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~ The scarecrow fails to scare anything but the over imaginative.~



The Scarecrow’s Daughter

The new scarecrow was only slightly disturbing to Jeanne. Her father had fashioned it
from some of the old clothing that he couldn’t bring himself to throw away. Jeanne’s mother had
died a few years ago, and her father, in good intentions and from his love, could throw none of
her things out. Over time, he had given some of it to Jeanne to use, with the instructions to be
very careful with them. Jeanne understood the feeling of finality that came with burning old, but
cherished items. She remembered burning some of her oldest toys, it was painful to watch.

Looking back up at the scarecrow that had been erected in the middle of her garden, she
could see the clumsy stitching of a man whose hands were rough from working on a farm, and
was never taught how to sew. Her mother’s torn blouse was sewn together, the pearl colored
buttons that had once graced the thin cotton shirt were missing. In their place was heavy brown
twine that stood out starkly against the delicate pink color of the fabric. With the same twine,
Jeanne’s father had attached a light-green broom skirt and a soiled apron. The one that her
mother always wore when gathering eggs. Yellow from broken yolks was still caked onto the red
apron. It had never been washed after her death. Jeanne watched as the skirt wiped about
violently as a gust of wind assaulted the garden.

Jeanne wiped the tears that formed away from her eyes, and forced herself to look up at
the face of the scarecrow again. Its head was made out of a off white colored cotton flour sack.
Jeanne didn’t understand using a white cloth, when the dirt would only soil it. To her it seemed
like a waste of a good flour sack.

The scarecrow’s face was made up to look like a woman. Her father had used her
mother’s old crumbling makeup. Her lips were a pale pink, the nose and eyes drawn in brown
eyeliner. Eye shadow colored the pupils green, and the lids another shade of light pink. Rouge
highlighted imaginary cheekbones. Jeanne shivered, was there a point to giving a face to a
scarecrow? The makeup was applied roughly, not just as though it was done by someone that
wasn’t used to using it, but as though it had been done in anger. The lips were too large, and
small chunks of lipstick clung to the fabric. The eye shadow was crumbling with age, but the way
it was smeared on seemed forced. Yet the outlines, the ones done it the eyeliner pencil, were
done carefully, almost seemed loving.

On the top of the scarecrows head, sat one of her mother’s bonnets. The ones she would
wear when in the church’s Easter play about pioneer women and God. The brown twine could be
seen stitched into the scarecrows head. Long strings of hair poked out from under the dark brown
bonnet, placed here and there to make it look as though hair had slipped out of their binding.
Jeanne found herself staring at those hairs in shock. It was the same color as her mother’s had
been, and from that distance, the hair looked real. Could father have kept mother’s hair? Jeanne
felt her stomach churn. Not only would this scarecrow keep birds away, but her as well. Jeanne
wondered what had possessed her father to make it look so much like mother. She hoped that it



hadn’t been intentional, yet she had some doubts.

Four years ago, Jeanne’s father, Barrett, had found his wife on their kitchen floor. Dark
blood pooled around her, staining the already dark wood. Barrett felt lost at that moment, a
feeling that had never left him. The Doctor told him that something had gone wrong with the
pregnancy, and she had bled to death. Barrett couldn’t understand why his wife hadn’t gone for
help, or called out for Jeanne, who was eight-years-old at the time. Without her, he barely made
it through his days. Stumbling around, doing chores and working the fields on automatic. He had
been that way until a few weeks ago. Jeanne had noticed it immediately. He began to shower
more often, and leave a little earlier for the local diner. When Jeanne had asked him if the coffee
was actually drinkable now, he had blushed slightly. There was a new waitress working
mornings. Barrett had assumed that she had been working there at night, and had a shift change.
The men that he met with every morning, told him that she had just moved into town. A young
widow of twenty-three, she had a seven-year-old girl of her own. Barrett was taken by her. So
much like his beloved wife.

