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CHAPTER I
 A Visitor from Pendle
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THE witch was chasing me through the dark wood, getting nearer and nearer by the second.

I ran fast, frantic to escape, weaving desperately, with branches whipping into my face and brambles clutching at my weary legs. The breath rasped harshly in my throat as I drove myself harder and harder toward the edge of the wood. Beyond that lay the slope leading up to the Spook’s western garden. If only I could reach that refuge, I’d be safe!

I wasn’t defenseless. In my right hand I gripped my rowan staff, which was particularly effective against witches; in my left was my silver chain, coiled about my wrist, ready for throwing. But would I get even half a chance to use either? For the chain I needed a gap between us, but already the witch was close at my heels.

Suddenly the footsteps behind me ceased. Had she given up? I ran on, the waning moon now visible through the leaf canopy above, silver-dappling the ground at my feet. The trees were thinning. I’d almost reached the edge of the wood.

Then, just as I passed the last tree, she appeared from nowhere and ran at me from the left, her teeth gleaming in the moonlight, her arms outstretched as if ready to claw out my eyes. Still running, veering away, I flicked my left wrist and cracked the chain to send it hurtling toward her. For a moment I thought I had her, but she swerved suddenly and the chain fell harmlessly onto the grass. The next moment she thudded into me, knocking the staff from my hand.

I hit the ground so hard that all the breath was driven from my body, and in an instant she was on me, her weight bearing down on me. I struggled for a moment, but I was winded and exhausted and she was very strong. She sat on my chest and pinned my arms down on either side of my head. Then she leaned forward so that our faces were almost touching, and her hair was like a black shroud touching my cheeks and blotting out the stars. Her breath was on my face, but it wasn’t rank like that of a blood or bone witch. It was sweet like spring flowers.

“Got you now, Tom, I have!” Alice exclaimed triumphantly. “Ain’t good enough, that. You’ll need to do better in Pendle!”

With that, she gave a laugh and rolled off me, and I sat up, still fighting for breath. After a few moments I found the strength to walk across and collect my staff and silver chain. Although she was the niece of a witch, Alice was my friend and had saved me more than once during the past year. Tonight I’d been practicing my survival skills, Alice playing the part of a witch seeking my life. I should have been grateful, but I felt annoyed. It was the third night in a row that she’d gotten the better of me.

As I started to walk up the slope toward the Spook’s western garden, Alice ran to my side and matched me step for step.

“No need to sulk, Tom!” she said softly. “It’s a nice mild summer’s night. Let’s make the best of it while we can. Be on our travels soon, we will, and we’ll both be wishing we were back here.”

Alice was right. I’d be fourteen at the beginning of August, and I’d been the Spook’s apprentice for more than a year now. Although we’d faced many serious dangers together, something even worse was looming. For some time the Spook had been hearing reports that the threat from the Pendle witches was growing; he’d told me that we’d soon be traveling there to try and deal with it. But there were dozens of witches and maybe hundreds of their supporters, and I couldn’t see how we could triumph against such odds. After all, there were only three of us: the Spook, Alice, and me.

“I’m not sulking,” I said.

“Yes, you are. Your chin’s almost touching the grass.”

We walked on in silence until we entered the garden and saw the Spook’s house through the trees.

“Ain’t said anything yet about when we’re off to Pendle, has he?” Alice asked.

“Not a thing.”

“Haven’t you asked? Don’t find nothing out without asking!”

“’Course I’ve asked him,” I told Alice. “He just taps the side of his nose and tells me that I’ll find out in good time. My guess is that he’s waiting for something, but I don’t know what.”

“Well, I just wish he’d get on with it. The waiting’s making me nervous.”

“Really?” I said. “I’m in no rush to leave, and I didn’t think you’d want to go back there.”

“I don’t. It’s a bad place, Pendle, and it’s a big place, too—a whole district with villages and hamlets and big, ugly Pendle Hill right at its center. I’ve got a lot of evil family there I’d sooner forget about. But if we’ve got to go, I’d like to get it over and done with. I can hardly sleep at night now worrying about it.”

