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RavenDove 

 

Marie Kenneth had just had her seventieth birthday. Her large family comprising siblings, 

children, grandchildren and dogs had flooded her little cottage on the river Teifi with 

laughter, presents, music, cups of tea on tap and loving smiles. 

 Now Marie was alone again. She felt a wave of sadness hit her in the belly when she 

came into the kitchen in the morning to brew herself a cup of tea.  

 She sat down in her armchair in the combined living room-kitchen. The low morning 

sun, slowly rising from its slumber behind the trees flanking the river, pierced through the 

window and hit the left side of her face as she sat down, catching her left eye and dazzling 

her for a moment. She got up to pull the curtain along a tad. 

 When she sat down again, she opened her latest novel at the page she had 

bookmarked by folding the corner. The book was entitled Foxglove and was a by-the-

numbers family saga, Marie’s usual genre, about a young couple getting married. It was 

gentle reading; the drama at its highest involved a disapproving mother and spats over 

wedding cake prices. But it was the sort of book Marie enjoyed. She avoided anything too 

heavy. 

 She did wonder what the title, Foxglove, was about. The poisonous plants, with their 

pretty, purple, trumpet-shaped flowers, were common where Marie lived, growing in 

abundance on the riverbank, but the novel had not yet made any reference to them. Marie was 

only halfway through the book, however. So it was still possible for a foxglove to put in an 

appearance. 

 Marie read on. 
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I couldn’t stop seeing his wounded expression in my head. If only I could 

control my mouth sometimes. I lay in bed that night, wishing I could have taken 

back some of the things I said. I decided then and there to stop listening to Mother 

and letting her come in between us. If only she could see him for who he really is, 

then all this tension could lift, I thought to myself. She always tells me how 

suspicious she is of him. But I’m starting to think it is her old age creeping up on 

her, and bringing paranoia with it. 

 

Marie glanced at the wooden pendulum clock hanging on the wall, the sun chafing it 

and showing up the thin layer of dust that had formed on it. Two minutes past eleven. She 

glanced around the room, noticing on the coffee table her eleven-year-old granddaughter’s 

Harry Potter book and a few pieces of her seven-year-old grandson’s Lego Star Wars set, 

which Marie had picked up off the floor after the children left them behind the previous 

evening. She smiled. She gazed out of the window. Shafts of sunlight made the grass, on 

which her family had played a riotous game of frisbee the day before, glitter yellow like a 

field of golden corn. 

She returned to her book. 

 

The next day took ages to arrive, but that was because I had spent the 

whole night awake waiting for it. I prepared him some eggs on toast and carrot 

juice and apologised. I told him that my mother’s actions were starting to 

jeopardise our relationship and he agreed. We then made love. 

The wedding was on again, and would go ahead with or without my 

mother. 

 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY - RAVENDOVE 

 

3 
 

A small spasm coursed through Marie’s thigh and made her leg gently kick out, 

knocking the coffee table and almost toppling her cup of tea. The impact made a silent bead 

of tea leap out of the cup and fall upon the corner tassel of the soft, checked rug in front of 

her.  

She at that point remembered she still had half a cup to drink and bent over to reach it. 

The tea was cold. She spat it back in and set the cup down again. She hated cold tea. 

An hour passed as Marie read about the wedding of the couple, which finally took 

place after much unrest. A late bride, a missing ring and other trivial difficulties occurred 

before the ceremony. The couple then set about starting their life together. 

Things were no duller and no more interesting. 

 

I was wearing my favourite dress that morning. The yellow one with the 

green four-leaf-clovers on it. He was making tea. I saw the shine about his face: 

either the soft orange radiance of the sunrise filtering through the window, or the 

calm satisfaction of his newfound marital bliss with me. As I watched him, I saw 

him smile warmly at me as he brought me my tea. I took a sip. 

“Thank you, darling,” I said. 

“No. Thank you for affording me the pleasure of your grateful smile, my 

dear,” he said as he put on his hat and coat and headed out in the car to buy a 

newspaper. 

 

“Another cup of tea. And a piece of Battenberg. That’s what I need,” Marie said to 

herself, setting Foxglove down on the arm of her chair and paying a visit to the kitchen half 

of the room.  
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She came back to her chair with fresh tea and a piece of cake to enhance her 

enjoyment of the book. 