Yet now, now there was this scarecrow that looked exactly like a morbid version of
Jeanne’s mother standing a little too tall out in a small, child cared for, garden. Jeanne turned her
back to the thing, and pulled the evading weeds away from her country fair prize winning carrots.
They were grown from her grandmother’s heritage seeds. Generation after generation of Gwin
women had cultivated and saved their own seed stock, producing the best tasting vegetables in
the state. At twelve years old, Jeanne made good money from her garden. She set up a vegetable
stand along the road that ran past their property. People came from all over to buy her produce.
Still, she could not bring herself to make the garden larger. That would mean even more work for
her, and she already had too many chores.

Jeanne thought about what her days were like and began comparing it with the village
children’s. They slept until after the sun had rose, while Jeanne had milked two cows, gathered
eggs and was waiting for the bus by then. Barrett would come in from tending to the horses and
they would have breakfast of eggs, bacon and pancakes, or whatever Jeanne decided on preparing
that morning. The children in the village ate instant breakfasts, that was heated in a toaster, or
just a bowl of sugary cereal that their parents gave them. Jeanne would then walk down the mile
long drive way to wait for the bus, in the dark. It was a two-hour bus drive. During that time she
would play word games in her head until it was light enough to read. The children in town
walked, or their parent drove them to school, fifteen minutes before the first bell rang.

Jeanne ignored the rustling of the broom skirt as the wind picked it up again. After
school, where she spent much of her time alone, it was another two-hour ride back home. There
was always an apple waiting for her in the mailbox, she would grab it and the mail that it sat on,
and walked back down the long drive way. Barrett was usually working horses or tending to
cattle when she got home. Eating the apple, she would do that day’s homework before heading
out to feed the pigs and look for the sheep. Other children watched television and played with
their friends. Jeanne angrily yanked the weeds from the ground. It wasn’t fair, how come | can’t
have friends?

“You pulled up a carrot.” A woman’s voice informed her. Jeanne jumped, startled by the
invading voice.

“Mama?” She whispered and slowly turned to the scarecrow. Instead of seeing it, a dark-haired
woman stood before her in tight blue jeans.

“No” She giggled down at Jeanne. “Maybe someday, but right now, I am just the girlfriend.” It



was the waitress from town. The one Jeanne’s father was dating.

“Oh, hi.” The child mumbled before turning back to her garden.

“Is that all you have to say to me?” The woman asked crossly. Jeanne’s mind made a witty
remark, but she was not brave enough to repeat it out loud. She wiped the dirt from her hands
onto her loose-fitting jeans, before standing to face the woman.

“Sorry, I am not feeling to well today.” Immediately the woman bent over and placed her hand on
Jeanne’s head, checking for a fever.

“You are slightly warm, but that might be because of working so hard out here.” She grabbed
hold of the child’s hand. “Come back to the house, Julia is up there waiting for you.” Jeanne
wasn’t able to do anything but allow her to drag her along.

Julia was the waitress slash girlfriend’s daughter. She was a seven-year-old know-it-all
going on thirty. Her mother, Hope, allowed her to wear all the popular clothing. Jeanne thought it
looked odd for a seven-year-old to wear belly shirts and hip huggers, not to mention the caked on
make-up. They were city girls. People not known to wear things appropriate for a hard country
life. And as long as they lived in the town that wouldn’t change too soon. Jeanne was a little
envious that she wasn’t able to wear such things. It could make school life easier. But it didn’t
make sense to spend so much money on so little of clothes. Besides, wasn’t it a sin to expose so
much flesh?

“Your father asked me to come out and check on you. He has to go into the city for the night, and
Julia wanted to ride the pony.” Hope said matter of factually. Jeanne didn’t respond. The woman
wasn’t here to check on her. She had been left alone many times in the past. Hope could have just
left a message telling her that her father was going to go out all night. She was here only to
indulge her daughter. The pony that Hope was referring to, was an eight-year-old working
miniature horse. He pulled the small plow for Jeanne’s garden. Jeanne had broken him to the
plow. He was stubborn and didn’t like children. He was not known to be passive when it came to
allowing people to ride him, but the plow, the plow seemed to make him happy. Whenever
Jeanne showed up with his bridle, he would dance around a bit, making all different types of
joyous noises, before prancing up to her. Today he was in for a nasty surprise.

