberlotcher shall be obsolete,

			Juhee’s wheel shall be returned,

			the demon’s spell, finally overturned.

			Suddenly, the great hole in the sky,

			comes to life, perhaps for the demon to defy,

			vines around the hole reach out to collect,

			vine grips vine, until they all interconnect,

			the vines pull the sky to close the hole,

			in the centre, a bright flash and a thunder roll,

			darkness inside slowly gives way,

			to a golden glow, a spectacular display,

			once the hole is quite small,

			the closing stops, leaving a small wormhole.

			‘Come Alice, we must leave,

			we cannot give the demon a reprieve,

			look, over there is an entrance into the castle,

			quickly Alice, we cannot dawdle.’

			Alice and Minty leave the castle top,

			into the unknown, they dare not stop,

			down a darkened stairwell they go,

			Alice’s aura lights the way, with a soft glow,

			nearing the bottom, a cool wind blows,

			a light from somewhere, creates spooky shadows.

			Suddenly, the stairs go right,

			then, before them is bright sunlight,

			part of the castle is missing, from top to bottom,

			a gaping hole sits, Minty’s way to freedom,

			the light shinning through will lead the way,

			lady luck shines on Alice and Minty this day.

			Along collapsing corridors, down dilapidated stairs,

			past intricate doorways, and fancy chairs,

			paintings of long ago gather dust,

			each floor creaks and groans, no longer robust,

			on they go, making haste,

			through the castle, there is no time to waste.

			‘Look Alice, we are nearly there,

			soon the children will end their despair.’

			‘Yes,’ replies Alice, ‘Hurry, my friend,

			you can now put their curse to an end.’

			Upon reaching a stairway, so very grand,

			with elaborate balustrades, there they stand,

			the stair is in the centre of a great hall,

			once spectacular, before the castle’s downfall,

			the hall is circular,

			fancy wooden doorways line the perimeter,

			battered window frames are placed neatly around,

			empty of glass, only fragments can be found.

			Directly above, hangs a large chandelier,

			that has lost its magnificence of yesteryear,

			it hangs covered in cobwebs and dust,

			swaying in a breeze, regret and sorrow encompassed,

			at the far side of the hall, 

			is the gaping hole, that once was a wall,

			once down the stair and through the hole,

			Minty will make Scobberlotcher lose its control.

			They race down the stair,

			but then, Minty becomes aware,

			that she must leave Alice all alone,

			to face the demon, and slay it from its throne,

			Minty’s exit is just ahead,

			but how can she leave? She must remain instead,

			at the bottom of the stair,

			Minty speaks to Alice, innocent and fair,

			‘I cannot leave you alone, to face the beast,

			but I shall ensure the children are released.’

			Alice takes Minty’s hand,

			smiling warmly, she issues gentle command,

			‘No, my friend. You must go,

			you have done more than you will ever know,

			you cannot aid me anymore,

			and you have your own life to restore.

			If you stay, a terrible fate will await,

			upon you, the demon will unleash all of its hate,

			you cannot help, only I have the power,

			to control the monster, and so overpower,

			please, take the wheel and flee,

			you must not worry about me.’

			Minty looks upon Alice with sorrow and regret,

			then speaks solemnly, trying to hide her upset,

			‘I will remember you forever,

			and our demon defying endeavour,

			may the grace of angels guard your soul,

			pray you find your family, on the beach having a stroll.’

			Minty takes the wheel and walks away,

			Alice looks on, in secret dismay,

			she knows Scobberlotcher is a powerful foe,

			but Minty and the wheel must go.

			Alice is a little scared of the demon’s return,

			if she fails, she will forever burn,

			but the wheel and the children shall be free,

			released by a most unexpected appointee.

			Minty drops the wheel, stumbling over her long beard,

			It has come untied, a nuisance she once feared,

			she ties her beard tightly around her waist,

			then turns to Alice, waving goodbye before making haste,

			Alice waves at Minty, to say her goodbyes,

			she smiles, but has tears in her eyes.

			ALL FOR ONE, ONE FOR ALL
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			Minty recoils in horror, all sense of gladness erased,

			her confidence of escape was greatly misplaced,

			Scobberlotcher stands at the top of the stair,

			seething with anger; anger beyond compare,

			it emits a piercing wail,

			the demon monster does yet prevail.

			Before Alice can even turn and see, 

			Scobberlotcher rushes to its adversary, 

			lightning fast, as it speeds by,

			it removes Alice’s shawl, now she cannot defy,

			the demon reaches Minty in a flash,

			then picks her up one handed, as her legs thrash,

			Scobberlotcher smiles, then cackles,

			then says, ‘There is no escape from my shackles,

			you and Alice shall burn together,

			watching each other die, forever and ever.’ 

