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For everyone that requires a Morsel of Romance to nourish their souls every now and again.
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​By Bernadette Perez
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IF I COULD PHRASE THE words

Twist ropes to bind

Connect the dots 

Travel in time

I would vision life

Just as it is

Me Loving You

––––––––
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Haiku 

As a flower blooms

Life miracles are revealed 

Love Lives Forever
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​Back to the Old House
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​By Katey Lovell

It was there again, that shuffling sound in the corner of the room.  Violet shivered.  There were often noises in the gallery at Huddlestone Hall, creaks came with the territory in a three-hundred-year-old stately home after all, but this was different.  It wasn’t the sound of scratching mice, their claws grating across the parquet flooring.  And it wasn’t a trapped bird, flapping manically to escape.  

The strange noises were the most discomforting part of her job as curator at the large stately home in the Yorkshire Dales.  It could be a lonely place at night, the hush echoing around the vacuum.  But she was living her dream since accepting the post last spring, delighted to have the opportunity to indulge in her interests.  The collection at the house was diverse, and her passion for sculpture had been reignited since her first visit to the hundred-foot-long gallery devoted to the form.

And again, that noise.  

It was louder now and Violet was unnerved.  The solitude she felt was a far cry from the buzz which surrounded Huddlestone Hall during the day, when busloads of tourists descended to enjoy the sprawling lawns and the beauty of the old house.  The vast floor space of the gallery left her feeling vulnerable now and the rain lashing down against the large leaded windows brought to mind horror films and ghost stories.  

Cautiously and quietly, she put down the cloth she’d been using to remove the fine layer of dust from a marble sculpture and edged towards the noise.  

“Hello?” she called, her voice echoing as it bounced off the ancient walls.  “Is somebody there?”  Her ears pricked up when the shuffling started again.  A dragging sound, like a heavy bag being pulled along the floor.  Violet could feel her heart racing in her chest, pounding dramatically.  Reaching across to a tall, thin plinth she grabbed the statuette displayed on it, a beautiful female nude crafted from shiny black onyx.  Gripping it tightly, she moved towards the back of the gallery, poised to use it as a weapon if necessary.

“Miss, no, don’t hurt me!” came a desperate voice, cracking and edgy.  As Violet moved closer, still ready to strike if necessary, she noticed an elderly gentleman hunched down low, his tweed jacket tightly wrapped around his frail body.  She could see he was no threat, thus she lowered the statuette which had weighed heavily in her small hands, placing it on top of a display cabinet.  It looked out of place amongst art works which were in stark contrast to its sleek, almost modern form, which left Violet with an overwhelming urge to return it to its rightful spot.  

“What are you doing here?   We closed hours ago,” Violet stated brusquely.  “I’m going to have to ask you to leave sir, or else I’ll call security.  Or the police”, she added as an afterthought.

“No, no, you don’t understand,” cried the man, holding his bony hand up as though to stop Violet’s words.  The skin was so pale, the faintest shade of cream, and the indigo of his veins showed prominently through, reminding Violet of tracing paper.  

“I understand that you can’t be here now.  You will have to leave,” she repeated sharply.  “You would be more than welcome to visit tomorrow during opening hours; we’ve just reverted to winter times so we open at eleven.” Although her voice was firm, Violet felt empathy for the man.  He must be at least eighty, and even hunched on the floor in a tangled knot he was well presented.  His hair was parted to the left, slicked across with Brylcreem and Violet could see the tracks left by a fine-toothed comb through the sweep of grey.  His face was wrinkled and tired, the creases of a wearing life his most distinguishing feature.

“This was her home,” he said.  His words were simple yet his voice was croaky, and his hand came up to his chest as if he were struggling to breathe.  Violet began to panic.  His face crumpled momentarily as though in pain, and he squeezed his eyes shut, inhaling the musty air of the gallery through his large nostrils.  Violet instinctively fell to her haunches in front of him, placing her hand on his shoulder.  “I needed to be here,” he panted.  “One last time.”

“What’s your name, sir?” Violet asked.  She spoke gently now, concerned at the anguish he so obviously felt.

He took two big gulps of air before answering.  “Tarquin,” he struggled, taking another deep breath before adding, “Farquharson.”

“Tarquin, I’m a bit worried.  You really don’t look well...” Violet started, as though speaking to a small child.

“Don’t make me leave!” he begged, his already watery eyes brimming with tears.  She noticed that even his eyes looked tired, the brown irises a washed shade whilst the whites of his eyes were a mustardy yellow.  “I needed to know,” he panted “if she... was here.”