Julia stood on the rotting back deck. Her bloated little stomach stood out between her
belly shirt and low rider jeans. Her small arms crossed defiantly as she stared Jeanne down with
her well-known hatred.

“Am | riding that stupid pony or not?” She demanded to know.

“Of course you are darling.” The cowing mother replied. Jeanne shuddered, she found this child
vile. Without speaking, she motioned for Julia to follow. Maybe Camus will throw Julia. Jeanne
almost giggled.

“What kind of stupid name is Cam-moo?” The child spit.

“You wouldn’t understand.” Was Jeanne’s eye rolled reply. Camus was the author of the first
book that her mother had given to her, and the miniature horse was the first working pet Jeanne’s
father had given her. It just felt right to name him such. But none of that would have mattered to
Julia, it still would have been a stupid name.

Jeanne helped Julia mount Camus. He had never been under a saddle, and he wasn’t
going to be forced to wear one now. He fidgeted and snorted in protest. Jeanne whispered softly
into his ear,

“I won’t blame you if you threw her.” With that, she released Camus, and he ran as fast as his
short legs were able to carry him. Jeanne suppressed a smile as she watched him gallop and buck,



snort and stomp.
“I told you he didn’t like to be ridden.” Jeanne called out to Hope. Hope’s face had gone white.
“GET HER OFF!” Hope ran in a panic toward the horse run. “Get my baby off that beast!”

Jeanne called out gently to Camus, trying to calm him. Quickly she ran into the stable,
and came out carrying a bucket full of sweet feed. She held out a palm full between the wooden
fence. Camus ignored all of her attempts, and as feeble as they were, she wasn’t surprised. Julia
began screaming, as Camus ran faster and in tighter circles. He tried to throw her off, but the
young girl clung to his mane, tearing hairs from his neck. The light brown and white pony
squealed in disgust, and tried bucking harder. He felt her slip slightly, and it encouraged him.
Suddenly he stopped running in circles, and shot straight forward. If Julia’s eyes had been open,
she would have seen the fencing they was approaching, and could have jumped to safety. Instead
she had squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out the spinning sensation. Pony and child hit the
wooden fence in a hard run. The old wood splintered sending its thick fragments into both of
them. Camus continued running for a few more feet before he tumbled to the ground. Julia
clutched tighter to his beige colored mane as he rolled over the top of her. Hope was screaming
in the background.

Jeanne watched in dread as her beloved work pony ran through the fence and tumble
upon the ground.

“CAMUS!” She wept as she ran toward him. Something sharp tore into her shoulder, before she
was spun around. Hope’s long manicured nails punctured Jeanne’s flesh.

“You.” She snarled. “You did this.” She then released Jeanne and ran to her daughter. Jeanne
stood watching. How was this my fault, she wondered. She had told them the first time they came
out that Camus was not a ride able pony. They were the ones that had been persistent about
riding him. Camus did what he had to, to remove Julia from his back.

“Call an ambulance!” Hope ordered her. Her voice cracked with panic. Jeanne nodded and ran
into the house. Hope looked down at her daughter, too scared to move her. The young girl’s
clothing was torn, and pieces of wood protruded out from her chest and neck, while the bulk of
the horse crushed down on her leg. Julia made gurgling sounds as she tried to speak. Blood
dribbled around the stopped up puncture wounds. Her whorishly done make-up was smeared,
causing her face to look as though it was done up like a circus clown. The blood loss paled her
face, Hope shivered as she looked at her child’s death mask.

Jeanne approached the scene. Her thoughts ran wildly. Not only had she called an
ambulance, but had contacted the vet to tend to Camus. The work pony lay on his side. His
breath labored as the piece of wood embedded in his other side shook nervously.

