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Float: A Whitby Story 

By Natascha Pearson   

 It was now or never. “Crispin, do you have the bunny foot?” Bella said, holding up a  

lantern to a stone cross among other stone ruins in the ground.   

 “Sure do, it has turned my sack into a maggot home,” Crispin said, disgusted.  

 “After this everything will be better, even the smell of your sack," Bella laughed. 

 Ash spread across a stone ledge, sprinkled like the clusters of stars in the sky. The 

emerald and the quartz illuminated in the moon's light and the ancestors of the droids traveled 

and danced between the realms. They are the children of women with long wooden sticks and 

boiling pots and spells. The women that were forced to be burned on pyres. The woman who 

gifted the dreams of the townsfolks who then regretted their own fates. They spoke to the forest 

and cared for their herb gardens, that were picked by those who couldn't grow their own. Women 

that couldn't be mothers to their children, too devoted to their craft, haunted by burning torches 

and pitchforks held by mobs. The candle, the crystals, the bones, the feathers, the carcasses, the 

amber, the insects, and the water was all to call on the spirits of the other realm, into the 

moonlight, or, maybe, into the children. 

 “The sirens will be here soon, once we cast the curse, be prepared. The storm will come 

and when it does, it's on our side. We will mix the potion in the caldron and curse those harlots 

away! Finally, Louise will be safe,” Bella said, spread out on the ground.  

 “Is it better if I hide by the Abby? You know, since you’re the only one that sees them." 

 “Not at all Crispin! They have no chance against us. It's like your mother said, you can 

never turn your face from evil or you'll find yourself stepping in a puddle.”   

 “And Louise, what does he say about all this?”  
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 “He thinks I don’t want him to board the whaling ship! Of course, when this is over, his 

obsession with going to sea will end. It is the sirens that are calling him,” Bella propped herself 

up and looked out to the ocean. “You will see, after the storm.”  

 Crispin lit the candles and poured wine, red as blood, into a chalice. Bella poured a 

mason jar of river water into the cauldron in front of the cross. A small stool was being used to 

hold the obsidian blade, a wand, and a small bottle of oil mixed with lavender.   

 The Abbey's silhouette surpassed them a few feet to the right. Stones crumbled off its top 

and shadows danced amongst the walls. Crispin shivered as Bella sang a tune into the wind. She 

took the wand and began to stir the rabbit's foot into the cauldron, finishing with two small drops 

of oil. She spoke loud and clear at the edge of the cliff.   

 “I am calling to my ancestors. Come to us! Save us from the sirens that the underworld 

has cursed upon us. Save our sailors! Save my beloved Louis. With the power of water, fire, 

earth and wind, I open my space so that I can get the help of my elders to curse these wing beasts 

away forever!" 

 The clouds shifted direction, the storm rolled in and darkened the sky. A loud caw from 

the bay echoed against the cliffs.  

 "Bella, what's going on?" Crispin trembled.  

 Bella’s eyes became glossy and she began thrashing to the sky with the obsidian blade, 

her black hair seemed to become askew and she no longer looked like a young girl but a Crone.   

Thunder crashed and crackled from above. Bella spoke, “You wicked Carrion your body can 

hardly be seen from under your hideous wings! May you burn in hell and never see a man’s eyes 

again. You’re a nefarious soul, I know what you have done to those sailors! I know you plan to 
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take the life of my fiancé like you have taken many sailors before him! Come out! You cannot 

hide from me now!”  

 Lightning struck on the lake and lit up the abbey. The shadows of large winged creatures 

flashed against its walls. Crispin continued to stir the cauldron. 

 “What is it?” Bella said now starring directly at the Celtic cross where Crispin sat. “You 

laugh at me, you winged beast. Does my fiancé deserve to die? What say you! I am not afraid of 

your bare body or your large wings!” Bella attacked Crispin with the knife. He jumped out of the 

way and she crashed into the cauldron spilling its contents. Bella stumbled and cradled into a 

ball. She screamed until her scream become a whisper.  

 “You can’t save the whales and kill my beloved. There must be another way,” Bella 

mumbled, as a large winged creature appeared and held Bella in her arms. A beautiful face 

looked up behind a veil of black hair, parting at the left eye. The eye blinked like the crow, its 

yellow pupil starring back at him and then, it was gone.   

 The clouds continued East, but Bella remained on the floor crying. Crispin ran to her 

shaking her lightly. Her eyes opened and they were clear as she stared back at him. He whipped 

her tears and, for a second, she remained in his arms.  

 The waves bounced from the passing storm. There were no boats, off the coast, of the 

busy fishing town, Whitby. In the distance dark shadows in the ocean were illuminated by 

moonlight. First, one and then two, until there were as many as twenty. The spout of a whale 

could be heard in the distance. Bella and Crispin watched from the ledge of the cliff. When Bella 

looked back at her shrine, she could see a winged creature dancing in the chamber of the 

emerald.   

 “There might not be much I can do about the sirens.”  
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“It’s okay Bella, you tried your best. On the end, I'm sure you are one step closer to stopping 

Louis from a tragic death at sea," Crispin grabbed his sack and began toward the road that left 

the abbey.   

   

  