			Minty’s legs continue to thrash wildly,

			Alice’s fate now hers, that is a certainty,

			she tries to wriggle and break free,

			one last effort to escape and flee,

			but the demon is too strong,

			to Scobberlotcher, Minty does now belong.

			Minty is thrown outside,

			against stone and rubble, she does collide,

			she rolls on, into a courtyard,

			derelict, overgrown, a place of ill regard,

			the demon stands over Minty’s battered body,

			then strikes her again and again, enjoying its savagery,

			Minty is knocked out cold,

			Scobberlotcher’s rage now uncontrolled.

			The demon returns to face Alice,

			approaching slowly, to intensify its menace,

			Alice is once again forlorn,

			at the mercy of a demon’s scorn.

			‘Oh look,’ it says, ‘The wheel of Juhee,

			I think not! This belongs to me!

			It shall remain here,

			my toy that ensnares and brings fear.’

			Scobberlotcher rolls the wheel away with two fingers,

			a sinister smirk on its face lingers,

			with a whirl, a twirl and a joyful cackle,

			it starts to gather its mist, preparing to bedevil,

			the monster stands before Alice, upset and bereft,

			without the shawl, she has no hope left,

			Scobberlotcher tears the shawl into many pieces,

			and slowly its aura decreases.

			‘Poor, poor Alice! You are utterly abandoned,

			and my anger, you have foolishly darkened,

			’tis back to the dark chamber for you,

			along with your foul friend too.’

			With the shawl destroyed at Alice’s feet,

			the demon makes a slow retreat,

			back outside for Alice’s friend,

			beaten unconscious, with intent to apprehend,

			Minty is dragged by the hair,

			back inside the castle, to face her own forever 

			nightmare,

			she is thrown at Alice’s feet,

			Scobberlotcher’s victory almost complete.

			Slowly, Minty starts to wake,

			with sore body and thumping headache,

			she manages to get to her feet,

			dizzy and unstable, with racing heartbeat.

			Scobberlotcher begins to walk backwards,

			wings expanded, arms rising upwards,

			its mist has gathered to its full might,

			then nears Alice and Minty, helpless and unable to 

			fight,

			the mist encircles them, tauntingly slow,

			Scobberlotcher just laughs loudly, at Alice’s woe.

			‘You will never best me or leave this place,

			your soul is mine, for our eternal fiery embrace.’ 

			The demon mocks as it twirls around,

			in moments, Alice and Minty will be taken 

			underground.

			Suddenly, a beast hits Scobberlotcher like a spear,

			’tis Kira! Kira is here!

			The great white Lycanthrope,

			may yet bring hope,

			she charges in from outside,

			attacking the demon on its blindside.

			All around the hall they fight,

			two beasts of savagery and might,

			fang, fist and claw,

			with a snarl, a growl and defiant roar,

			skin tears, blood seeps,

			’tis a fight for life, only one is for keeps.

			Scobberlotcher is close to defeat,

			remaining still, head bowed towards its feet,

			Kira attacks without mercy,

			unleashing all of her brutality,

			she slashes and bites, time and time again,

			her white fur, soaked in bloodstain,

			but the demon cackles and raises its head,

			but how? By now it should be dead.

			It says, ‘You cannot hurt me, no pain to bestow.’

			Then, the demon starts to grow,

			height and muscle, it gains rapidly,

			Kira is shocked by this abnormality.

			Kira attacks once more,

			but Scobberlotcher strikes her to the floor,

			then throws her to the far side of the hall,

			incredibly fast, hard into a wall,

			Kira lands with a sickening thud,

			but she is far from defeated.

			She stands quickly to face her enemy,

			then speaks with great audacity,

			‘I cannot die, I am cursed,

			I shall heal, your blood I will thirst.’

			Then, time stands still,

			motion and sound freeze until,

			the old lady from the rocking chair,

			stands at the top of the stair,

			she wears a long gown of turquoise blue,

			ethereal looking, almost see through.

			She makes her way down the stair,

			of this event, only Kira is aware,

			she stands before the white Lycanthrope,

			to speak of Kira’s only hope,

			‘You cannot defeat this monstrosity,

			it cannot be slain with violence and savagery,

			if you wish to save your friend,

			and incur the demon’s end,

			you must use its weaknesses,

			sacrifice and selflessness.’

			Kira says, ‘But I cannot die,

			this demon is mine to defy,

			I am bound never to rest, 

			spellbound by a pharaoh’s behest.’

			‘No, you do not understand,

			the power this demon can command,

			it will beat you down, then take your soul,

			it shall break the spell, to take control,

			only the child, Alice,

			can slay the monster of malice.