 

After he left, I noticed a small pearl-white dove perched delicately on the 

fencepost just outside the kitchen window. I got up, cup in hand, and went to look 

upon it. 

Then, oddly, a black raven, cawing a thin, screeching sound that was 

somewhere between the cackle of an old woman and the howl of an owl, settled 

next to the dove on the fencepost. 

The dove would not look at the raven, but the raven kept looking at the 

dove. And then the dove flew off, and the raven followed. 

 

“Huh,” Marie said with a mouthful of cake, noting the slight change in tone. Four 

crumbs escaped her mouth into the seam of the pages as she made this utterance. “I wonder 

where she’s going with this.” 

Marie was referring to the writer, Elizabeth Shiner. 

 

Thirsty, I took another swig of my tea, though it was more of a gulp. 

Then, suddenly, something was different. I gripped my chest. My heart was 

thudding. It was getting faster.  

I sat down at the kitchen table. I took a deep breath to calm myself. Slow, 

heavy breaths. My hand was still on my chest. 

My heart wasn’t slowing. It was getting faster. Pounding like galloping 

horses. 

Faster and faster. 
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Oh dear, Marie thought. She clutched her own chest, her own accelerating heartbeat 

lightly percussing her fingertips. I think she’s having a heart attack. 

 

It was as I sat at the kitchen table, breathing deeply, trying to calm myself 

but all the while panicking more, that I noticed the basket at the end of the table, 

placed there by my darling husband after he returned from his morning stroll 

through the fields. And the basket was filled to the brim with beautiful, purple, 

deadly foxgloves. 

 

Ah, Marie thought. The significance of the title at last. 

 

A twinge of pain stabbed my chest. I gripped it hard, my fingers almost 

hollowing into my skin.  

I could hear the thumping of my heart in my ears. My whole body was 

palpitating. 

I took a huge gulp of my hot tea, to see if it might sooth my rattling body 

and calm me down.  

Tipping up the cup to finish off the dregs, something hit my top lip. 

I immediately thought my absent minded husband had left the teabag in my 

cup. 

I looked. 

He hadn’t. 
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The cup spiralled out of my fingers and crashed into pieces on the floor. 

The thing that had been festering in the bottom of the mug was tossed across the 

coffee-coloured floor tiles. 

A poisonous foxglove flower. 

 

Marie took a sip of her own tea. She felt uneasy. She checked the bottom of her cup 

for a foxglove flower. 

 

I now could not hear anything but my own heartbeat. It drowned out 

everything else. I couldn’t breathe. I tried, but my throat had closed and no air 

could enter it. I tried to stand up. The room around me fell into a blur. I started 

seeing things. Strange rings of light everywhere. Spots.  

I collapsed on the kitchen floor. I lay there for a time, paralysed, my heart 

now racing one second and slowing down to a labouring chug the next. 

And then it stopped altogether. And I was dead. 

 

Marie looked up from the book, which teetered in her quivering fingers. Suddenly the 

nice but dull narrative had turned into something Marie wouldn’t have chosen to read. 

Marie folded towards the coffee table to set down her tea and the plate on which a 

single yellow cube of Battenberg cake remained – she had lost her appetite. Keeping one 

finger tucked in the book at the page she had reached, she flicked to the front, where there 

was a brief foreword by Elizabeth Shiner. She read it, hoping to find some answers as to why 

she had just killed off her main character by foxglove poisoning. 
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I started writing ‘Foxglove’ after I moved to Water Street in Cardigan, 

Ceredigion in March 2003, where a huge, beautiful sycamore tree towered above 

my home. I found my Water Street home very relaxing, with a nearby river which I 

could hear rippling in the distance. I saw people walking past each day, heading 

for the park to walk their dogs. I saw mothers escorting their children to school. It 

was the perfect place to write. Cardigan is a lovely town. I worked on the novel 

for seven years and now here I am in 2010, finally releasing it. I will be moving 

on again soon, so that I can begin writing my next novel. It is always the places I 

go to that inspire me. 

 

Marie sighed. There was no indication at all as to where this suddenly sinister plot had 

come from. 

Despite feeling uneasy, Marie was compelled to read on. She wanted to know where 

all of it was going.  