When we entered the kitchen, the Spook was sitting at the table writing in his notebook, a candle flickering at his side. He glanced up but didn’t say anything because he was too busy concentrating. We sat ourselves down on two stools, which we drew close to the hearth. As it was summer, the fire was small, but it still sent a comforting warm glow up into our faces.

At last my master snapped his notebook shut and looked up. “Who won tonight?” he asked.

“Alice,” I said, hanging my head.

“That’s three nights in a row the girl’s gotten the better of you, lad. You’re going to have to do better than that. A lot better. First thing in the morning, before breakfast, I’ll see you in the western garden. It’s extra practice for you.”

I groaned inside. In the garden was a wooden post which was used as a target. If the practice didn’t go well, my master would keep me at it for a long time and breakfast would be delayed.

I set off for the garden just after dawn, but the Spook was already there, waiting for me.

“Well, lad, what kept you?” he chided. “Doesn’t take that long to rub the sleep out of your eyes!”

I still felt tired, but I tried my best to smile and look bright and alert. Then, with my silver chain coiled over my left hand, I took careful aim at the post.

Soon I was feeling a lot better. For the one hundredth time since starting, I flicked my wrist and the chain cracked sharply as it unfurled, soaring through the air and glittering brightly in the morning sunshine to fall in a perfect widdershins spiral about the practice post.

Until a week earlier, the best I’d been able to achieve from eight feet was an average of nine successful throws out of ten attempts. But now, suddenly, the long months of practice had finally paid off. When the chain was coiled about the post for the hundredth time that morning, I hadn’t missed even once!

I tried not to smile, I really did, but the sides of my mouth began to twitch upward, and within moments a wide grin split my face. I saw the Spook shaking his head, but try as I might, I couldn’t get the grin under control.

“Don’t get above yourself, lad!” he warned, striding toward me through the grass. “I hope you’re not getting complacent. Pride comes before a fall, as many have found to their cost. And as I’ve often told you before, a witch won’t stand still while you make your throw! From what the girl told me about last night, you’ve a long way to go yet. Right, let’s try some throws on the run!”

For the next hour I was made to cast at the post while on the move. Sometimes sprinting, sometimes jogging, running toward it, away from it, casting forward, obliquely or back over my shoulder, I did it all, working hard but growing hungrier by the minute. I missed the post lots of times, but I also had a few spectacular successes. The Spook was finally satisfied, and we moved on to something he’d only introduced me to a few weeks earlier.

He handed me his staff and led me to the dead tree we used for target practice. I pressed the lever to release the hidden blade in the staff and then spent the next fifteen minutes or so treating the rotten trunk as if it were an enemy threatening my life. Time and time again I drove the blade into it until my arms grew heavy and tired. The most recent trick my master had taught me was to hold the staff casually in my right hand before quickly transferring it to my stronger left and stabbing it hard into the tree. There was a knack to it. You sort of flicked it from one hand to the other.

When I showed signs of weariness, the Spook clicked his tongue. “Come on, lad, let’s see you do it again. One day it might just save your life!”

This time I did it almost perfectly: the Spook nodded and led us back through the trees for a hard-earned breakfast.

Ten minutes later Alice had joined us and the three of us were seated at the large oak table in the kitchen, tucking into a big breakfast of ham and eggs cooked by the Spook’s pet boggart. The boggart had lots of jobs to do around the house in Chipenden: cooking, making the fires, and washing the pots, as well as guarding the house and gardens. It wasn’t a bad cook, but it sometimes reacted to what was happening in the house, and if it was feeling angry or moody, then you could expect an unappetizing meal. Well, the boggart was certainly in a good mood that morning, because I remember thinking it was one of the best breakfasts it had ever cooked.

We ate in silence, but as I was mopping up the last bit of yellow yolk with a large slice of buttered bread, the Spook pushed back his chair and stood up. He paced backward and forward across the flags in front of the hearth, then came to a halt facing the table and stared straight at me.