“My poor Camus.” Jeanne cooed as she bent down to brush his bloody neck. Hope grabbed the
older child’s arm, and yanked her about. Jeanne cried out in pain as her shoulder disconnected.
“Stay away from her!” The banshee screamed. “YOU DID THIS! YOU KILLED HER!”
Jeanne’s hand turned purple and swelled as the blood was cut off from it. Her eyes filled with
tears from the sharp intense pain in her arm. The Earth spun under her feet, and then everything
was dark. She didn’t feel the ground as she fell on it, nor could she feel the kicking and punching
that came from the waitress slash girlfriend.

Jeanne woke up cold and alone. Her surrounding unfamiliar. Something beeped in a low
tone behind her, and the room smelled of disinfectants. It took her a few moments to realize that
she was in the county hospital. An 1.V. burned in the back of her hand, and she could hear
whispering out in the hall. She thought about what was happening with Camus as she fell back



into a deep sleep.

Something was gently pushing on Jeanne’s belly. She heard a low male voice,
whispering. Slowly she pulled herself out of sleep. A man in a white coat, loomed over her, his
clammy hands pushed gently on her exposed abdomen. His head was turned as he spoke to
someone just out of her sight line.

“Good, you’re awake.” He smiled when he noticed her stirring under his hands. “I was just
checking your belly, just in case you were hurt there as well.” Jeanne nodded at him. The
crinkling of the paper pillow under her head seemed louder than it should have been, and that’s
when the pain hit her. Her hands quickly reached up to touch her head, and her left shoulder
screamed in pain. She cried out, not knowing what to do to stop it. The man in the white coat
gently pulled her hands down, and told a nurse to go and get him something. Jeanne didn’t know
what they were saying, too much pain erupted inside of her. She wasn’t aware of how much time
had passed as she withered about the bed. A new sensation pulsed through her hand, sending a
small fire through her arm, and then the pain was gone.

“Feeling better?”

Jeanne giggled at the doctor.

“l guess you do. Do you remember what happened?” She did and she was suddenly reliving it.
She could see the horror on her horse’s face as he plowed through the wooden fence. She could
see all the blood that seemed to pour out of him. She smelled his fear.

“Yes, | remember Camus getting hurt.”

“Do you remember what happened to your sister?”” Jeanne thought about her sister. She had died
before birth, so much blood on the floor. Mommy wasn’t moving.

“My sister died.” She told him.

“Yes, | am sorry. You live too far out, and the ambulance was unable to reach her in time.” He
squeezed Jeanne’s small hand in sympathy. “Do you remember what your mother did to you?”
Jeanne then thought about her mother. “She combed my hair and braided it. She baked us
cookies and sang while she washed clothing.”

“Do you remember what you mother did after your sister got hurt?”

“Mama didn’t do anything. She was dead t00.”

“No your mother didn’t die. She hurt you.”

Jeanne shook her head. Her sight spun for a moment. “No, my mother died when my sister died.”
The doctor mumbled something over his shoulder.

“Who is Hope?”

“Hope is a waitress slash girlfriend.”

“Not your mother?”

“No.” Again the doctor said something to the person behind him.

“She says she is your mother, and that you murdered your sister.”

Jeanne broke out into laughter. She knew it was the wrong thing to do, but at that moment it
couldn’t have been helped. It wouldn’t stop coming, and she could see the doctor eye her
curiously. She raised her hand, pointing her index finger up to indicate that she would stop after a
moment.

The laughter finally did die down, and Jeanne attempted to sit up in her bed. Her arm
gave out form under her and she fell back. She had to be content laying down to tell this doctor
what she did remember.

