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Foreword 

T 
o me, Folklore is the ivy entwining the pen to the writerôs ima-
gination. It is the nature of storytelling: escapism, possibility 
and innovation. 

I have childhood memories of a book of fairy stories. I always 
preferred to listen to the accompanying audio-cd so that I could follow 
the illustrations, perhaps driven by Folkloreôs roots to oral storytelling. 
My early studies in Creative Writing were during the fairy-tale retelling 
surge of the late 2010s, reading authors like Angela Carter and Eowyn 
Ivey. Still, I underestimated Folklore as an influence until 2020. 

The pandemic cornered me back to my parentsô house, where I com-
pleted my degree. What was supposed to be the fairy-door into the rest 
of my life, instead, left me to question everything: my career, my rela-
tionship, what made me feel óat homeô. The one consistent, writerly voi-
ce in my life, entwining my 8-year-old mind with this one, released a 
surprise album. Taylor Swiftôs folklore blends good writing and music 
with storytelling. In 17 songs, Swift explored every facet of why we 
need stories. More importantly, why we need to tell them. Sharing the 
artefacts of our imagination helps us feel rooted in something, but also, 
helps us challenge that which has us rooted. 

When I was invited to oversee this project, I presented the team with 
its roots. When contrasted with its sister anthology project, The Folklore 
Anthology was limited to a digital publication with no pre-established 
infrastructure for print distribution, and its online profile had been dor-
mant for a year. Our task for the group was to produce another digital 
publication, and to strengthen the presence of the project. 

They told me they wanted to print. 

As a tutor, my job is not to change their mind. Rather, I took on the 
task of translating every possible way that the challenge of printing 
might divert the group from the original brief. 

The theme óHomelandô captured how Folklore makes us feel, and the 
group hoped it would inspire the global majority community studying at 
York St John University to share what Folklore means to them. By the 
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second week of the semester, they had liaised with a small press and had 
plans to fundraise to cover the costs of the press printing their antho-
logy. In less than a month, they significantly boosted online engagement 
with the project. By Easter Break, printing was fully funded (and then 
some) and the diversity of submissions captured the ethos of The Fol-
klore Anthology and its legacy. 

If at any stage of the process I have made the mistake of under-
estimating what this group could achieve in 12 weeks, they have proved 
me wrong in the most folkloric way possible. 

We turn to Folklore to feel grounded, but mostly, when we need to 
feel inspired by possibility. The team have truly raised the bar for the 
future of this project, and it has been a delight to watch it happen. 

Chloe Hanks 

Poet, PGR & Casual Academic 
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Last of the First Footings 

James Palmer 

As I leave the house for the last time this year 

Without a shred of apprehension, dread or fear 

Despite the dark of the dank back street 

Dancing around bins, careful with my feet, 

 

I think back to strife, walking ahead in life 

And I am warmed by pride against the cold, 

Kissing my round nose like a loving wife: 

I had been through hardships and didnôt fold. 

 

The best of stress and daunting duress 

Where I am the stain on someoneôs dress, 

Has been blasted out in bombastic cheers. 

With my populous, prolific, promising peers 

 

I turn the brick corner, a bland, lifeless, 

Reiteration of every other house row. 

No god or deity has been here to bless 

The terrace with an animal, being or crow. 
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The wise one eyed sacrificial father, 

Found our affairs too much a bother 

To listen to our heretic heartbeats 

Sprawled upon cemented streets 

 

Moreover the brave beautiful blood 

Runs too thin in my mongrel veins: 

Natureôs guardian turned into a dud 

From humanityôs expanding domains 

 

At the door, opened with the cold 

Keys within my hands, I alone behold 

Poorly timed, vibrant celebrations 

For fighting our folkloric foundations. 

 

I check my digital, soulless watch 

against the illuminated darkness 

With cash, coal, bread and scotch 

In a bag full of promised happiness. 

 

Midnight struck, the door opens to my home 

And I step in, away from the mythical biome. 
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El Sol Invicto ƀ Guatemala 

Charlie Mason 

I named the first one Julie. 

