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“Among all the many misfortunes to which we are heir, it is 

only fair to admit that we are allowed the greatest degree of 

freedom of thought. It is up to us not to misuse it.” 

- André Breton, The Manifesto of Surrealism 
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1Around the Whirling Bell Ticks 

by P.M Naidouraï 

 

Around the whirling bell ticks 

Heroic marbles with ornery lines 

Dashing their smooth 

Deceptive surfaces 

With dips and nicks which 

Aren’t really there 

 

One-two and on and to and fro 

They make music their master 

And nobody else 

 

They guard their flags and 

Fabricate their noises 

Of ticks and rings  

And lasting tones 

Which borrow your ears 

To sing for themselves 

 

They fight foes of physical natures 

And of spiritual sensuality ponder 

On their turmeric days 

And they salt their pines after 

 

They shuffle and spring to dance 

As their tunes grow ever louder 

Yet in their eyes 

Reel velvet and ice 
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In clouds and in the solid sky 

There rests a tin hemisphere 

To keep them in the place 

Below all else 

And away from all 

Which may join them  

If left to its own devices 

 

They dance 

In their cherry grove afternoons 

Before they slumber 

But after they open their eyes 
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A Bewitching Tale (Part II) 

 

Boldoni’s Tale 

“It so happened, as I said, two hundred years ago, long before I entered the Council of 

Wizards, when I was that young knight, not unlike yourself, I came upon this chateau on a quest for 

the very same Rouge Mare we now seek. In those days it was a major quest, and any knight worth 

his salt took up the challenge to claim the prize and the fame. 

“What exactly is this Rouge Mare?” said Speranza.  

“The tapestries here seem to imply that it was a magical red mare.” 

“Those beautiful works of art are of a fantasy, a work of hope, as it were. Then, as now, no 

one knew what the Rouge Mare actually was, or what it symbolizes. There is a different 

interpretation for every village or town in these parts. Some believe it is a reliquary in the shape 

of a horse, containing the red blood of the Christ. Some swear it contains one of his fingers. 

Others believe it was the figurine of a Mare shaped from the dried blood of the savior. And then 

there was the majority who were convinced, and still are, that the creature is, in fact, a 

magnificent equine with a reddish-brown coat that was transformed from a common farm animal.” 

“Do you really believe that any of the stories can be true?” 

“Who knows? But it’s worth the finding out. The driving force behind the hundreds of years 

of quests is the belief that whoever possesses the Rouge Mare will have more power than anyone 

on earth, that she will serve her master with undying loyalty, granting any desire, and a shared 

eternal life. But that takes us in a whole different direction. Let me continue with my story.” 

Boldoni cleared his throat. 

“So, while passing through this desolate place, where we now find ourselves, I heard the 

story of another challenge: A beautiful princess, the very witch who now is our hostess, was being 

held hostage in a donjon on an island in the center of a gorge by a river called the Cesse, not far 

from this place. The kidnapper who held the princess hostage was named Bluthosa, and many 

believed that he was more beast than man. It was believed that he had once been an acolyte of 

Merlin himself and could change himself into any kind of creature at will. The desperate parents, 

King Marco and Queen Belinda, claimed to love their daughter above all things but were extremely 
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vexed as the ransom was equal to all the wealth of they and their vassals possessed. 

“The words ‘beautiful princess’ were all I needed to know. This was a chance to secure both 

a wife of great beauty and a dowry of a royal family. In addition to my prowess in combat--I once 

unseated the great Lancelot du Lac himself in a joust while in France--, I was known to possess 

cleverness worthy of Odysseus.” 

“That is the one thing I can believe,” said Speranza.  

“However, I must say that the part about unseating Lancelot tests your credibility.” 

“Well, after Arthur’s death, and with Guinevere entering the convent, he was quite unhappy 

at the time, not really the flawless jouster he once was. We met just before he entered a 

hermitage. Come to think of it, he never really was happy. But that is not the point,” said Boldoni, 

speaking with increasing rapidity, now trying to get by the issue.  