She turned back to where she was. 

She took a breath. 

 

I took a breath. 

My eyes opened. I lifted myself to my feet. I felt as light as a feather. What 

just happened? I thought as I looked around the room, a little dazed. 

Oh. I then realized what had happened, when I saw my body sprawled on 

the kitchen floor, still and lifeless. 

I was a ghost. 

I heard the door go. I heard footsteps through the hall towards the kitchen. 

I saw my husband arrive with the newspaper. He noticed my body and his face 
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dropped in horror. He dashed over to me to try and rouse me. He shook me, 

shouted at me, felt my pulse and when there was nothing, he started pumping my 

chest with his large palms. After all his efforts, when I didn’t wake up, my 

husband fell backwards onto his rear and broke apart in floods of tears. 

He was distraught. 

But then, a moment later, something happened. 

My husband started laughing. He became hysterical and had to clutch his 

stomach.  

I called out, “What is going on?” knowing that he wouldn’t hear me.  

My husband then rose to his feet, still giggling. I watched him go and put 

on the TV and sit down in front of it to watch the sport, while my body continued 

to lie silent and cold on the kitchen floor. 

“Call the police!” I was shouting at deaf ears. 

It didn’t take me long to realize my naivety. My husband, after several 

hours of sport and laughing at comedy programmes on the TV, stood up again, 

turned off the TV, passed my body without so much as a glance in its direction, 

and left the house. He did not come back after that. He simply disappeared.   

And of course, it was then obvious to me what had happened. 

My husband had murdered me. 

 

Marie shut the book. She sat in her chair a moment, thinking. 

Suddenly, in the corner of her eye, a shadow darted across the wall. Startled, Marie’s 

head jerked towards it and the rest of her body jumped, the toe of her slipper kicking the leg 

of the coffee table and causing her half-full cup of tea to topple off the edge and smash 

against the ceramic tiled floor. Tea spilled across the rug.  
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The shadow was gone in an instant. It looked like a bird had flitted past the window 

and its shadow had travelled inside. 

Marie went to get the dustpan and brush from the cupboard beneath the sink in the 

kitchen to clean up the broken china, and took with her a damp cloth to clean up the spilt tea. 

As she did so, she could feel her own heart begin to bang against her ribcage. It was 

like someone was punching her chest. She coughed. 

I’m panicking, she thought. It’s the book. It’s making me panic. 

She took a slow, deep breath, sucking in as much air as she could. 

Calm. Calm. 

Breathe. 

Pull yourself together, Marie. This is why you don’t read thrillers! 

After clearing up the tea, she put Foxglove away in a drawer. 

Later that night, Marie was on her computer in her study. She was still learning the 

ropes of a machine that was quite alien to her old-fashioned brain. Her son had bought her the 

computer for her birthday, and had given her a crash course in how to use it, and now Marie 

was trying to remember all the things her son had told her. 

She finally accessed the Internet after almost half an hour of trying different 

combinations of left and right and single and double and triple clicks on the mouse.  

She brought up the search engine, Google, which her son had told her she could use to 

search for anything she wanted. 

Despite that she had hidden it away in a drawer, Foxglove was still preying on her 

mind. 

So she typed into Google: Elizabeth Shiner. 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY - RAVENDOVE 

 

10 
 

She brought up an Internet page about Elizabeth Shiner. It talked about her early life, 

where she grew up, her earliest books, her most successful books, and the last book she wrote 

before she died, The Family Carter. 

“Huh?” Marie said aloud. “Last book before she died?” 

Marie came to a section of the page that was all about Elizabeth Shiner’s death. 

Bewildered, Marie carried on reading. 

 

Elizabeth Shiner died in 2003. 

 

“What?!” Marie cried. “How can that be? That’s when she started writing Foxglove!” 

She carried on. 

 

She was murdered. A neighbour found her lying stone-cold and pale on 

her kitchen floor with a broken cup and a foxglove flower near to her body, and a 

basket of foxglove flowers on the table next to her. Doctors confirmed her cause 

of death as foxglove poisoning. It was suspected by most people at the time that 

her husband, Arthur RavenDove, had murdered her. He had spent time in a 

psychiatric institution for some years prior to marrying Elizabeth, which was a 

fact that Elizabeth did not know when she married him. It was theorised by many 

that RavenDove lived up to his name; he had a dual personality, one that was 

pleasant, kind and gentle, and another that was insane, angry and vindictive, 

lurking beneath the surface of his cheery exterior. RavenDove was a man with two 

faces. A raven and a dove. 