The others: Joe, Sam, Mandy, Sue, and Katie. 

ñWe went all the way to Whitby for óem. Took us all day, that.ò 

Nana always did look after me. Nana, and the worry dolls. They were 
trustworthy. Reliable. Tangible. Every morning before school, every 
evening after, I would open the felt-lined box and whisper inside. 

iôm worried about mum 

    donôt tell anyone 

but 

     she didnôt come home until four this morning 

        i wrapped her in a blanket and left her on the couch 

   she still hasnôt moved 

  

Closing the box, Iôd stand in the window, fingering the seashells su-
perglued to the lid with a shaky finger. 

When mum disappeared for the last time, I didnôt dare tell Nana. 
Sheôd only worry. Julie knew. She always knew. I didnôt have to say a 
word. 

We left together. 

She never complained, but I knew she missed the felt. Didnôt like the 
cold and the wet. The wool around her legs unravelled after a night or 
two. Sheôd shiver all through the night, her little stick legs splintering 
and weighed down with rainwater. 

Iôd tell her stories of Maya to get her through. Princess Maya, the sun 
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god, and the special gift. All humanly worries, wiped away at will. What 
we would give! Huddled together, weôd imagine we were princesses. 
That our bones werenôt splintering. The blacks of our eyes werenôt 
smudging. That someone, somewhere, was looking out for us. The sun 
god was coming. We just had to wait. 

When we went back for the others, Julie looked different to the other 
dolls. She got the felt all muddy. Kept fidgeting through the night. 
Couldnôt seem to settle. 

Julie and I have our own house now. I even wrapped some new trou-
sers around her lovely little legs. Theyôre colourful, and they keep her 
warm. I couldnôt quite scrub the mud out of the boxôs felt lining. 

I tried, I tried, and I tried. 

Then I stopped. 

I took the box and I held it in my hand, running a finger across the 
seashells, turning my face toward the sunlight streaming in through my 
window. The pad of my finger roamed freely, taking in every ridge, eve-
ry crack, every fleck of dried superglue... and then, I buried it in the bin. 

She prefers to be in the sun anyway. 

I smile at her every morning when I open the curtains. 

Julie hasnôt shivered through a night in years. 
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The Story of Saint Gwynllyw ƀ 
Wales 

Ryan Williams 

T 
here was once a pirate king turned patron saint, who terrorised the 
Bristol Channel. Sailors turned tail when they saw his ships and 
shivered at the mere mention of his name - Gwynllyw. His infamy 
rose from his merciless raids of neighbouring kingdoms. Thieves 

jumped at the opportunities he offered, as he often instigated robberies 
against his enemies. One such raid of the kingdom of Brycheiniog was to 
steal away one of King Brychanôs beautiful daughters, Gwladys, who he 
insisted on marrying. They lived together supposedly happily while 
Gwynllyw carried on his raiding and lawless life. 

His terror continued for many years afterwards, at least until he had a 
dream. A dream of a pure, shining white ox with a black star upon its fo-
rehead, a vision given to him by an angel. When he awoke, he searched and 
searched until he saw this ox in real life, this proved to him it must have 
been a sign for him to find God. He built a church where he found it, insis-
ting the ox was a sign from above and lived there for the rest of his life, a 
common way of life for Welsh saints. 

After a long life as a religious hermit, he died at his church but not befo-
re cursing it to protect it from pillagers and pirates who may seek revenge 
on him. Pirates did try to steal his wealth from his resting place at the cathe-
dral and as they fled by water, a storm began. Waves bashing the sides of 
the boats, rain hailing down on them and then, in the mist and downpour, the 
spirit of Gwynllyw appeared to reclaim his treasure, bringing the boat down 
with the storm. 