“The point is that I was young, strong and clever. So let me continue, thank you.” 

As he spoke, a smile came to Boldoni’s face, while he seemed to be looking off into the long 

distant past.  

“I was directed by the local peasantry to the gorge in which Bluthosa’s chateau rested on a 

rocky island. And a mighty fortress it was, a simple, but massive, tower, totally impregnable. It was 

built of dark rough-hewn stone with one entrance in a portcullis at the top of a ramp at the base of 

the gorge. Scattered about its entrance in the pebbly surface of the dry, flat riverbed were the 

shields, armor and sun-bleached bones of scores of knights who had lost their lives before the 

awesome power and skill of Bluthosa. 

It seemed to me that the solution was not in challenging this monster in direct combat. Two 

things were required: stealth, and a different kind of weapon. An axe or sword would not do. 

Fortunately, I had my crossbow, a weapon of spectacular power and accuracy. I then waited until 

dark, relying on a three-quarter moon to allow me just enough light for my plan. I removed my 

armor and chain mail and took only one arrow in addition to my sword, for I knew I would only have 

one shot. 

I spent the next two hours scaling the walls. Fortunately, the rough-hewn stone gave me 

fairly easy purchase, and I was able to climb and approach a mullioned window whence came soft 

light and the sound of voices. When I arrived at the opening I merely listened, hopefully, to gain 
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some advantage by some additional knowledge. What I heard was not what I expected. It was the 

sound of two soft-spoken voices communicating in rather intimate tones. I could not make out 

their meaning. The intimate tones and familiarity with which they spoke made me think, at first, 

that I had come upon the private chambers of Bluthosa and his spouse.  

I had no idea what to do. I could not attack a knight by stealth, at rest in his conjugal bed. I 

considered my situation and decided to retreat. 

The next morning, I queried as to whether Bluthosa’s spouse was with him in his chateau. I 

was met with great mirth and positively informed that the ugly monster had never married and 

had never so much as earned the favor of one lady in any tournament or quest. 

I returned to my position on the following evening more determined than before. Again I 

was treated to the sound of gentle voices in a language I could not discern. However, something 

new was added. After several minutes I heard the strings of a lute being plucked and a sweet tenor 

voice singing a love song of definite Celtic origin. But I was less surprised than motivated by the 

thought that Bluthosa was in the most vulnerable position: a lover in song. I had no thoughts 

considering the meaning of that which I heard, only the consideration of when it was best to take 

my one shot. I tried to control my breath and begin a count to three, when I would raise myself up 

and fire. It was at the count of two that a small movement of mine dislodged a small stone and 

disturbed the nest of a sleeping swallow. The bird squealed a bit and flew off, but that was enough 

to arouse the suspicion of my target. The singing immediately stopped. I pressed my body and my 

loaded crossbow against the wall knowing that I had only a few seconds before being discovered. I 

estimated the sounds I had heard that the beast was less than ten paces from the window, and I 

had only seconds in which to let loose the bolt. I took one more deep breath, knowing that a miss 

would mean my instant death. The beat and rush of my blood began to drown out all sounds. 

Finally, I rose, and saw my awesome quarry, a hairy, part-human beast of huge 

proportions. I took aim at the massive chest that was now barely five paces away, closed my eyes, 

and fired. The bolt flew unerringly and hit home with great force. The only sounds that followed 

were the growls and cries of unbearable pain. I opened my eyes to see Bluthosa peering downward 

at the shaft embedded in the center of a growing circle of blood, then throwing himself maniacally 

about the chamber while unsuccessfully attempting to remove the shaft. It was of no use for I had 

chosen a barbed steel arrowhead and a shaft of yew. After a futile struggle, for the missile had 
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pierced his heart, the beast finally dropped down into sitting position. It was only then that I 

became aware of the screams of the princess Rosina. At first, I was not certain about what was 

taking place. I was still in the heat of the kill. I leapt into the chamber and drew my sword. 