“I was eight when my mama died. She was pregnant with my little sister, but something went



wrong. She died on the kitchen floor. Hope, Hope is the waitress slash girlfriend my father met a
few weeks ago. Julia is her daughter. She is not my mother. She isn’t my stepmother. Julia
wanted to ride Camus, my miniature pony. | told her many times that he doesn’t like to be ridden.
He likes to pull the plow. But she wouldn’t listen to me, neither would Hope.” Jeanne looked
past the doctor, trying to remember why it was that she had allowed Julia to ride Camus that day.
“Hope kept telling me to let Julia go for a ride. She didn’t believe that a pony could cause
problems. She doesn’t know the difference between a miniature horse and a colt.” She shrugged.
“l don’t know why I finally agreed. But I took Julia and put her on Camus, and let go. Camus did
what I told Hope he would do. He ran and tried to buck her off. I called to him and tried to get
him to notice the bucket of sweet feed. The next thing I know, Camus runs through a fence and
falls. Hope screams at me and 1 go call an ambulance. When | went back outside, Camus was
laying on his side. I could tell he was scared and | went down to pet him.” Jeanne turned her head
slightly to face the young doctor. “I don’t know what happened after that.”

The doctor stared at her for a moment before asking where her father was now. Jeanne
could only shrug painfully. Then she heard a man yelling in the hallway and a woman sobbing.
Jeanne smiled, her father was there. He came bursting into the room, his overalls reeked of pig
blood. He must have come straight from the slaughter house, she thought. Hope was trailing
behind him, her eyes full of tears.

“You!” He pointed accusingly at his only daughter. “You killed Julia!l” His voice boomed off the
vacant walls. Jeanne was only able to lay there and stare at him. Her father, of all people, should
know better than that. Yet there he was blaming her. He was taking Hope’s side, when he should
have been there for his daughter. When Burnett saw that his daughter wasn’t going to react. He
turned quickly on his heels and stormed out the way he had came in. Hope still stood in front of
Jeanne’s bed, continuing to weep. The young doctor had to escort her out.

Soon a sheriff’s officer came and talked to Jeanne. She told him the same thing that she
had told the doctor. The Sheriff seemed fine with the story and left to talk to Hope for a third
time. He never came back to re-question Jeanne, she was relieved of that. Burnett stayed away
from the hospital for a few days. When he did finally return, he entered the room in tears. Jeanne
was frightened. She had never seen him look like that.

“I am sorry dumplin.” He sat heavily down on the chair next to Jeanne’s bed. “I shouldn’t have
blamed you. The police said it ain’t your fault. It was Camus.”

“My horse! How is he?” She pleaded for an answer.

“He died.” Burnett looked down at his feet.

Jeanne moaned loudly at her lose. “I hate Julia.”

“Don’t say that.” He father snapped.

“Why? She’s the one to do this. | bet she is sitting at home right now laughing about it. She hates
mel”

“No Jeanne.” Burnett vehemently shook his head. “Julia died with Camus.” His country accented
thickened with grief. Jeanne stared up at him, unsure if this was some kind of cruel joke, or
maybe his way of punishing her for allowing Julia to ride Camus.

Without noticing the look his daughter held on her face he continued, “the funeral was
yesterday. She is in our family cemetery.” He paused waiting for her to say something about that.
When nothing was forthcoming, he continued speaking. “Me and Hope thought that since we are
gettin’ married, that that would be a good place for “er. After the service, the police came and
took Hope to the station to talk to ‘er. They says to me that it aint’ your fault, and I ought to see



you.” He looked away from his feet into the astonished face of his daughter. “The service was
real pretty. Many of the town kids were there. The preacher had lots of kind words.” His voice
trailed off into a whisper. “The doc says that your shoulder came out of its socket and that you
had a crack in your head, and a rib was broke. He doesn’t know how it happened. But I think the
police do.” He picked up her hand, and kissed her knuckles. “Do you know how it happened?
Did Camus run over you?”

Jeanne shook her head. Camus would never hurt her. Then something crept into her thoughts, a
subtle memory of what had happened. Hope had beaten her.

“No daddy, | don’t remember what happened.” She lied. She knew exactly what the waitress
slash girlfriend had done, and she realized that the doctor did as well.

Jeanne spent a full week and some extra days in her hospital room. The doctor acted as
though he was afraid to release her to her father. But Jeanne was itching to leave. Something
about that scarecrow tugged her thoughts. Soon the doctor had to release her, and the next day
she found herself in front of the garden’s scarecrow.