His fearsome reputation was reinforced by this story, a reputation so well 
known that he became a patron saint figure for pirates and smugglers, inclu-
ding the legendary Newport buccaneer, Sir Henry Morgan. His influence on 
Newport can be seen today, the area of Pill or Pillgwenlly is named after 
him, as well as the numerous buildings donning his anglicised name and the 
statue of the ox in the city centre. 
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The Bull from Blythe ƀ England 

Elliott Scriven 

W 
hen you grow up here there is only one subject on peopleôs 
lips. The cobbled streets of Geordieland crackle with antici-
pation for the weekend. The playgrounds teem with children 
copying their heroes, and the pubs are filled with debate on 

the big issues of black and white. When I was young, my grandad would 
recount the legends of óWor Jackieô and the pubs were filled with stories 
of óSuper Macô. How they served the community with the greatest dis-
tinction and brought a happiness to this region it had seldom seen. They 
delivered treasure to our home that was now nothing but a distant dream. 
Even though I watched the legend of Shearer in real time, his aura was 
dwindling. He was an ageing hero. He had tried everything to return 
glory to us but had been thwarted by Red Devils and Gunners. He is still 
revered for everything he did. I still talk of him with awe in my eyes. But 
that treasureé thatôs what we speak of.   

The roar of Geordies had been reduced to a faint whisper, filled with 
discontent and resentment. Generations were now accepting that the 
treasure would never be ours again as our community, our club was run 
by callous hands. But on one October night, seeds of hope were sewn, 
and shoots of recovery soon became clear to see. A matador in Madrid 
returned to our shores, a Brazilian lion from Lyon crossed the channel 
and A bull from Blythe was given the grandest of homecomings. I will 
tell my children of that night, where local heroes were serenaded and 
communities danced in the street. The statue of Sir Bobby stood even 
more proudly in the Autumnal sunshine, that his place finally had a chan-
ce of returning to the promised land.   

And not eighteen months later, under the guidance of Eddie, they led 
us to the brink of the fabled treasure. I watched hundreds of thousands 
descend on Trafalgar Square in anticipation. My father told me he hadnôt 
witnessed such scenes. Eternal glory has no price, but men, women and 
children would have given all they had to be in the coliseum that day. If 
only to tell their family in years to come what it was like to be there, 
when the next annal of our cityôs history was written.   

The burden was too heavy as hearts laid broken before us, beaten in 
battle once more. People older than me spoke of expecting and how this 
is just what we do. A story I will now pass down. Success isnôt meant for 
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people like us.   

But, in late February, we had plotted the course to glory once more. The 
hallowed Wembley turf, the battleground against the Reds of Merseyside. 
And in that moment, I felt what those before me must have felt. We are 
destined to be valiant in our pursuit of the treasure we covet so dearly, 
but valance only counts for so much.   

Isnôt it funny what the prospect of immortality can make you do? So-
mething magical.   

I watched that bull from Blythe fly higher than any magpie ever had. 
To reach up and high-five God as the other hand grasped the silverware. I 
heard the whispers return to roars as the very foundations of that sacred 
place shook under the gravity of what we were achieving. You donôt get 
what you want through flashes of inspiration, you must earn the right 
through valour and grit. We raise bulls and matadors and lions to carry 
those features in abundance. When Alexander the Great swept in, the tide 
of black and white went wild as belief ran free.   

We had done it. After seventy long years, we dined at the top table 
again.   

My first thought was to the stories my father and grandfather had told 
me. As our victory was confirmed, I found myself consoling strangers 
forty years my senior as their tears fell on my shoulder. Silver had never 
shined as bright as when it was in our hands. It hit home to me. The sheer 
volume of people that have been born, grown up, raised families and 
died, dreaming to see this day. How lucky am I? To be here in this mo-
ment, to bear witness of the day a bull from Blythe said, óno moreô. A 
day where a group of people became legends in my city.   

Our city.   

I was a part of the origin story that will outlive me. I have no doubt 
that by the time I reach old age, that day will have countless versions, all 
of which will have some element of truth. But there will be one fact that 
will always remain, they- he restored pride in our region. My children 
will tell their children about óWor Jackieô, óSuper Macô, Shearer and now 
as I told them, the bull from Blythe.  
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An Elegy For My Namesake ƀ             
England 

Josh Clough 

At your grave I weep, 

A descendant of those strung ï hung  

Carried in chains over the valley. 

 
The speak of your people  

Those I tell gasp ï eyes widen ï óare you really?ô 

I nod, say true, as Hecate would have it. 