“I’m expecting a visitor later today, lad,” he said. “We’ve a lot to discuss, so once he’s arrived and you’ve met him, I’d like time to talk to him in private. I think it’s about time you went home, back to your brother’s farm, to collect those trunks that your mam left you. I think it’s best to bring them back here to Chipenden, where you can search through them thoroughly. We may well find things in there that’ll prove useful on our trip to Pendle. We’re going to need all the help we can get.”

My dad had died last winter and left the farm to Jack, my eldest brother. But after Dad’s death we’d discovered something very unusual in his will.

Mam had a special room in our home farm. It was just under the attic, and she always kept it locked. This room had been left to me, together with the trunks and boxes it contained, and the will stated that I could go there any time I wanted. This had upset my brother Jack and his wife, Ellie. My job as an apprentice to the Spook worried them. They feared that I might bring something from the dark back to the house. Not that I blamed them; that was exactly what had happened the previous spring, and all their lives had been in danger.

But it was Mam’s wish that I inherit the room and its contents, and before she went away she’d made sure that both Ellie and Jack accepted the situation. She’d returned to her own land, Greece, to fight the rising power of the dark there. It made me sad to think that I might never see her again, and I suppose that’s why I’d kept putting off going to look in the trunks. Although I was curious to find out what they contained, I couldn’t face the thought of seeing the farmhouse again, empty of both Mam and Dad.

“Yes, I’ll do that,” I told my master. “But who’s your visitor?”

“A friend of mine,” said the Spook. “He’s lived in Pendle for years, and he’ll be invaluable in helping with what we need to do there.”

I was astonished. My master kept his distance from people, and because he dealt with ghosts, ghasts, boggarts and witches, they certainly kept their distance from him! I’d never imagined for a moment that he knew somebody whom he regarded as a friend!

“Close your mouth, lad, or you’ll start collecting flies!” he said. “Oh, and you’ll be taking young Alice with you. I’ll have lots of things to discuss, and I’d like both of you out from under my feet.”

“But Jack won’t want a visit from Alice as well,” I protested.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want Alice to come with me. I’d be glad of her company on the journey. It was just that Jack and Alice didn’t exactly get on. He knew that she was the niece of a witch, and he didn’t want her near his family.

“Use your initiative, lad. Once you’ve hired a horse and cart, she can wait outside the farm boundary while you load up the trunks. And I’ll expect you back here as soon as possible. Now, time’s short—I can’t spare more than half an hour for your lessons today, so let’s get started.”

I followed the Spook out to the western garden and was soon seated on the bench there, my notebook open and pen at the ready. It was a nice warm morning. The sheep bleated in the distance and the fells ahead were bathed in bright sunshine, dappled by small cloud shadows chasing one another toward the east.

The first year of my apprenticeship had largely been devoted to the study of boggarts; the topic for this year was witches.

“Right, lad,” said the Spook, starting to pace up and down as he spoke. “As you know, a witch can’t sniff us out because we’re both seventh sons of seventh sons. But that only applies to what we call long-sniffing. So write that down. It’s your first heading. Long-sniffing is sniffing out the approach of danger in advance, just as Bony Lizzie sniffed out that mob from Chipenden that burned down her house. A witch can’t sniff us out that way, so that gives us the element of surprise.

“But it’s short-sniffing that we must beware of, so write that down, too, and underline it for emphasis. Up relatively close, a witch can find out a lot about us and knows in an instant our weaknesses and strengths. And the nearer you are to a witch, the more she finds out. So always keep your distance, lad. Never let a witch get nearer to you than the length of your rowan staff. Allowing her to come close holds other dangers, too—be especially careful not to let a witch breathe into your face. Her breath can sap both your will and your strength. Grown men have been known to faint away on the spot!”

“I remember Bony Lizzie’s foul breath,” I told him. “It was more animal than human. More like that of a cat or a dog!”

“Aye, it was that, lad. Because, as we know, Lizzie used bone magic and sometimes fed from human flesh or drank human blood.”