“If who was here?” Violet asked, puzzled.

“Clem.  Beautiful Clem,” he smiled dreamily through his tears.  His hand gripped his chest once more as he added “This is her house.”  Violet’s face fell as he continued, understanding falling into place.  “I wanted to see her,” he breathed “one last time.” The pain and longing was obvious in his face.

Violet paused before she spoke.  “Lady Moxley?   I’m sorry to have to break it to you, but she passed away two years ago.”  And Violet truly was sorry.  “The cold winter was too much for her to bear and pneumonia beat her.”

Tears spilled from Tarquin’s eyes now, leaving streaks on his wrinkled cheeks.  “Oh, my Clem, my Clem,” he repeated frantically as he tried, and failed, to muster the strength to stand.  “I’m too late.”  Dejectedly, he slunk back into the corner, curled into a ball like a frightened kitten.

He sat like that for a long time, huddled with his arms wrapped around himself, gently rocking.  Violet’s palm was laid flat on his back, moving rhythmically in what she hoped was a calming circular motion.  The sound emanating from his mouth was animalistic, and Violet finally understood what authors meant when they used the word ‘keening’.  Tarquin sounded almost like a cow, a deep, sorrowful noise from deep within his gut escaping through his thin, pale lips.

“She was beautiful,” he said finally.  He reached into the inside breast pocket of his blazer and pulled out a photograph.  It was small, no bigger than the top of a matchbox, with a thin white border framing the sepia print.  He handed it to Violet.  As his fingers skimmed against hers she was scared he would break, he looked so fragile in every way.  She readjusted her glasses, pushing the thin bronze frames up the bridge of her nose to examine the picture more closely.  She immediately recognized the ornate gable end of Huddlestone Hall, the clock tower looming ominously in the distance.  The steps leading up to the house were exactly as they were today, guarded by two large stone lions that were more friendly than fierce, and the heavy wooden doors framed by the twisting ivy had not changed at all, their oversized brass knockers dominating.  And sat on the steps were a couple.  A handsome young man dressed in smart, yet edgy, clothing for the period-hair slicked into a thick curl in the middle of his forehead, a tailored suit jacket pulled up at the collar.  He looked to be taking a long, purposeful drag on a cigarette, and was staring directly at the camera in a moody manner.  He was stunning, a full on Teddy boy with angular cheekbones and a knife edge jawline.  A clunky bicycle lay at his feet, at odds with the rest of his image.  The girl looked more delicate.  She was petite, her short curly hair tucked behind her ears in a childlike way, her hands clasped together as if in prayer.  She was facing the man, watching him earnestly.  The photograph captured a private moment Violet couldn’t interpret, despite her Master’s degree in Art History.  

“Me and Clem,” he explained in little more than a whisper.  “1954.” 

It was hard to comprehend the attractive man in the photograph was the man in front of her now, delicate and breakable.  

“I loved her,” he said breathily, his body shaking.  “But I never told her.”

“I’d say you were important to her too, looking at this picture,” smiled Violet, handing the precious print back to Tarquin.  He tucked it back into the same pocket he had taken it from.  It was placed over his heart.  

“I meant to tell her,” he gasped, his breathing more ragged now than before, “but then she moved away.  And when she came back,” he gulped “she was married.”  Every word was a struggle now for him, and his body was shaking, convulsive and uncontrollable.  Violet whipped off her long, turquoise cardigan, wrapping it carefully around Tarquin to protect him from the cold.  

“I can still feel her here,” he said, his voice trembling as much as his body.   He closed his eyes, calling into the emptiness.   “I love you, my beautiful Clementine.”  

And with one final jolt Tarquin breathed his last, his head slumping languidly forward, his lips partly opening as though leaning in for a kiss.  

Violet didn’t know what to do.  She’d not been in a situation like this before, and the space which had felt intimate a moment ago now reverted to cold and stark.  As she stared helplessly at the walls she couldn’t help but wonder how many secrets they held.  And her job suddenly seemed a little pointless, because nothing in this room full of masterpieces and collectables could ever be as beautiful as that one photograph, the one Tarquin held close to his heart until the end.  
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​Belonging
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​By Leanne Cooper

––––––––
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AS WE LAY IN SWEET ecstasy, I was lost in the serene blue of his eyes,

Drifting into a soulful meditation from the calm that radiated around us.

Strong arms encased me as I rested my head upon his firm chest, 

Comfortably reassuring me that I was safe.