 
I scream your name 

A voice for a hundred called to blame. 

Liars ï whores ï spawns of evil, 

Speak, girl, and thou will be stoned. 

 
Living on superstition, 

A reckless faith they said. 

Dirt in jars; little black cats; 

A belief in something earthly. 
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Yet they carried you 

By hand and bone 

A scrawny crone. 

To Judgment; Castle, 

Days of reckoning. 

 
But today we celebrate you 

Today we honour you 

Today I weep. 

 
By the Pendle Witches,  

Iôll carry on with our belief.  
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The Supernatural Folklore of         
Pakistan ƀ Pakistan 

Mishail David 

T 
he one thing that fascinates me the most is learning about the 
mythological creatures and folktales from diverse cultures 
around the world. Growing up I would always watch horror 
TV shows and movies (even though they would keep me up at 

night) and my cousins and I had a tradition of telling ghost stories when 
we would have a sleepover. Perhaps getting to know about the unknown 
or this curiosity of coming across something that exists but is not always 
evident has always captivated me. This is the reason why I have read and 
heard about various folktales from around the world. Over the past few 
years, I have become interested in the folklore and mythologies from my 
home country and have come across a ton of stories about vampires, 
mermaids, shapeshifters and what not. A common characteristic of these 
myths is how various monsters and supernatural entities manifest them-
selves in traditional stories: 

Ghouls (Arabic lore), La Llorona (Mexico), Yokai and OnryǾ 
(Japan), Caoineag (Scotland), Jiangshi (China): different demonic and 
ghostlike spirits have always been an important part of regional folktales 
around the world. 

My home country, Pakistan, is also home to legends of monsters and 
demons. Folktales that have been passed between generations for centu-
ries, from the female vampiric figure known as Rui, seen in the northern 
areas of Pakistan, to an enormous sea monster that was believed to live 
right on the coast of Karachi (now a major industrial city). An interest-
ing but lesser-known form of these unnerving figures finds its origins in 
the northern region of Pakistan. This ghostly being is called Pichal Peri 
or churail (Urdu: Этᵱͧmeaning back-footed). This legend is firmly 
ingrained in the rural, mountainous areas, especially in the provinces of 
Gilgit Baltistan and Khyber Pakhtunkhwa, where the isolation and un-
tamed landscape have long served as a breeding ground for mysterious 
tales. 

There is not much known about the Pichal Peri. However, rare sight-
ings are also reported in the Punjab province of Pakistan. Those who 
make these claims are typically rural village elders who are known to 
have superstitious beliefs and are also the ones who pass on these 
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folktales through oral traditions. The legend of the Pichal Peri survives 
through these elders, who have often used it as an explanation for myste-
rious natural occurrences or as a cautionary tale. In these cultures, super-
natural explanations are ingrained in everyday life, and paranormal lore 
serves two purposes: it cautions against going out alone at night in the 
dark and dense forests or isolated mountain trails, and it provides a means 
of making sense of the unknown in an area where natural hazards such as 
dangerous terrain, harsh weather, or wild animals are common. 

The Pichal Peri is thought to exist in two different forms. Typically, 
she presents herself as a lovely woman who targets weak men. Every-
thing about her, with the exception of her backward-pointing feet, can be 
concealed. These feet are often interpreted symbolically, representing a 
being that moves in an ñunnaturalò direction or is formed from the realm 
of the dead. In addition to marking her magical background, her feet also 
offer a useful hint for anyone who thinks they can identify her among 
regular people.  

According to other reports, witnesses have seen the woman change 
or morph into a twenty-foot tall, demonic creature with a long face, long 
fingers, hunched back, bloodied clothing, big round eyes, and untidy 
hair that covers the majority of her face. 