“What should I do?”” Jeanne slumped on the ground crying. She sought revenge on her future
stepmother. But how? Grabbing her birth mother’s skirt that adorned the scarecrow, she rubbed
the cloth ferociously against her wet eyes. She thought she could hear her mother singing a
lullaby. The same one she use to sing whenever Jeanne had trouble calming down as an infant.
“Oh mama, why did you have to leave me?” The child asked, looking at the scarecrow’s harshly
made up face. “You left me to her!” She growled between her clenched teeth. Not only was she
angry at the waitress slash girlfriend, but she was angry about the town’s children. She was
jealous of them, and horrified how they were going to treat her when she returned to school. She
could hear them in a sing song voice, mocking her and making up rhymes about how she was the
one that killed Julia. Jeanne shook the town’s children’s voices from her head and tried to
concentrate on the song that the scarecrow sung. Jeanne was soon asleep, laying on the cool dirt.
A small grin could be seen as she dreamed of her revenge.

Hope was nervous about venturing out to Barnett’s homestead. She did care for him,
more for what he meant to her life than for whom he actually was. He meant stability in her life.
A constant flow of income, and no more running from an abusive ex-husband. And with Julia
gone, there would be no competition for his affection. Hope hadn’t planned on Julia dying. It was
saddening that she had to go in such a harsh manner, but lucky to Hope that she would no longer
be in the picture. She had never really cared much for the child and had tried to leave her behind
when Hope ran. Hope never liked children much. They were too clingy, too needy for her
personality. Unfortunately Barnett’s child was still around. She would be a problem for her, as
she would take up most of his time. Killing the child was out of the question. Hope didn’t have
that desire, but she did need to get her off the homestead. Maybe staying with a family in the city
to get a better education than what could be offered in that small Podunk town. Hope decided to
try that first, and started to gather information on city schools and host families. This was
brilliant.

Barnett found his only daughter and carried her back into the house. Her white cast was
dirty from the dust blowing up under her T-shirt. He was grateful that she hadn’t been the one to
die. As sad as he was over Julia’s death, it wasn’t as emotional as it would have been if it had
been Jeanne, she was all he had left that really reminded him of his wife. Barnett was confused
about Hope though, he figured she would have left after Julia’s death. Instead she insisted that
they get married sooner than they had originally planned. Burnett tucked Jeanne into bed, and left



her to go work in the fields.

Hope arrived later that day, In her hands she carried all the information she could find
regarding schools in the city, and host families. She planned to convince her fiancé that Jeanne
would be better off away from the homestead. She hoped that he would think that because of
Julia’s death that it might be safer for his only daughter.

Hope walked into the kitchen, allowing the squeaking screen door to slam behind her and
announce her arrival. She was greeted with a tired looking Jeanne sitting at the kitchen table,
drinking her father’s darkly brewed coffee.

“Where is your father?” Hope asked trying to not show her contempt for the child.

“Barn.” Was the quick reply. Hope looked over her shoulder and shuddered. Barns scared her. It
was irrational, she knew, but was unable to control the sinking feeling she had every time she
looked at one.

“Could you get him for me?”

“No, he is working. Either wait or go out there.”

Hope looked terrified as she stared down at the girl.

“I will go out there with you.” Jeanne offered. Hope sighed in relief. And quickly accepted the
offer. Jeanne exaggerated a groan as she rose from the chair. She tried to glance at Hope’s face,
looking for any kind of regret for what she had done. There was none. Hope allowed Jeanne to
lead the way to the barn. The afternoon sun had just started to center itself above the land.
Chickens squawked after the pair as the walked by the pen. Other livestock ignored them when
they saw that neither of the females carried feed. Jeanne opened the small side door. The inside
of the barn was dark. Slight slivers of sunlight filtered through the cracks in the wood. Hope
peered in over the child’s shoulder. Farm equipment was scattered about. Strange, deadly looking
instruments were strung up by their handles, swaying in an unfelt breeze.

