Entanglements

By Annie Viall

The slim prow of the boat slid noiselessly toward the island. Starlight glinted pinpricks off the water, the moon left a trail of lighted ripples. The lone figure in the boat had to do nothing; it was, after all, Avalon that drew her in calling to her in the full moonlight. Raven merely had to board the vessel and answer the call, climb its stony shores to the tower on the hill.

The island was now deserted; no one came here anymore but her. She climbed past the old crumbling walls of the Druid’s Hall and continued up the wending stony path. The moon perched in invitation at the very top of the tower, Morgan’s Tower it was still called, though that witch had gone to dust centuries before.

She entered the base of the tower, and lit a torch in its sconce. She had little preparation to do for this spell; she’d practiced at home many times. This place and this phase of the moon would make it stronger by far. She expected no surprises. 
But before she could begin there was a ritual due the old Gods, and the sooner she finished that, the sooner she could begin her own business.
She approached the altar and cleansed her hands in the stone bowl under the spring’s feed into the tower. Raven unwrapped a deer’s heart and placed it on the altar while reciting the incantations. She praised the old Gods, and the Mother, and even said a prayer to Merlin, because it never hurts to hedge your bets.
She lit the fire beneath the cauldron and unpacked her things; it was time to begin.

****

The figure coalescing out of the smoke was gruesome, fanged, and reeked of sulfur. Raven had her blade at the ready, in case the spell went wrong and the demon became completely solid, she might have a chance to slit its throat before it killed her. 
The figure became clearer and hissed in agitation, its yellow eyes locked onto hers.

“I demand you answer a question!” Raven shouted at it. It roared back, one clawed hand reaching towards her, then wafting into tendrils. 

“Ask!” It writhed about and looked to be in pain.

“How do I catch a gargoyle and tame it?”

It appeared to blink at her in puzzlement, she moved closer. The apple wood beneath the cauldron snapped and popped in the ensuing silence.
“Why?” the demon asked, sounding incredulous.

“I’ve been told they make powerful Familiars,” she answered.

The demon writhed, bellowing laughter. “You are a mere mortal; you cannot seek to control a gargoyle. They are the lesser demons, they will not be owned.”

“Yeah, well, that’s what they said about my old cat, and we got along okay.” She rebuffed the demon’s arm, which had been attempting to solidify again. He roared loudly, showing an alarming amount of teeth in his heavy lower jaw.
She began to walk slow circles around the cauldron; the demon had to crane his neck to keep her in sight.

“Demon, demon in the pot

   You must give me what you’ve got.

If you won’t give me what I seek

    This spell of mine will make you weak…”

“ENOUGH!” shouted the demon. He looked at her disdainfully for a moment. “That is the lamest spell I’ve ever heard! There is a saying in Hell,” he said to her, “and that’s ‘be careful what you wish for’. You fancy yourself a pretty powerful witch. You need a reminder how mortal you really are. You overstep yourself, wench.”
Raven tried to keep her face neutral as she commanded him. “Tell me.”
“Better yet,” he said, “wait by the South shore; one will come to you at daybreak.”

There was a whistling shriek, and then a flume of sparks, and the Demon was gone. She stared at the noxious brew bubbling in the cauldron and wondered how much control had she really had over him.
She packed up her things, rolling everything carefully in her leather wraps, and vacated the tower as fast as she could. She stopped on her way down the rocky tor past the old monastery’s orchard, and then made her way across to the South shore.

Raven sat patiently waiting for dawn, eating her snack of apples and cheese on the beach. At one point thought she thought she heard deep chanting from the direction of the druid’s ruins, and glimpsed a line of torches winding around a rocky promontory towards Morgan’s Tower. She chided herself for being spooked by ghosts, of course that’s all they were. 
She gathered her cloak around her shoulders and thanked the Gods it wasn’t raining.