A man who is alone is the target of the Pichal Peri, which emerges in 
deep, remote woodlands after nightfall. If the Pichal Peri is malevolent 
it is not made clear. Since these accounts are typically provided by peo-
ple claiming to be first-hand witnesses, the majority of them feature the 
victim fleeing. According to elders in several villages, visitors and resi-
dents who venture into the woods by themselves each year disappear 
and are never discovered. A Pichal Peri, they say, is a plausible explana-
tion. For instance, the severe, difficult terrain, altitude, and temperature 
of Malka Parbat have killed numerous mountain climbers in Naran (a 
highland region in Pakistan) who have attempted to ascend it. People 
who live in Naran think this is because of supernatural beings that live 
on the mountain, such as the Pichal Peri. Both locals and visitors are 
still fascinated by the legend of the Pichal Peri today. Some view it as a 
simple superstition based on the difficulties of mountain life, while oth-
ers value it as a deep, symbolic story that captures the region's morals, 
fears, and social values. 

Essentially, northern Pakistani folklore, represented by the mysteri-
ous Pichal Peri, acts as a link between the magical past and the present, 
beckoning with equal parts caution and intrigue. Similar legends can be 
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found in nearby South Asian regions, where malevolent female spirits 
like the Churail are common. Nonetheless, the geographical and cultur-
al context of the Pichal Peri legend makes it distinct. Although the con-
cept of a female spirit is prevalent in South Asian folklore, the northern 
tradition places particular emphasis on these spiritsô backward feet, 
making them individual to the area. Local customs, religious beliefs 
about jinn (Djinn) and restless spirits, and even common cultural val-
ues that emphasize the duality of beauty and terror have all influenced 
these stories over time and given them a place as symbols of regional 
identity. 
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Peg Powler ƀ England 

Anais Cliff 

I  have never understood the parents who use fairy stories to stop their children from doing things. ñGo to bed or the boogeyman 
will get youò. Surely the threat of natural consequences is far more 
suitable than a monster that is ultimately nothing more than a 

bump in the night or the rustling of leaves. 

You see a lot of these parents by the river, fussing as their little ones 
teeter by the banks. Tiny feet strapped into tiny trainers trampling pond-
weeds and cat tails. Sticky hands ripping up fistfuls of grass and throw-
ing them at unsuspecting passers-by. They edge close to the river, peer-
ing into the murk, then are called away by anxious mothers, warning 
them of the monster in the water. 

ñPeg Powlerôll grab your ankles and pull you in. Sheôll take you back 
to her cave and gobble you up!ò 

Unless you live anywhere near the Tees, I donôt suppose youôll know 
who that is. Even if you do, itôs been a long time since Iôve met someone 
else who knows her. óPeg Powlerô is one of the aforementioned fairy sto-
ries to stop children from getting too close to the bank of the River Tees. 
You know, the usual: a green old hag with shrivelled, mottled skin and 
sharp, steel teeth, perfect for tearing the flesh from the bones of misbe-
having children. I think it mustôve worked because you donôt see many 
kids near the river anymore. I imagine this is rather inconvenient for Peg 
and must make for some very long and very hungry days, maybe weeks. 
I suppose we donôt have many drownings anymore either; she must be 
starving. 

Times have changed, though, havenôt they? You donôt see kids play-
ing out as much anymore, bikes strewn across lawns and scooters 
dropped quickly at the ends of drives. There arenôt any dens in the 
woods, built of tumbled branches and snatches of leaves with metal 
spoons to dig for treasure and dinosaur bones. I think parents are just 
scared now, I can hardly blame them. We donôt live in a world where the 
kids come back when the streetlights turn on. You very rarely hear of 
Peg Powler anymore because now there are far scarier things than per-
sonified pond scum, but I digress. 
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I wonder what she eats now, if she canôt eat children. Maybe sheôs 
turned to a diet of fish, although I donôt know that there actually are 
many fish in the Tees, at least not the part of the Tees thatôs near me. 
And I donôt imagine she could sustain herself on plants, definitely not 
the plants in that water; it wouldnôt surprise me if theyôve mutated from 
all the oil and piss in the water. 

I think weôve been unkind to Peg Powler, insulting her, ridiculing her, 
using her to scare our children all these years. What if sheôs just a girl 
who doesnôt understand? A girl with shrivelled skin, from living under-
water all her life, like when we sit in the bath too long. A girl whoôs 
green to help her hide from the people who mock and jeer and fear her, 
even though she tries to smile at them whenever they come near. A girl 
who simply doesnôt get why we bring our young to the riverbank and let 
them run around, like mealworms on a hook, and then scream in horror 
when she takes our offerings. 

