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With the last mashing of the tea he gathered my stories,
bundled into his bag with the papers I’d made my mark in earlier. An official looking sort of a case it was too;
nicely turned and a good sturdy handle; Initials embossed in.
He lived for the tales, he’d said, perched on the creepy stool all angles and corners, writing in the light of the peat.
Weaver’s hands that itched and scratched and scrawled on corners of paper.

We made a right pair.
Him all heron like at one side, me like the scaldy crows chattering in the brambles. He laughed when I told him, smile sliding from his eyes to his mouth and back again. He took me too; gathered in the light of the door with my world behind me
With a click of the box he carried over one shoulder.
“Not a crow at all”, he said, striding out into the heather and gorse and away from me “An owl, filled with tales and understanding. A fine feathered looking thing.”
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