Bony Lizzie, Alice’s aunt, wasn’t dead. She was imprisoned in a pit in the Spook’s eastern garden. It was cruel, but it had to be done. The Spook didn’t hold with burning witches, so he kept the County safe by locking them in a pit.

“But not all witches have the foul breath of those who dabble in bone and blood magic,” my master continued. “A witch who only uses familiar magic might have breath that’s as fragrant as May blossoms. So beware, for in that sweetness lies great danger. Such a witch has the power of fascination—write that word down, too, lad. Just as a stoat can freeze a rabbit in its tracks while it moves closer, so some witches can dupe a man. They can make him complacent and happy, totally unaware of danger until it’s far too late.

“And that’s very closely allied to another power of some witches. We call it glamour—so get that word down as well. A witch can make herself appear to be something she’s not. She can seem younger and more beautiful than she really is. Using that deceitful power, she can create an aura—projecting a false image—and we should always be on our guard. Because once glamour has attracted a man, it’s the beginning of fascination and a gradual eroding of his free will. Using those tools, a witch can bind him to her will so that he believes her every lie and sees only what she wishes him to see.

“And glamour and fascination are a serious threat to us, too. Being a seventh son of a seventh son won’t help one bit. So beware! I suppose you still think I’ve been harsh where Alice is concerned. But I did it for the best, lad. I’ve always feared that, one day, she might use those powers to control you—”

“No,” I interrupted. “That’s not fair. I like Alice—not because she’s bewitched me, but because she’s turned out all right and been a good friend to me. To both of us! Before Mam left, she told me she had faith in Alice, and that’s good enough for me.”

The Spook nodded, and there was a sadness in his expression. “Your mam may well be right. Time will tell, but just be on your guard—that’s all I ask. Even a strong man can succumb to the wiles of a pretty girl with pointy shoes. As I know from experience. And now write up what I’ve just told you about witches.”

The Spook sat down on the bench beside me and was silent while I wrote it all down in my notebook. After I’d finished, I had a question for him.

“When we go to Pendle, are there any special dangers we face from the witch covens? Anything I’ve not heard about so far?”

The Spook stood up and began to pace backward and forward again, deep in thought. “Pendle district is riddled with witches—there might well be things I’ve never come up against myself. We’ll have to be flexible and ready to learn. But I think the biggest problem we face is their sheer numbers. Witches often bicker and argue, but when they do agree and meet together with a common purpose, their strength is greatly increased. Aye—we must beware that. You see, that’s right at the heart of the threat we face—that the witch clans might unite.

“And here’s something else for your notebook—you need to get the terminology correct. A coven is the term for thirteen witches gathering to combine their strength in some ceremony that evokes the powers of the dark. But the larger family of witches is commonly called a clan. And a clan includes their menfolk and children, as well as family members who don’t directly practice dark magic.”

The Spook waited patiently until I’d finished writing before continuing the lesson. “Basically, as I’ve told you before, there are three main witch clans in Pendle—the Malkins, the Deanes, and the Mouldheels—and the first is the worst of all. All of them row and bicker, but the Malkins and the Deanes have gotten closer over the years. They have intermarried. Your friend Alice is the result of just such a union. Her mother was a Malkin and her father a Deane, but the good news there is that neither of them was a practicing witch. On the other hand, both parents died young, and as you know, she was given into the care of Bony Lizzie. The training she received there is something she’ll always struggle to overcome, and the danger in taking her back to Pendle is that she might revert to type and rejoin one of the clans.”

Again I was about to object, but my master stopped me with a gesture. “Let’s just hope that doesn’t happen,” he continued, “but if she isn’t bent back toward the dark, her local knowledge is going to be very important. She will be of invaluable help to us and our work.

“Now, as for the third clan, the Mouldheels, they’re much more mysterious. In addition to using blood and bone magic, they pride themselves on being skilled with mirrors. As I’ve told you before, I don’t believe in prophecy, but it’s said that the Mouldheels mainly use mirrors for scrying.”

“Scrying?” I asked. “What’s that?”