Peg Powler could be anywhere now. Maybe sheôs dead, speared by 
fishermen or pecked to pieces by swans. Maybe, sheôs left the Tees in 
search of greener pastures, as it were, with more families ready to make 
eager offerings. Maybe she never existed in the first place. All I know is 
that she is nowhere near the books on our shelves, she no longer haunts 
the minds of children whenever theyôre near the shore. Maybe, if I dip 
my legs in the river, sheôll appear, and weôll begin telling her tale to our 
children again. 
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Letter to a Fairy ƀ Scotland 

Alivia Manning 

T 
o whoever finds this letter, 

Fairies, or ñThe Faeò, are characters from tales that have been 
told many times over, even if most of those finer details have 
been twisted by the fantastical minds of children. They do not 

have wings, there is no fairy dust, but perhaps their voices really do 
chime like little bells. If you listen carefully, you might be able to hear 
them laughing and chattering. They say the younger you are, the more of 
a chance you have of doing so. 

We used to take those fairy circle as warnings when we were little, 
warnings to stay away from their little patches of the meadow. The one 
closest to my home was a small circle of daisies under an old oak tree. 
Flowers so simple and plain they made you wonder why our parents 
would deem the circles so dangerous. I used to think, -no, I used to 
dream- of that ring of flowers every night as a child, always hoping that 
one day I would see them twinkle when the sun was at its peak, its rays 
painting the petals gold. They were so mesmerising, calling to us, or in 
my highest hopes maybe just calling to me. No one ever really did touch 
them, though; our parents would whisk us away before we could. Or per-
haps we just grew bored of watching the fairyless daisies. 

After a while, I lost interest all together. The flowers stayed where 
they were, never wilting, never changing. Although rumours did start one 
summer when I was sixteen, about a young boy who plucked a flower 
from the circle. That evening, his two front teeth fell straight out. Per-
haps it was the work of the fairies, stealing from him like he stole from 
them. Or maybe he just ate one too many bonbons. 

I grew up, learned embroidery, how to play the piano and the ways of 
polite society, ways that didnôt look too kindly on childrenôs stories in 
the heads of young ladies. I had stopped dreaming of that ring of daisies, 
but they seemed to keep appearing no matter how I tried to forget them. 
They bloom each March in the meadow outside my window. Even my 
childhood bedspread was powder blue, decorated with those simple 
white and yellow flowers, the same flower said to symbolise purity, 
childbirth and joy, flowers befitting a child who was born a miracle, with 
bright eyes. óA giftô, theyôd call me. 
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And now that Iôm eighteen, I feel that I canôt ignore the signs any 
longer; the daisies on my windowsill each morning, the whispers of bells 
as I try to sleep, the twinkling in the grass that I pretend I donôt see. So, I 
write this letter to you. Whether you are my parents, the neighbours or 
some children who watch the fairy circles like I used to. Or perhaps even 
a fairy. 

I end this letter with a story. A story of a girl who danced in that exact 
fairy circle that youôll warn your children about. A girl dressed all in 
white with those daisies braided and weaved into her hair. Donôt follow 
her, donôt try to bring her home because she was lost before, and now 
she is found. If you see her dancing, let her. That is the dance of some-
one who is free, someone whoôs off with the fairies 

Goodbye, 

I suppose thereôs no fun in giving you my name. 
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Werewolf ƀ England 

Woody Whittick 

Your prim convention dictates how my womanliness should be manifested  

Sheeplike, I must submit to grooming, hide my true state  

Censor it to discreet riddance with blades, shrivelling chemicals, wax  

It does not pass muster. Its periodic lapses are a taboo subject, a curse  

  

How offensive it is  

  

Mostly I am staunch, sanguineé  

But once a month (about bloody time) I become aware and dare to kick 
against the pricks  