But a case against RavenDove was never proved, and nor was he ever 

brought to justice, because he disappeared straight after Elizabeth’s death. 
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“Oh my God,” whispered Marie. Her fingers on the mouse had become numb. Her 

toes tingled. Her forehead began to sweat. “How can this be....” 

She went back to the drawer and dug out Foxglove. She studied the publication 

information in the front of the book. 

 

Published by Elizabeth Shiner in 2010. 

 

This doesn’t make any sense, Marie thought. None. None at all. 

She stood up, dashed into the kitchen to grab her car keys off the kitchen work 

surface, and swept out of the house like a small tornado. Book in hand, she got in her car and 

drove to the library in the nearby market town of Newcastle Emlyn – luckily open late on a 

Saturday. It was from this library that Marie had borrowed Foxglove. 

“No. I don’t where that one came from. I haven’t seen that one. Let me check the 

records.” 

The nice, young receptionist with long locks of shiny, dark orange hair did a search 

on her computer for Marie. 

“The most recent Elizabeth Shiner book we have is The Family Carter. That one was 

published in 2001. I’ve got nothing for Foxglove. Sorry.” 

Marie departed the library, no closer to finding any answers. She looked again the 

foreword by Elizabeth Shiner at the front of the book. 

 

I started writing ‘Foxglove’ after I moved to Water Street in Cardigan, 

Ceredigion in March 2003, where a huge, beautiful sycamore tree towered above 

my home. 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY - RAVENDOVE 

 

12 
 

 

That’s where I’m going, thought Marie. I’m going to find the house she lived in. 

The house she lived in while she was, as the Internet seems to think... dead.  

Marie drove through dark, narrow, claustrophobic country roads to Cardigan, a town 

close to Newcastle Emlyn. She drove in circles, through and out of night-swathed Cardigan 

several times, looking for Water Street.  

On the third occasion, she drove through Castle Street near to Cardigan Castle and 

noticed a malfunctioning streetlamp spitting intermittent splashes of orange light across a 

small, tucked-away street sign. 

Water Street. 

Marie drove down the road, looking for a huge sycamore tree. 

She found it, and her foot loosened off the accelerator. 

She realized what she was looking at, and her foot slipped off the pedal completely. 

The car jumped and the engine choked and the car stalled. 

Silver moonlight trickled through the thick, shaggy arms of the sycamore tree, and 

softly seeped across rows of gravestones. 

The tree towered over a cemetery. There were no houses. Just a cemetery. 

Marie got out.  

Leaving her car in the middle of the road, and her driver’s door wide open, Marie 

crossed to the other side of the road, where the ground heaved with hundreds of grey graves. 

She studied some of them, peering hard through the darkness. Faint moonlight mixed 

with orange light from the nearest streetlamp scarcely allowed Marie’s aging eyes to trace the 

names and dates on the gravestones. 

She found the one she was looking for. 

Elizabeth Shiner. 19
th

 November 1975 – 7
th
 March 2003. 



CHRISTOPHER BERRY - RAVENDOVE 

 

13 
 

Marie swallowed hard. 

She could hear the rise and fall of the nearby river Teifi. She recalled the foreword in 

Foxglove… 

 

I found my Water Street home very relaxing, with a nearby river which I 

could hear rippling in the distance. 

 

Marie saw next to the cemetery a park that welcomed dogs. 

 

I saw people walking past each day, heading for the park to walk their 

dogs. 

 

She saw, a little further down the road, the small building that was Cardigan Infant 

School.  

 

I saw mothers escorting their children to school. 

 

Marie felt her heart rate begin to increase again. She returned to her car. Foxglove was 

on the passenger seat. She opened it, looking again at the impossible publication information 

and the bewildering foreword. It was at that moment she noticed the dedication that followed 

the foreword. She hadn’t noticed it before. 

Her eyes widened like a startled owl. 