“Telling the future, lad. They say the mirrors show them what’s going to happen. Now, the Mouldheels have mostly kept their distance from the other two clans, but recently I’ve heard that someone or something is keen for them to put aside that ancient enmity. And that’s what we have to prevent. Because if the three clans unite and, more importantly, if they get three covens together, then who knows what evil they will launch upon the County? As you may remember, they did it once before, many years ago, and cursed me.”

“I remember you telling me,” I said. “But I thought you didn’t believe in their curse.”

“No, I like to think it was all nonsense, but it still shook me up. Luckily the covens fell out soon after, before they could inflict more damage on the County. But this time there’s something a little more sinister about what’s happening in Pendle, and that’s what I need my visitor to confirm. We need to prepare ourselves mentally and physically for what could be a terrible battle—and then we need to get to Pendle before it’s too late.

“Well, lad,” the Spook finished, shielding his eyes and glancing toward the sun, “this lesson’s gone on long enough, so it’s back to the house with you. You can spend the rest of the morning studying.”

I passed the remainder of the morning alone in the Spook’s library. He still didn’t trust Alice fully, and she wasn’t allowed in the library in case she read something she wasn’t supposed to. Now that there were three of us living in the house, my master had finally opened up another of the downstairs rooms, and it was currently used as a study. Alice was working there now, earning her keep by copying one of the Spook’s books. Some of them were rare and he was always afraid that something might happen to them, so he liked to have a copy just in case.

I was studying covens—how a group of thirteen witches came together for their rituals. I was reading a passage that described what happened when witches held special feasts, which were called sabbaths.


Some covens celebrate sabbaths weekly, others each month, at the time of either the full moon or the new moon. Additionally, there are four great sabbaths held when the power of darkness is at its greatest: Candlemas, Walpurgis Night, Lammas and Halloween. At these four dark feasts, covens may combine in worship.



I already knew about Walpurgis Night. It took place on April 30, and years earlier three covens had gathered together at Pendle on that sabbath to curse the Spook. Well, we were now in the second week in July; I wondered when the next great sabbath was and began to search the page. I didn’t get very far because at that moment something happened that I’d never experienced in the whole of my time in Chipenden.

Rap! Rap! Rap! Rap!

Someone was knocking on the back door! I couldn’t believe it. Nobody came to the house. Visitors always went to the withy trees at the crossroads and rang the bell. To enter the gardens was to risk being torn to bits by the boggart that guarded the house and its perimeter. Who had knocked? Was it the friend the Spook was expecting? And if so, how had he managed to reach the back door in one piece?





CHAPTER II
 Theft and Kidnapping
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CURIOUS, I returned my book to its place on the shelf and went downstairs. The Spook had already answered the door and was leading someone into the kitchen. When I saw him, my jaw dropped in surprise. He was a very big man, broad across the shoulders and at least two or three inches taller than the Spook. He had a friendly, honest face and looked to be in his late thirties, but the truly astonishing thing about him was that he was wearing a black cassock.

He was a priest!

“This is my apprentice, Tom Ward,” said the Spook with a smile.

“I’m very pleased to meet you, Tom,” said the priest, holding out his hand. “I’m Father Stocks. My parish is Downham, north of Pendle Hill.”

“I’m pleased to meet you, too,” I said, shaking his hand.

“John has told me all about you in his letters,” Father Stocks said. “It seems you’ve gotten yourself off to a very promising start—”

At that moment Alice came into the kitchen. She looked our visitor up and down with surprise in her eyes when she saw that he was a priest. In turn, Father Stocks glanced down at her pointy shoes and his eyebrows gave a slight twitch upward.

“And this is young Alice,” said the Spook. “Alice, say hello to Father Stocks.”

Alice nodded and gave the priest a little smile.

“I’ve heard a lot about you, too, Alice,” he said. “I believe you’ve family in Pendle—”

“Blood ties, that’s all,” replied Alice with a fierce frown. “My mam was a Malkin and my dad was a Deane. Ain’t my fault where I was born. None of us choose our kin.”