The warmth of love spread through his cherub lips as they touched my hair,

Our hearts raced in unison with the rain that pounded the window pane.  

And the tap tapping of blinds being pushed aside by the breeze in its rush to cool our 

Perspirated skin.

––––––––

[image: ]


COCOONED IN THE SATED aftermath of passion,

Sleep weaved its spell upon us as we drifted in to a blissful belonging.
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​Come Home Soon
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​By Evelyn M. Zimmer

––––––––
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October 20th, 1453

MY DEAREST LORD,

I would like to cordially invite you into my bed...*slight blush, eyes lowered, impishly wicked grin beginning at the corners of my mouth* 

It has been such a long time since I’ve felt the touch of your lips upon mine... *unconsciously running my tongue lightly over my lower lip to moisten it, catching it between my teeth...remembrance shortening my breath, causing a slightly obvious rise and fall to my chest*

To feel the touch of your hand upon my bare skin...lightly caressing my neck as you pull me closer into you, capturing my lips with yours...your eyes commanding my obedience...*a soft sigh escapes my lips, desire sharpening my senses...*

I remember greedily the feel of your fingertips as they brush the exposed cleavage of my gown...how my nipples tighten at the mere thought of it...The anticipation of being permitted to caress you in return...*catching my lower lip again, trying to suppress the soft whimpering sounds of desires long held at bay, the need warming my wanton flesh...*

How I long to feel your arms about me, caressing me...your lips dancing down my throat to the little ‘v’ of my collar bone...then lower...to tease and tantalize me...

Sire, please allow me the pleasure of undressing you again ... reveling in the masculinity of my Master...the feel of your bare skin...the taste of you against my lips...my tongue...*momentarily lost in my remembrances of the feel of you, the need growing hotter...another small whimper...*

Please Master, allow me to pleasure you...to wrap you in the moist heat of my greed for you...to feel you penetrate the very essence of what I need most from you...The feel of the head of your shaft slowly inching its way into me...causing me to wreath and beg you for more...until finally I can no longer contain my behavior...I become nothing but a wanton slave at your touch...

I miss you Master...come home soon.

Forever your wanton slave,

Your Lady 

––––––––
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NOVEMBER 10TH, 1453

He re-folded the missive and slid it back into the inside pocket of his cloak.  Sighing softly with his own longing he whispered into the empty coach, “Soon...very soon...my wicked, wicked Lady.”  Closing the curtain to the coach window, he tries to gage just how many more miles he will have to travel to be with her again.  
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​Curious Courtship: A Literary Operetta
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​By Stephanie Wright

Scot’s Honour 

“Declan and I shall return before dinner.  Do try to stay out of mischief until then.  We've got reservations at the Abstract for half seven.  I believe Maggie sent your things from Kirkhill; so, you should have something respectable to wear.”

Colina listened to her brother with one thin brow arched.  When he'd done, she nodded and bent to retrieve the sheaf of research articles she'd been reading when he stuck his head in the door.  As she looked away, Aleck moaned, and she quashed the urge to smile.

“Colina, do I have your word you'll be ready and won't have set World War III into motion while I'm gone?”

“On my honour, Aleck.”

Her tone must have been suitably submissive, for the beastly men left after that, and she watched them from a slit in the heavy drapery at the front window.  It had been several months since Declan O'Leary first came to Scotland.  More than a year since a random wind had blown him into her life quite accidentally and quite apart from her brother's dealings with him.  She meant to have him, and now that he was quite done with the Irish chit, she thought it shouldn't be too difficult to manage.  Smiling, she turned her back as the car pulled away and considered what might be taken from the trunk Maggie sent.  On her honour, she'd told her brother, and the Lindsay’s always kept their word.  

An Apparel Dilemma 

How did a woman go about choosing the proper frock to impress a man?  Historically, Colina had used only one method for dressing.  She determined whether she would be on-site at an archaeological dig, in class, or doing duty as Lord of the Manor's sister.  Then she checked the weather.  That was all.  Denims, heavy woollen sweaters and her Mac for nasty days in the outdoors, lighter jumpers for university days, and simple black trousers and white blouses for Hay castle or the south.  The occasional slim skirt if she were helping her aunt and uncle with a wedding at the castle.  It wasn't complicated.  

The thought of dressing to please a man confounded her.  She was a scholar and the sister of a minor lord with an inherited peerage of lengthy and sterling distinction.  Men were required to impress her, for Christ's sake.
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