 

For Marie. So that you will remember and bring my killer to justice. 
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*               *               * 

 

Marie woke up the next day with a headache that felt like lots of feet stamping on her skull. 

She had slept for about twenty minutes, with Foxglove and Elizabeth Shiner spinning through 

her head constantly. 

 It was midday, but only modest light crept in through the gaps in her curtains, because 

outside the weather was grey and dire. A turbulent gale thrashed at the walls of her bungalow, 

and cascades of rain pelted the ground and turned her garden into sludge. The rain was 

getting louder, and Marie knew there was no way she was getting any more sleep. So she 

hauled her heavy, arthritic limbs out of bed and lumbered into the kitchen to switch on the 

kettle for what she hoped would be a soothing cup of tea. 

 She also took out two paracetamol tablets from the kitchen drawer. When her tea was 

ready, she took the pills. She sat down in her chair. 

 She listened to the rain outside. 

 There was a knock at her door. Marie shuffled to the door in her slippers and her 

dressing gown, clutching her throbbing head, squeezing her eyes shut with each palpitation. 

With each one she felt all the veins in her skull swell. 

 She opened the door. 

 “Hi Marie. Just dropping in some letters the postman mistakably delivered to me 

again. He’s so useless, that new guy. Gosh, Marie... are you all right? You’re as white as a 

sheet!” 

 It was Marie’s neighbour, from number four next door to her cottage. 

 “No, I’m not feeling too good,” Marie admitted. “Splitting headache. I’d invite you in 

for tea. But I could barely manage to make my own.” 
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 “I tell you what. You get back in your chair, lay your head back and shut your eyes, 

and I’ll get you a cool flannel and make you something warm to eat. How’s that sound?” 

 Marie opened her eyes a tad and shone a warm smile on her kind neighbour’s face. He 

smiled back at her. 

 “That sounds good,” Marie said, turning to walk back to her chair. “Thank you, 

Arthur.” 

 “No,” Arthur replied warmly. “Thank you for affording me the pleasure of your 

grateful smile, my dear.” 

 Marie stopped. 

 Her hands dropped to her sides. Her eyes froze and her face turned even whiter. A 

bead of cold sweat dribbled into her eye. 

 She opened her mouth to say, “What?” 

 But no sound came out. 

 Arthur noticed that Marie had stopped. “Marie, you all right? Marie?” 

 Suddenly, pumped with adrenaline, Marie turned and ran, as fast as her aging, 

arthritic legs could carry her, out of the cottage and into the hammering rain. 

 Arthur followed her out. “Marie, what are you doing?! It’s pouring out here! Marie!” 

 Arthur started to chase the old woman through her garden. Marie ran through the 

watery sludge to the bottom, where a clump of tall trees stood along the bank of the river 

Teifi. Her slippers became saturated and heavy, so Marie kicked them off and continued to 

run barefoot. 

 Behind her she could hear Arthur’s wet, rapid footsteps across her garden. 

 Her heart thudding and her head pounding, she charged through the trees, the 

branches rapping her face, and rainwater pouring off the leaves like small taps. She ran along 

the edge of the river. 
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 “Marie! Stop! Come back!” Arthur called, his voice almost buried under the coarse 

drone of the rain. 

 Marie stopped. She threw her hands to her face in alarm. Her muscles tautened with 

panic. She turned to stone. 

 The gale had blown a large tree into Marie’s path. 

 If she was young and nimble, she would have been able to lift her legs and climb over 

the ample trunk. But Marie’s stubborn knees and thighs were not going to let her. 

 She was trapped. 

 Arthur quickly caught up with her. She turned around to face him. 

 “Marie. Tell me. What on Earth is wrong?” Arthur said. 

 “You’re Arthur RavenDove, aren’t you?” 

 “I haven’t gone by that name in a long time, Marie. Has my wife been telling you 

things?” 

 “What?” 

 “I noticed this in your cottage...” 

 Arthur held up Foxglove in his hand. He had swiped it from the top of Marie’s kitchen 

bin, where she had tossed it after returning home from Cardigan the night before. She 

planned to never open the book again. 

 “Has my wife been telling you all sorts of lies about me?” Arthur said. “Don’t listen 

to her.” Arthur then tossed Foxglove into the river. 