Bristling, cursing, hackles rising with the waxing moon, I reclaim my natu-
ral state 

I woman-up, up, up, relishing the rush, the tidal quickening 

Tugging at my flesh, my very bones, turning my inside out  

Extruding muzzle, whiskers, fangs, claws, tail, pelt, hide  

  

I cast off my sheepôs clothing  

Oh, how hairy I am (all the better to keep myself warm)  
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My blood-sisters are with me  

Disordered, we flower when the moon is full, womanifesting in synchrony  

We muster at midnight, fell females in full pelt, primitive, primeval, prime  

Spreading, streaming through the óhood, bloody-minded liminal women all  

Fraying into affray, riding a feral wave of femalevolent frenzy  

  

We take the offensive, pelting convention into submission, going with the 
flow of lupine lunacy,  

Marking our territory with a danger warning, tearing through the town, pain-
ting it red  

  

This time you call That time is Our time, and we claim our domain  

Your festering manliness does not pass muster here in our crimson home-
land  

We will blow your house down  

  

To you I am just a bit of tail, but now I am my big bad self  

  

What big eyes I have, what big ears, big teeth  

I will eat you for breakfast  

Wolf you down  

  

Hide  

  

I am coming  
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The Tale of the Fortune Serpent of 
Petra ƀ Jordan 

Sama Habib 

T 
here once was a small hut on the edge of the great Petra desert, 
where old lady Haifa lived a quiet life, depending on her sheep 
for a living. Each morning, she went to the valley to herd her 
sheep, only returning home once the sun had set. 

Haifaôs days were always the same, until one day, while she was 
feeding her sheep from an old well, she heard a loud howl that sent her 
sheep into a frenzy. While carefully looking around for the source of the 
scream, she discovered a striking serpent squirming between the rocks, 
unable to move. Old Haifa shook in fear initially, but the snakeôs woeful 
cries softened her heart, and she decided to help it. She took her staff and 
shuffled the rocks until the snake was set free. 

The snake looked at her and faintly said: 

óYou saved my life, and for that I owe you a great deal. As a token of 
my thanks, I will bring you gold from my secret treasure every day for as 
long as I live.ô 

Since that day, the snake would visit her cabin every night and leave a 
piece of gold on her doorstep. With the passage of time, old Haifa be-
came rich, and the word spread between the people. 

The news reached her neighbour, and greed overtook him, so he be-
gan spying on her in search for the truth behind her wealth. Soon enough, 
he discovered the secret of the snake, and he planned on killing it so he 
could take its fortune for himself. 

The following night, when the snake came to visit Haifa, the neigh-
bour caught it by surprise and killed it with a rock. To his shock, once 
the snake was dead, the treasure disappeared, and the gluttonous neigh-
bour remained with nothing. The old lady mourned the death of her loyal 
friend, and the fortune was forever gone. 



 

ом 

Will O Wisp ƀ Anglo-Saxon & Celtic 

Grace Barber 

N 
ana had been deteriorating for a while, but even in her final 
days, she was still her. When my Granddad was in the later 
stages of Alzheimerôs, he was different. Although, he still 
had his ingrained manners and the love he held for his wife. 

But Nana was still her. She was still Penelope. Mum and I had been sit-
ting on the couch for ages, I think. Time moved slowly. The in-laws 
were buzzing throughout the room with jokes as the grandkids sat on the 
various chairs awkwardly. I just let myself sink into the sofa. My body 
felt heavy. We had arrived after school, before the sky was pitch black 
and this cold night had begun to grasp the corners of the windows with 
tiny icicles. 

When I was younger, I used to visit my Grandparents every weekend. 
They lived in a bungalow with a large garden I could play in. When the 
weather was nice, Granddad took me to this sweet park full of trees, 
swings, slides, everything a small child could desire. My memory of it is 
sparse, but I distinctly recall my Granddad smiling. 