			It must be weakened for advantage to gain,

			and so destroy the fiery chain,

			you know of what you must do,

			remember the pharaoh’s words cursed upon you.’

			Moments pass, Kira nods her head,

			she recalls clearly the pharaoh’s words said,

			the lady then vanishes,

			Kira’s destiny finally materializes.

			Sounds and motion return,

			Kira walks towards Scobberlotcher, without concern,

			the demon attacks, mercilessly so,

			claw and fang, blow after blow,

			Kira does not fight back,

			standing still, absorbing the demon’s attack,

			eventually, she can take no more,

			and is struck viciously to the floor.

			Scobberlotcher then twirls around,

			its fallen foe, laying on the ground,

			but Kira stands up, once again,

			then laughs, despite the pain.

			She says, ‘You are weak and slow,

			the girl child has more courage and bravado,

			you are inferior to her in every way,

			your cowardice, you cannot underplay,

			you are a nothing, of the girl terrified,

			a pathetic demon, meekness personified.’

			Kira laughs once again,

			Scobberlotcher’s rage now impossible to contain,

			it strikes Kira fast and hard,

			Kira just smiles, without trying to guard,

			her heart is crushed within her chest,

			now, proof of action will attest,

			she slumps lifeless to the ground,

			free, no longer spellbound.

			A fatal blow has been struck,

			Scobberlotcher’s invincibility becomes unstuck,

			the demon staggers backwards, then falls to its knees,

			in front of Alice, then decrees,

			‘NO! What is happening? How can this be?

			nothing has power over me,

			you, Alice; you are the one with no power,

			your light taken, imprisoned in the tower,

			without the shawl, I have control,

			this, this cannot be, I command all.’

			The demon squeals, wails and clasps its head,

			It now faces its very own dread,

			the castle starts to shake and rumble,

			ancient stonework begins to split and crumble.

			Deep under the castle, so very deep,

			guarded by devilry, a divine power will no longer weep,

			the chain of fire that strangles the tower,

			splinters and breaks, it is now without power,

			falling away into the black, fiery sea,

			the house’s door opens, releasing its detainee.

			Alice now speaks to the demon,

			while Minty watches on, in nervous apprehension,

			‘I have more power than you will ever know,

			it is on its way, my angel to show,

			we shall soon reunite,

			your death, I will invite,

			your weakness has been exposed, 

			sacrifice for another, a death unopposed.’

			Alice now encircles the monster,

			with intent to put asunder,

			she sings her song, finally complete,

			and so begins, the Scobberlotcher’s defeat.

			‘Shush-a-bye monster, hear my song,

			set us free, we do not belong.

			Shush-a-bye monster, release my light,

			give it back, let us reunite.

			Shush-a-bye monster, calm your soul,

			let me in, to take control.

			Shush-a-bye monster, let us embrace,

			I shall give you holy grace.

			Shush-a-bye monster, demon of brutalities,

			I forgive all of your atrocities.

			Shush-a-bye monster, evil incarnate,

			surrender all of your hate.

			Shush-a-bye monster, lay your head down,

			within my hands, a glorious heavenly crown.’

			As Scobberlotcher lay helpless on the ground,

			the hall illuminates with a sight to astound,

			an angelic figure, within a hazy veil of white,

			walks towards Alice, to finally reunite,

			Alice and her light, again become one,

			the monster’s fate, cannot now be undone.

			Scobberlotcher grows increasingly upset,

			Its anger pointless now, as it is no longer a threat,

			although it manages to get to its knees,

			the demon is without power and wails its agonies.

			Alice takes hold of the demon’s head,

			then lay it down gently, before her next words said,

			the monster protests, and tries to resist,

			but it is so weak, easily dismissed.

			Alice kneels down, by her whimpering foe,

			her hair comes to life, and seems to grow,

			wrapping itself around the monster’s head and chest,

			it grips firmly, tightly compressed,

			Alice caresses Scobberlotcher gently,

			then speaks words to destroy her enemy,

			‘As I lay thee down to sleep,

			now your soul is mine to keep, 

			you will die and never wake,

			no more innocent souls to take,

			I pray the angels will guide my soul,

			away from here and the death bell toll.

			As I lay thee down to die,

			ancient demon, slain by lullaby,

			blessed are the children, soon to be free,

			thy spell is broken, their redemption from thee.’

			Once Alice’s words are complete,

			her hair releases itself, then starts to retreat,

			Scobberlotcher now turns to glass, from feet to head,

			agonizingly painful, as it continues to spread,

			only when the glass covers the head,

			is it certain the demon monster is dead,

			then the glass cracks and splinters,

			falling into a million pieces.