 “Did y-you.... k-kill her?” Marie sputtered, shivering. Her dressing gown was cold 

and heavy and dripping wet and her bare feet had started to shrivel with moisture. Marie’s 

grey, curly hair fell flat and lank, like the head of a mop. 

 “Elizabeth did not die because of me. Elizabeth died because of you.” 

 “No,” Marie whispered, spitting rain, clenching her teeth. 
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 “Yes, she did. You always knew. You always suspected me. You always knew there 

was something dark in me, but you did nothing about it. I could not control the darkness. But 

you could have saved her. You could have saved her from me.” 

 “My Elizabeth is not dead,” Marie whispered, her voice weak. 

 “Are you finally remembering? Are you finally remembering how you let your 

daughter, Elizabeth Shiner, die?” 

 “My Elizabeth is not dead,” Marie kept repeating, staring blankly at the rain pelting 

the river. 

 “Your Elizabeth died in 2003, Marie.” 

 “My Elizabeth is not dead.” 

 Marie kept staring ahead, repeating the same words monotonously till her voice faded 

under the wind completely. Her teeth were still clenched. But she had stopped shivering. She 

was no longer cold. 

 “Admit it, Marie,” Arthur said. “You let your daughter die, because you let the 

darkness in me destroy her, when you knew what I was capable of. And now, you’re about to 

do exactly the same thing. You chose to forget everything, Marie. Now you’re not ready to 

face the raven. Or fight it.” 

 Arthur looked at Marie for a few moments, just staring into her eyes, with a pensive 

but unthreatening expression. 

 But then his expression changed. His face wrinkled as his eyes narrowed and his 

mouth opened wide. His lips and his nostrils flared like a growling dog. His whole face 

twisted into a hideous, unrecognisable picture of fury. 

 He raised his hands in a clutching motion towards Marie’s neck. 

 He was going to strangle her. 
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 Marie squeezed her eyes shut. She drove her two front teeth into her bottom lip, and a 

tiny stream of blood dribbled down her chin and was washed away by the still hammering 

rain. 

 She took a deep breath. 

 Arthur lunged like a panther, his hands gripping Marie’s throat. 

 Then Arthur’s twisted, furious expression drooped. His hands around Marie’s neck 

loosened immediately. He pulled away slowly from her, his eyes wide and his face now pale 

with shock. 

 He looked sadly into Marie’s eyes, and then looked down at her hands. 

 He saw the handle of the small, bloody kitchen knife in Marie’s left hand. The blade 

was in his abdomen.  

 Marie, because at the back of her mind she did remember everything, had picked up a 

knife as she darted out of her house, so that she could do what her daughter had asked her to 

do. 

 Avenge her. 

 Arthur staggered backwards, clutching the knife sticking out of his stomach. Small 

streams of blood seeped through his fingers onto the long grass. He slipped down the bank of 

the river and flopped into the water.  

 For a few moments, Arthur tossed and turned in the river, his blood escaping 

continuously into the fast flowing waters. Gradually his heart and breathing slowed, his 

muscles turned into jelly, and he sunk. 

 Pains started shooting through Marie’s body as she watched Arthur die. Her head was 

still banging and her chest was tight again. The run across the garden had caused her to 

become breathless, but she couldn’t get her breath back. Her heart was hammering her 

ribcage, as if it was going to explode. 
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 Calm. Calm, Marie ordered herself, just like she had before.  

Breathe. 

 It didn’t work. 

 She was light-headed and dizzy, and her heart was now smashing her ribs, ringing 

through her head and drowning out the rain. Her whole body throbbed and tingled. 

 Marie collapsed to her knees, clutching her chest and gasping for breath. Her body felt 

heavy, like a ten ton anchor was pulling her down. 

 Marie lay down in the grass. Her body was limp. She couldn’t lift herself back up. 

The rain against her face was like millions of needles stabbing her cheeks and lips and eyes. 

 In that moment, Marie saw the watery blur of a woman, with long brown hair and 

brown eyes, in a pretty, bright yellow dress with green four-leaf-clover patterns all over it, 

standing over her. Marie focussed her eyes and the woman smiled. 

 The woman then bent towards Marie, leaning in to her face, reaching to whisper 

something in her ear. 

 “Thank you, Mother,” the woman said. “Thank you for remembering.” 

  

 

 