“Barnett?” Hope cautiously called out into the meekly lit barn.

“He’s in the back of the loft. He won’t hear you.” Jeanne entered the barn, not caring if the
waitress slash girlfriend followed.

The low ceiling had antique farm equipment dangling form hooks. There were sickles,
shears, and something that looked like leg shackles. The barn was lined with buckets of poisons,
feed supplements and portable corral fencing. The large combine was missing, but the ancient
looking brush hog and swather sat quietly, dust mites twirled above them in a sliver of light.
Hope could see the outline of pails and shovels as well as a potato fork and several pitchforks.
Then there were the things in the shadows, items that Hope was unable to identify. Those things
scared her even more. She started having second thoughts about marrying into all of this.

Jeanne stopped at the foot of the stairs. “You first.” She motioned with her hand for Hope
to continue up the stairs.

“Are you sure he is up there?”

“Yes, | can hear his radio.” Jeanne replied. Hope strained to hear something, anything. All that
was audible was the creaking of the old wood. She hesitantly set her foot down on the first step.
And with a deep breath, continued to the top of the stairs. Jeanne followed closely behind.
“There’s no one up here.” Hope remarked, a little cross with the child. She turned to face Jeanne
and screamed. Jeanne rushed forward, her hands wielding a large pair of sheep shears. Thy
looked like grossly disfigured scissors.

The small child leapt up onto Hope’s chest, sending her down onto the floor with a loud
thump. The loft shook under the sudden, and violent shifting of their weight. Jeanne took the



sheers to Hope’s mouth, cutting into the inside of her cheeks and removing part of her tongue.
Teeth that were in the way shattered and fell back into Hope’s throat. She gurgled as she tried to
breathe. Unable to scream, and barely able to breathe with the shears in her mouth, Hope
scratched at Jeanne. Her long manicured nails broke off deep into the child’s face. One came
very close to taking out an eye. This enraged Jeanne even more and she plunged the shears
deeper into the waitress slash girlfriend’s throat. Hope’s eyes rolled back, revealing the blood
shot whites. Jeanne giggled as she use to when playing with one of the puppies. Hope’s body
violent twitched under Jeanne’s weight. Then suddenly it stopped. The child looked down into
Hope’s face. A rush of foul-smelling air emerged from the woman’s mouth, and into Jeanne’s
nostrils. Leaving the shears in place, the child stood and climbed back down the stairs of the loft.
Her father’s sledge hammer sat in its place next to the back entrance. Jeanne struggled with its
weight, but was able to raise it just enough for a decent swing. She brought the hammer down
into a termite-infested beam. The weight of the loft increased the speed in which the pole
disintegrated. Jeanne ran from the barn and watched in awe as an explosion of beginning of time
dust came from the barn’s door. The loft had never been repaired, and was no longer used
because of the possibility of it collapsing. But Jeanne never imagined that it would come down so
easily. She turned and ran out to her garden.

Jeanne looked up at the scarecrow, and in the excitement and immense pride she felt for
what she had just done, she told the scarecrow everything. She didn’t feel the finger nails that
were imbedded in her face. She laid down in the soft bed of carrot tops and listened as her
mother sang to soothe her.

“l did good, didn’t I mother?” Jeanne asked. Her mother told her she had.

No one knows if it was the head injury that caused Jeanne to change so. Maybe it had
always been something there, and the scarecrow dressed like her deceased mother set it off. No
one can say for certain, but what everyone does know, is that as Jeanne laid there, basking in her
revenge, the scarecrow told her daughter that the town’s children needed to learn a lesson as well.



~ To love your child is superb. To roast her with a hint of rosemary iIs divine ~



Snowbound

My name is Brenna Sarah Blair, and as | write this | am twenty-three-years-old. | am the
only one in my family that survived the blizzard of 1996. It has been ten years since this
happened, but | feel that I should share everything about that awful winter. It’s time.

I had six sisters and three brothers. The ten of us, along with our parents, worked and
lived on a two hundred-a