Other times, Iôd sit with my grandmother in the living room. The 
walls were dark red with art depicting their old dog, Henry. There was 
also a tall glass cabinet filled with small ornaments, and a picture of her 
father. Nana spoke about him a lot. Each time, there was this look in her 
eyes. She missed him but she was proud of him. Nana briefly joined him 
overseas when he was deployed there, while her brothers remained in 
York with their mother, which allowed Nana and her father to become 
very close. When she returned home, he was unable to stay because of 
the war. My Nana got to stay in York but couldnôt go to school and had 
to survive on rations. Weirdly, though, she often spoke as if it were a 
fond memory, especially the day she got to see her father again. He had 
been captured while fighting and when he returned home, he was so 
skinny and starved that no one could recognise him. No one, except 
Nana, who ran to him even when she was told not to. Later she told me 
about these lights she saw out of her window the night before. ñWill-oô-
Wisps,ò she called them, claimed they were spirits guiding her father 
home. 

I think about that story a lot and wonder whether I wouldôve recog-
nised him had I been in Nanaôs position. 
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By midnight, nothing had changed, and Mum had decided that I need-
ed to go home. For the past five hours, I had been drifting through day-
dreams and sleep. Meanwhile, Dad refused to leave Nanaôs side. 

ñGeorgina,ò Mum whispered, ñWeôre going to head home, okay?ò 

I shook my head. 

ñItôll be alright. You can say goodbye!ò 

I shook my head again. 

ñGeorgina, pleaseéò She mumbled, pulling me into her chest. 
ñWeôre not making it any better. I know youôre scared but just say a 
quick goodbye, Iôll be right there with you.ò 

As I pulled myself up, I could feel my feet failing beneath me. I was 
overwhelmed to the point of crying uncontrollably. I liked Nanaôs house. 
The roses, the toys, the books, the movies, the ornaments, the smells. 
The things that reminded me of safety and home. It was fading away. I 
didnôt visit enough. I loved visiting when I was a kid, but with school, I 
just felt so tiredé 

Mum clutched my shoulder, ñItôs okay,ò she whispered, guiding me 
to the door, ñSheôll be happy to see you,ò 

I nodded; my body still frozen as the door creaked open. 

ñIôm going to get this one to bed,ò Mum announced, ñShe just wants 
to say goodbye.ò 

I looked over to Nanaôs bed. It was covered with soft blankets and 
fluffed pillows as if it had been cleaned before we arrived. Just across 
from us was the bay window that looked out at the pink roses, which had 
begun to wilt, with small specks of cold floating away from them. 

Nana looked peaceful, serene almost. 

ñGeorgina, come here,ò Dad called. He was sitting on a wooden chair 
next to the bed, his back facing the window. ñItôs okay.ò 

I knelt and looked at Nana, her skin wrinkled and soft. ñGoodbye, 
Nana. I love you.ò I kissed her forehead. 
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Dad smiled, holding my hand as his eyes filled with tears. ñThank 
you.ò 

Mum took me under her arm again, promising to bring Dad some 
proper Yorkshire tea before guiding me away. After so many hours, the 
house had become quiet with low murmurs of comfort from my dad and 
Aunts. 

When I left the house, I saw something at the bottom of the driveway. 
It was like a small ball of ghostly flames as it hovered above the ground. 
Then there was another and another, each paving a path. Something 
about them pulled at me, begging me to follow. So, I did. At first, I me-
andered towards the little lights like an aimless zombie. Mum tried to 
grab me, telling me I needed to get in the car, and this was not the time 
for jokes, but I didnôt stop. Eventually, as the earlier flames began disap-
pearing, I started to run. Chasing each orb faster than I had ever run be-
fore despite barely being able to see my hands in front of me. 

Eventually, I arrived at the York barracks. My Granddad had met 
Nana here while he was conscribed. I kept walking, allowing each of the 
ghostly lanterns to guide me. Then they stopped. The Lanterns didnôt 
disappear, but their light hushed. Thatôs when I saw them. 

Two people, ghostly blue and smiling as they hugged. I recognised 
Granddad. He looked like the picture they had used for his funeral. The 
woman was younger but equally happy, with curly hair and sparkling 
eyes as she gazed at the man holding her. Thatôs when I knew. The 
Wisps had granted me a final moment of joy with my Nana and deliv-
ered her home. 
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