Daybreak came just as the skiff slid up to the shore, waiting to take her back to the mainland. She stretched and stood looking around expectantly, not exactly sure where or how the exacted prize would appear.
Just as she was giving up and placing her things into the boat, she heard a thrashing about in the trees. She watched in amazement as a large gray doglike creature belly flopped onto the beach, got up, shook itself, then began running towards her. Its tongue lolled out of its hideously ugly face and its oversized feet kicked up puffs of sand as it ran. She could feel the weight of it pounding the ground as it galumphed along the beach.
About the time Raven thought it was going to careen right into her and knock her into the lake, it dug its huge claws in and skidded to a stop. They looked at each other intently for a moment. 

It was very much dog like in its appearance, except for its insanely happy expression caused by an exaggerated smile and raised eyebrows. Its ears were quite pointed and bat-like, its legs powerful and long. It had one horn coming out of its forehead, and no wings that she could see. 
She was slightly disappointed; she would have liked one more Harpy-like in its physical attributes. She sighed heavily and shrugged her shoulders. 
It cocked its head to the side and said “Great Satan’s toes, you’re an ugly demon.”
She tried to hide her surprise, and placed her fists on her hips and glared at the Gargoyle. Its ears lowered slightly and it assumed a worried expression.

“You’re late.” she snapped at it, maintaining an annoyed glare. It sank down at Ravens feet and attempted to lick her shoe. “Get in the boat, we must reach the mainland before the fog lifts or we’ll be trapped here for G…Satan knows how long.”
It lunged to its feet and paced back and forth in front of the boat, not looking too confident. Raven watched the creature, thinking that if it thought she was a demon too, she may have a little more leverage over it. She didn’t know very much about Gargoyles. She suspected she would be learning rather quickly.

The creature lowered its head and stated, “I don’t like boats.” She climbed in first, offered a hand to it. It looked miserably from boat to shore to her, and then suddenly jumped in. The boat skittered sideways underneath them, dipping dangerously in the rear where the gargoyle sat. 

“Center yourself,” she advised, and the boat evened out and headed towards the mainland, faster than ever it had gone before.

When Raven came to, she coughed and sputtered lake water out of her lungs. She lay there for a moment retching, trying to remember what had happened. It came back to her slowly.
***

Just as the boat had neared the mainland the gargoyle had gotten excited and gotten up to watch the approach. The sudden shift had thrown the boat off, and finally, tipped it. They both went over the side fifteen feet from shore and she instinctively reached out and wrapped an arm around the gargoyles neck. 

He sank like a stone, pulling her with him. Ah Gods, she thought, he practically is stone.
The water at that point was about ten feet deep, and the gargoyle panicked. She tried to soothe him and pull him in the direction of shore, but he balked, yanking her back into deeper water. It became a battle of wills, until finally her insistence won out and she coaxed him into walking along the murky lake bottom towards ever more shallow water. As both their heads broke the surface, she grayed out.

***

She sat up weakly and looked around. He lay a few feet from her, gnawing on one of her shoes. He stopped, a string of drool stretching from his lip to what was left of her footwear. “You’re no demon,” he stated, his eyes narrowing.

“No,” she spat, “I’m a witch. Give me my shoe.” She pulled it from between his giant paws, looked at it in disgust, and raised her arm as if she would strike him with it. 

He got to his feet, looking at her solemnly. “A demon wouldn’t have saved me.”

“I shouldn’t have saved you.” She said, trying to put the ruined thing back on her foot.

He walked over to her and licked her hand. “Thanks,” he said simply.

It was several months before she went back to Avalon, the moon calling her for her duty to the old Gods. She thought of the last trip fondly, and reached over and tousled Griffith’s ears.

The boat slid silently up on the shoal, none the worse for wear. She stepped in and looked at him. “Nuh uh,” he shook his head, “I’m flying this time.” He had indeed sprouted a proud pair of wings, and in the last month had mastered his aerial skills.

Griffith landed slightly before the boat beached it’s self. The moon perched on the tip of Morgan’s Tower, as it was wont to on these solstice nights. The air was electrified, full of power, and then she realized little lightnings were flying from her hair and cloak as she walked. This was the added power of her Familiar, they complimented each other nicely.
They climbed to the top of the tor and entered the tower where she lit the torch with a motion of her hand. She flung a ball of fire at the fireplace and lit the apple wood laid there. Sweet smoke drifted through the tower’s lower rooms.

