
Second Prize: Witches’ Eyes 
 
They say magic is a product of the mind. It sparks between the cells like a 
galaxy of swirling lights, flickers of power in thoughts, ideas, stories. Something 
so simple as a nursery rhyme can be stronger than a witch’s hex, if sung with 
the right intention. 
Savin, crepis, old man’s beard 
Bouquet for the weird revered 
Take her supper, take her tea 
My sweetheart will be good to me 
 The call is like a patch of sunlight, warm and golden upon my chest.  
  Someone knows where I am. Someone is looking for me. The rain 
dances on the roof, trees spread their leaves in the storm, and the grass sings 
softly as the magic guides footsteps up the path towards my door. 
 Her knock is quiet, muffled by the rain. She tries again, thumping her fist 
into the wood, and as my door swings open she recoils. Her dress is 
waterlogged, translucent, run through with white veins between the patches 
clinging to her skin. The mud has spread from hem to knee. Her hair is in 
strings, plastering cracks across her face, shadows hiding her features as she 
looks down. 
 I stand aside, and it’s as though her feet are stuck with knives as she 
steps inside, pressing against the wall. The rain hushes as I close the door. It 
is just us, me looking at her and she looking at the ground, fists drawn tight to 
her chest. Tentative, her arm unfolds, opening fingers clenched pale and 
glistening with rain. She holds it out to me: two flowers, a brush-leafed twig, 
the short curl of a man’s hair. 
 Ah. I see it now, the shadows that show even in the light, the dark 
clouding under her skin in places no fall could have caused. Ridges etched 
across her body, a seam of skin closed with slow, meticulous stitches. The 
slant of her head, slope of her shoulders, humble, unassuming. I can feel my 
posture relax, my face losing its stone as I beckon her to my workbench. 
It doesn’t take long for the flames to rise, for water to steam and bubble and 
my vivid powders to dissolve into paste. I guide her hand through silken mist, 
tilt it downwards, and she watches as the ingredients slip under the surface 
with less than a splash. The hair clings to her palm, trapped by a droplet, and 
her fingers tremble before I pull it gently from her skin. 
 “This is his?” 
 My eyes meet hers for the first time. They shimmer lightly in the glow of 
the potion, golden threads dancing in her pupils. Witches’ eyes. She nods, 
slowly, holding my gaze. 



 The lock frizzes as it approaches the surface of the potion, recoiling. As 
it dips, a thin patina spreads over the water, shimmering between lurid blue-
black-red-gold. Steam snakes up, undulating in the rain-heavy air, and through 
it, those golden eyes shine like a hearth. The water rises from the cauldron and 
dissipates into the air. It leaves behind a thick ointment, dulled green against 
the dark metal. 
 I dip two fingers in, and it crumbles against my fingertips. She bows her 
head instinctively, ropes of hair falling limply and curling in the humidity. Her 
skin is warm and smooth as I paint the marks on her forehead, brushing away 
tendrils of hair to make way for the lines. She holds still, hands fisted in her 
dress, droplets running slowly down her fingers. 
 When I am finished, she lifts her head, and though the magic has ceased 
her eyes are still bright. 
 “You are safe now,” I whisper. Her shoulders are set back, a strength in 
her frame, ancient symbols framing her face. “He will not find you again.” 
 I look at her now, tattoos inked with time across her skin, as she lays her 
fork down into the bowl. “Thank you for supper,” she murmurs. 
 My wife has witches’ eyes, and they flare my soul as she smiles and 
pushes the bowl across the table. The scars have faded now, bruises long 
dissolved into the centuries, but she gazes at me with the same intensity of 
that first night. 
Take her supper, take her tea 
My sweetheart… 
 