			Meanwhile, Setka has appeared,

			alongside Kira, who is not dead as feared,

			she is very weak, breathing slow and shallow,

			but is aware of the son of a pharaoh.

			Setka says, ‘So, the great white werewolf yet lives!

			We meet again, in this castle of captives,

			do you remember our battle four thousand years ago?

			look at me, beast! And my scars to show,

			your soul is still looking for redemption,

			to break the curse, and find absolution.’

			‘Yes, I remember; the boy warrior, fighting without 

			fear,

			you are Setka, but why are you here?’

			Setka replies, ‘We are both cursed, you and I,

			I cannot crossover and you cannot die,

			a demon of the castle entrapped my soul,

			’tis impossible to leave, while it has control.

			But today, your bravery and sacrifice to weaken the 

			demon,

			has cleansed your soul, and freed me from abduction,

			now you can die, be at peace,

			the curse is broken, you have release.’

			Minty rushes over to sit with her friend,

			Kira asks, ‘Will you stay with me until the end?

			I am dying, my body struggles for breath,

			at last, I am close to death,

			Minty, my friend; come closer, here,

			let me whisper in your ear.’

			As Minty wipes away a tear,

			she embraces her friend, and offers her ear.

			Kira says, ‘This gift I gladly bestow,

			to aid you, whichever path you must follow,

			I give you the last of my power,

			strength and courage, it will greatly empower,

			do not worry, you cannot fully transform,

			into Lycanthrope, your body and soul to deform.’

			Kira then clasps Minty’s head,

			into her cheek a claw is embed,

			the claw then raked across the face,

			then Kira gives Minty a final embrace,

			Kira whispers her last words of this life,

			before passing into the afterlife,

			‘Please, do not be sad,

			for me, you must be glad,

			at last my soul is free,

			go quickly, return to the valley of Juhee.’

			Minty hears Kira’s heart weaken,

			the end is near, for her brave companion,

			Kira’s heart slows until it is diminished,

			her breathing stops, Kira’s life is finally finished.

			Minty hugs her friend, as strong as can be,

			shedding tears, but knows she must flee,

			Minty kisses Kira on the cheek,

			then stands, ready for Juhee to seek. 

			The castle is now falling apart,

			thunderous rumblings emit from the mountain’s heart,

			the hall starts to collapse and vibrate,

			stonework falls, as it continues to disintegrate,

			Minty returns to collect Juhee’s wheel,

			then runs to the exit, to end her ordeal,

			Alice and Setka stand close by,

			they wish Minty godspeed, and a grateful goodbye.

			As Minty stands outside, well away from the castle,

			countless white orbs rise, slow and beautiful,

			water droplets fall from every one,

			’tis a shower of tears, twinkling in the morning sun,

			tears of joy, from souls released,

			no longer prisoners of the Scobberlotcher beast.

			They go together, towards the hole in the sky,

			Minty smiles broadly and waves them goodbye,

			soon all the orbs have vanished, 

			and the age of the Scobberlotcher is forever vanquished,

			soon, the sky is once again complete,

			song birds sing joyfully, at the demon’s defeat.

			The castle now starts to implode,

			falling apart, into the mountain it is swallowed,

			the mountain itself starts to shake,

			Minty staggers at the powerful quake,

			the mountain begins to implode and splinter,

			growling loudly, as though in anger,

			Minty staggers and sways once more,

			as ground beneath, is stable no more.

			The mountain begins to crumble,

			into the earth it falls, with a mighty rumble,

			land around Minty falls away,

			leaving her on a pillar of rock, standing in dismay,

			she stands trapped, holding the wheel of Juhee,

			this last part of the mountain, has one last detainee.

			Far below, at the base of the pillar,

			rock weakens and starts to splinter,

			countless splinters work their way up,

			soon the pillar will start to break up,

			the ground below Minty, starts to crack,

			she has nowhere to go, there is no going back,

			the pillar starts to sway,

			a mighty crack, the base slowly crumbles away.

			But then, something approaches in the sky,

			something Minty can identify,

			the dragon, Daventh is on his way,

			perhaps he can save the day,

			the pillar is now unstable,

			and starts to fall, before Daventh’s arrival,

			but somehow the pillar holds fast,

			Minty can only hope it remains steadfast.

			Just as Daventh nears,

			the pillar falters, and slowly disappears,

			but Minty takes a leap of courage,

			leaping off the pillar, before its breakage,

			she leaps with Juhee’s wheel, above her head,

			then hooks one of the dragon’s claws, nicely spread.

			And so, Daventh takes Minty away,

			dangling beneath dragon, a dragon that saved the day,

			he flies Minty over lakes and wooded land,

			back to Juhee, having fulfilled her command.

			To be continued.
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