She unwrapped a boar’s heart as her offering to the altar, the mighty beast taken in the woods by the cottage by Griffith. It was a good offering, powerful and brave. She said her prayers to the Gods, the Mother, and began her private homage to Merlin, when a gravely voice sounded right at her shoulder.
“Well.” She spun around to see the demon smiling at her.

“Interesting,” he stated and arched an eyebrow towards Griffith who appeared to be frozen in mid-leap.

“I gave you a whelp of a pup, thinking it would eat you before you could get off the island, but you seem to have tamed it,” he reached a clawed finger towards her, and a lightning bolt leapt out to meet it. A foul acrid puff of smoke drifted up. “Not only tamed it,” he continued, looking curiously at his singed claw, “but harnessed its power.”
Raven managed to get the altar between her and the demon, but she didn’t feel any safer. She decided to say nothing, rather than risk making the demon mad, although she was beginning to think she was pretty much dead anyway. 
She started reviewing spells in her head, but her eye kept being drawn back to the fireplace and the cauldron there. How foolish she was! She’d lit the fire beneath it without any precautions, and the last summoning had repeated it’s self, bringing the demon all the way into this dimension.

He moved closer to her, his cloven feet echoing on the stone floor. “You wench, I don’t know how you did it, but it’ll soon be undone. No mortal owns a gargoyle. They are demon spawn, demon bound, to do with as we please.”
Raven began a chant in her head, and then began to whisper;

“Be gone from here you filthy cheat,

     With breath that smells like dirty feet.

Go back to where you came here from.

    Go back to stay you piece of scum.”
The demon stopped, wide eyed with laughter. “You are absolutely the worst spell caster I have ever met!”  He grabbed for her, setting off a flurry of lightning bolts all aimed at his hands and arms.

She suddenly picked up the boar’s heart and threw it at the demon. It went winging past his shoulder and landed in the boiling pot with a splash. There was a loud POP, and an old man in blue robes appeared by the hearth, walking stick in his hand.
The old man looked surprised for a moment, then waggled his beard, raised his stick, pointing it at the demon and yelled; “VAN-EESH-IMO!”
The demon disappeared in a whoosh, his bellow trailing after.

“Huh.” The old man said, looking at her rather owlishly.

“Van-eesh-imo?” she asked.
“Well, that.” he said, scuffing his pointy-toed shoe across the stone floor, “I’m ah, learning Italian, you know. Nobody knows Latin anymore.” He reached up and yanked his beard self consciously.
Raven asked timidly; “are you Merlin? You…you are, aren’t you?”

“Well, yes, I guess I am,” the old man replied. He waved his stick in the general direction of Griffith, who unfroze and landed in an exhausted heap by the altar. “It’s been a very long time since anyone had the power to summon me, you know, I haven’t quite figured out how you did it.”

“Don’t ask me,” Raven snorted. “I just think of stupid things and they happen.”

“Well,” Merlin said, looking extremely uncomfortable. He looked around. “Oh,” he said, somewhat alarmed. “Not my favorite place, this.”
“Oh my,” Raven exclaimed, “I am sorry! You…you can go now if you like. Thank you very much for saving me.”

“Hmmm. Welcome. Be more careful in the future, please. Well, I’m not sure…” he spun around in confusion, and then looked at her. “Quite possibly you’ll have to…”

“OH!” she exclaimed. “What shall I, I mean what spell…?”

He clucked at her, tugging his moustaches.
“My dear girl,” he said shaking his head. “It’s not the spell, but the thought behind it that makes it work. Seriously; ‘with breath that smells like dirty feet?’  How is that a spell?” He chuckled into his beard.
She smiled at the old Wizard, waited until he was about to say something else, then waved her hand and yelled, “VAN-EESH-IMO!”

End.
