Ditch Witch
By K Bryson Perov

Pat Ragowski.
Age six.
Keeper of mice.
Collector of sticks.

Usually alone, by no fault of his own.
Such is the case today as he makes his way home.

“See you later turd!!”
“He’s so weird,”
The kids say.

But Pat pays them no mind and just goes on his way.
He follows the wooded trail.
His feet kick up dust, avoiding his thoughts as so often he must.
The Autumn leaves dance and Pat almost smiles.
But then he trips over himself and lands in a pile.

Pat groaned his bad luck and

gathered his things, when a shrill, shrieking voice

cried out with a ring,

“Invader!
Intruder!
Pirate!
Fiend!

Get away from my stew, boy, or I’ll show you mean! ”
Down a long, sharp nose, two neon eyes glared.
Pat stood without moving.
This can’t really be there.

Speak, boy, speak!

“

And say what you mean. This is MY ditch.
I’ve claimed it right, fair, and clean.
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The monsters have the mall,
the vampires the spa,
goblins run the golf course,
the zombies…well, who cares about the zombies.
They’re dead, after all.
Hmph. Anyhow…
This ditch, it is mine. I’ve claimed it most fair.
This is my home.
Explain yourself, if you care.”
“I’m sorry Mam…uh, Miss Witch…Miss Ditch…

I didn’t mean to intrude.
I fell…well, I tripped.
I meant no harm to you.”
A noticeable change in her glare took place.
The neon melted to gold.
Her meanness displaced.

“What’s on your mind?” The

witch motioned to a chair.

“You’ve got no headphones.
No games.
No books.
Nothing to distract you but what’s happening in there.”
Her long, pointy finger pressed sharp to Pat’s head.
And for just a moment, he wondered if he might yet end up dead.

Nonetheless, he spoke.
He answered her pitch.
After all, you can’t say nothing to a witch in a ditch.

“They all say I’m weird.
They all call me names.
They say that I’m different.
I’m stupid.
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I’m queer.
And I’m lame.
But what if I am? What is it to them?

What’s so bad about me not being like them?
The witch twitched.
She squinted.
She sniffed.
Her anger waned.
Then she plopped down by Pat and began to explain.

“Boy, let me tell you a thing about weird.
I’m a girl and by nine I was shaving my beard.
I’m not even green the way most of us are.
I’m blue and I’m bumpy and have all these strange scars.
But I have a purpose, as all of us do.
But forging our paths presents a challenge or two.

There will always be folks who hurt people like you.

It’s cruel.

Unwarranted.
Uncivilized.
Inhumane.
Immature.

Stupid AND lame.
But alas, it is true.

And sometimes, those we seek for help,
adults, teachers, leaders… some make it worse.
But YOU, Pat Ragawski, you must choose your curse.
To be mean, close-minded, and dumb is a cruel existence indeed.
To spread anything but

love, well that’s just hate you feed.

This type of life…this blindness…to live with no care…it’s a curse!
See? No one’s lot is really fair.
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But to be different.
To be the change.
To be true to who you are…
Well that’s even harder, but more rewarding by far.
For in our true identities, we find what we can

give.

In that gift to humanity,
a life of

joy and love you’ll live.”

“What in devil’s stew?!” A

new witch, green and mad, appeared from thin air.

“Hush!” The Ditch Witch hissed at her.

“We’re not finished here!”
THe new witch snarled and glared, but stood by patiently.

“You may feel alone,” Ditch Witch spoke.
“But you don’t have to be.”
“If you seek, you’ll find people like you.
Maybe even some like me.”

“You are not alone, in purpose or in life.
Love is where you plant it. You be your truth.
Respond in kind. You’ll be their light.”
She winked one great, golden eye and in a snap she was gone.
Pat was again standing before the ditch, in the spot he’d tripped upon.
The Fall air swooped by.
The leaves danced for him again.
And this time,

he did smile.

A real and heartfelt grin.
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Boo!
Happy October.
More spooky bits to come…
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