The next moments were filled with violent darkness as the young witch screamed an 

incantation and flung open her hands, pointing directly at me. I was thrown against the stone wall, 

momentarily losing consciousness. Moments later, when I regained my senses, I sat with my back 

against the wall and was witness to something that still haunts me to this day. There on the floor of 

the chamber sat princess Rosina cradling the monstrous head of Bluthosa in her delicate arms. 

But an even greater one followed this shock. The princess glared at me with a contempt I had 

never seen in my long life and said,  

‘Now you’ve done it, you fucking idiot! You’ve ruined everything!’ 

To say that I was confused would be putting it mildly. I was utterly stunned, and at a 

complete loss for words. 

‘Ruined what?’ I stammered meekly, overwhelmed by the power of her magic and the anger 

in her voice. 

‘I-I saved you,’ I ventured evermore meekly, ‘didn’t I?’ I had never felt less like a hero. 

She now began to shed tears of what could only be monumental frustration, pounding on 

the lifeless chest of my victim. In a fit of unbelievable strength, she snapped off part the arrow and 

threw it in my direction. Then she looked down at Bluthosa’s corpse crying,  

‘You stupid, stupid bastard.’ 

By this time I was down on my knees with clasped hands begging her to explain the 

meaning of her distress. Within a moment her eyes cleared and she spoke soberly and clearly told 

me her story in two parts as though explaining it to a child. 

First, she explained that both she and Bluthosa were lovers, although it was clearly more 

ambition than love on her part. Secondly, what I had ruined was a plan to extort a huge ransom 

from her parents and depart together for places farther north. 

I was speechless and overwhelmed by the frankness of the seemingly delicate young 

creature of sixteen years. This child was already as cynical as the old crone she eventually 

became. And then something else hit me like a bolt of lightning. I was in love. I realized at that 
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moment that I had to have her. And while I begged forgiveness I was overwhelmed with the most 

intense sexual desire I had ever known. 

‘There is no forgiveness for this. It was not an intentional act of stupidity on your part,’ she 

replied. 

I offered to take Bluthosa’s place as her abductor in her plotting, but she said that he could 

not be replaced, and that her plans to capture her parents’ wealth would have to take a different 

route. That’s when I realized she hated her parents even more than she could ever love Bluthosa. I 

then knelt before her and offered myself as her servant in any capacity and kissed the hem of her 

dress. However, I balked when she asked me to murder her father, King Marco, and her mother. 

‘Otherwise, I have no use for you,’ she said. 

It was at that point that I came to terms with one of life’s great lessons.” 

“That anyone can be a liar?” 

“Hah! That’s the easy one. I’m into more subtlety.” 

“Please tell me,” said Speranza, smiling. 

“The lesson here is to never assume anything. And by that, I do mean anything, because 

almost nothing is as it seems. In fact, the rule of life is that all is camouflage, as is the very 

surface of the earth, which appears to all our senses to be flat.” 

“But is it not flat?” said Speranza. 

“So it would appear. But that is the crux of my argument. There are those in the realm of 

necromancy who convincingly believe that the earth is a globe as is the moon or the sun or any 

other heavenly body.” 

Speranza was willing to accept the nonsensical premise in order that Boldoni should 

continue his amazing tale. 

“So what did you do?” 

“I offered a plan of my own, which proffered me as her rescuer and therefore a suitable 

husband. The dowry would be large, I added, considering that she is an only child. She considered 

the plan and asked me what I should want in return for my part, as she had no plans to marry any 

man. 
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By now, my lust for this contemptible young woman was unbearable and I was unable to 

think clearly. I merely asked that she spend the night with me in the bed in the very chamber. She 

agreed and we had a night of lust that has never been matched in my long life.” 

Boldoni stopped talking as though the story was over, and stared off for several quiet 

moments. 

“And?” 

“And what?” 

“What happened?” 

“As we were making love, she bit off my nose.” 

“What do you mean she bit off your nose?” 

“I mean she took my nose in her mouth and sliced it off with one bite.” 

“As you were making love?” 

“Well, later, in the morning. She then leapt out of bed and spit it out the window into 

morning sunlight and dared me to find it. Of course, by that time, my bloody face was buried in the 

bedding.” 

“You could have bled to death!” 

“It was a very clean bite. And she staunched the blood immediately with this golden 

facsimile, which she appeared to pull out of the air. She was really a marvelous magician.” 

“I never knew. I’ve always assumed you were wounded in battle.” 

“It’s a legend I helped propagate. This truth is not something I’m inclined to brag about.” 

“Why did she do it?” 

“She said it was because I was faithless, and ruled by passion. Called me a disgusting 

lecher, which I was.  Said I would burn in hell. Like most witches, she is a Catholic.” Boldoni paused 

thoughtfully. “Actually, there’d be no such thing as witches if it weren’t for the church, its need for 

Dualism, good and evil, that sort of thing. Anyway, that nose removal was not unusual. I later 

learned that it’s what they do to the faithless and, of course, to those who ruin their plans. 

Actually, I was lucky she didn’t blind me. I stayed with her several months until she completed her 

task, but she never got over my spoiling her plan. But her disappointment over her original plan 
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was assuaged by a new solution. She eventually saw to it that her parents were burnt at the stake 

as Cathars, or blasphemers. They could not deny the accusations, for on the day before their trial 

as she had their tongues removed and had them broken on the rack. She was a marvelous thing in 

those days, and would make Satan quake in his boots, I suspect. Yet, she is easy to love and still 

excites me in spite of all that I know. You should be very careful. I think she likes you.” 

“How did she come to be an old crone?” 

“I don’t know, but that story she told about the other witch was a complete fabrication. Her 

transformation took place long after I was gone. She was very good at making enemies.” 

“Why didn’t you say anything before now?” 

Boldoni looked around the luxurious chambers, knitting his brows. 

“You know what I think?” he said, tapping his golden nose. 

“I think I can guess,” said Speranza, rubbing his still-sore throat. 

“I think we should get the hell out of here.” 

“And what about the Rouge Mare, and her promise?” asked Speranza. 

“Do you believe her?” 

They were on the road again in less than an hour. 
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- Mortimer Mironov 
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- LMC/Stef (Google+) 
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Editor’s Note 

There is a wonderful variety of visual art in this issue, thanks to a couple of very gracious 

and talented artists. Additionally, joyous news of several new arrivals coming in the November 

issue. Be there or be square! 

On the more literary side of things, a poem by Charles Baudelaire, with a characteristic 

touch of sarcasm. One of the greatest masters of dark imagery, Baudelaire’s poetry is a perfect fit 

for the Halloween season, and for the long nights and frigid weather of all the colder months. 
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L’Étranger (The Stranger) 

by Charles Baudelaire 

translated by Elliott Ferrell 

 

Tell me, who do you like the best, enigmatic man?  

Qui aimes-tu le mieux, homme énigmatique, dis? 

 

Your father, your mother, your sister or your brother? 

Ton père, ta mère, ta sœur ou ton frère? 

 

"I have no father, no mother, no sister, no brother. 

Je n’ai ni père, ni mère, ni soeur, ni frère. 

 

Your friends? 

Tes amis? 

 

You use a word hitherto unknown to me 

Vous vous servez là d’une parole dont le sens m’est resté 

jusqu’à ce jour inconnu. 

 

Your homeland? 

Ta patrie? 

 

I know not under which latitude it lies 

J’ignore sous quelle latitude elle est située. 

 

Beauty? 

La beauté? 

 

I would willingly like it, goddess and immortal. 

Je l’aimerais volontiers, déesse et immortelle. 
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Gold? 

L’or? 

 

I hate it as you hate God 

Je le hais comme vous haïssez Dieu. 

 

Ah! What do you like, then, extraordinary stranger? 

Eh! qu’aimes-tu donc, extraordinaire étranger? 

 

I like the clouds...  

J’aime les nuages… 

 

The clouds which pass...  

Les nuages qui passent… 

 

Over there… 

Là-bas… 

 

Over there… 

Là-bas… 

 

The marvellous clouds! 

Les merveilleux nuages!  