“That’s very true,” said the priest in a kindly voice. “I’m sure the world would be a very different place if we could. But it’s the way we live our lives that counts.”

Not much more was said after that. The priest was tired after his journey, and it was clear that the Spook wanted us on our way to Jack’s farm, so we made our preparations to leave. I didn’t bother with my bag, but just took my staff and a lump of cheese for us to eat on the journey.

The Spook walked us to the door. “Here’s what you’ll need to hire the cart,” he said, handing me a small silver coin.

“How did Father Stocks manage to get past the boggart and cross the garden safely?” I asked as I put it into the pocket of my breeches.

The Spook smiled. “He’s crossed this garden many times before, lad, and the boggart knows him well. Father Stocks was once my apprentice. And a very successful one, I may add—he completed his time. But later he thought better of it and decided that the Church was his true vocation. He’s a useful man to know—he has two trades at his fingertips: the priesthood and ours. Add that to his background knowledge of Pendle, and we couldn’t have a better ally.”

As we set off for my brother Jack’s farm, the sun was shining, the birds were singing; it was a perfect summer afternoon. I had Alice for company, and I was going home. Not only that: I was looking forward to seeing little Mary, Jack, and his wife Ellie, who was expecting another baby. Mam had predicted that it would be the son that Jack had always wanted, someone to inherit the farm after he was dead. So I should have been happy. But as we drew closer to the farm, I couldn’t shake off a feeling of sadness, which was slowly settling over me like a black cloud.

Dad was dead, and there’d be no Mam to greet me. It was never going to feel like my real home again. That was the stark truth, and I still hadn’t fully come to terms with it.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Alice said.

I shrugged.

“Come on, cheer up, Tom. How many times do I have to tell you? We should make the best of it. Off to Pendle I reckon we’ll be next week.”

“Sorry, Alice. I’m just thinking about Mam and Dad. Can’t seem to get them out of my mind.”

Alice moved closer to my side and gave my hand an affectionate squeeze. “It’s hard, Tom, I know. But I’m sure you’ll see your mam again one day. Anyway, aren’t you looking forward to finding out what’s in those trunks she’s left you?”

“I’m curious, yes, I won’t deny that. . . .”

“This is a nice spot,” said Alice, pointing to the side of the path. “I’m feeling peckish. Let’s eat.”

We sat down on a grassy bank under the shade of a massive oak tree and shared out the cheese we’d brought for the journey. We were both hungry, so we ate it all. I wasn’t on spook’s business, so there was no need to fast. We could live off the land.

It was as if Alice had read my thoughts. “I’ll catch us a couple of juicy rabbits at dusk,” she promised with a smile.

“That would be nice. You know, Alice,” I said, “you’ve told me a lot about witches in general, but very little about Pendle and the witches who live there. Why’s that? Reckon I’ll need to know as much as possible if we’re heading there.”

Alice frowned. “I’ve lots of painful memories of that place. Don’t like to talk about my family. Don’t like to talk about Pendle much—the thought of going back there scares me.”

“It’s funny,” I said, “but Mr. Gregory’s never talked much about Pendle either. You’d think we’d have been discussing and planning what it’s like and what we’re going to do when we get there.”

“Always likes to play things close to his chest, he does. He must have some sort of plan. I’m sure he’ll share it with us when the time’s right. Imagine Old Gregory having a friend!” said Alice, changing the subject. “A friend who’s a priest as well!”

“What I can’t understand is why someone would give up being a spook to become a priest.”

Alice laughed at that. “No stranger than Old Gregory being a priest and giving it up to become a spook!”

She was right—the Spook had been trained as a priest—and I laughed with her. But my opinion hadn’t changed. As far as I could see, priests prayed and that was it. They didn’t do anything directly to deal with the dark. They lacked the practical knowledge of our craft. It seemed to me that Father Stocks had taken a step in the wrong direction.

A little before dusk we stopped again and settled ourselves down in a hollow between two hills, close to the edge of a wood. The sky was clear, with the waning moon visible to the southeast. I busied myself making a fire while Alice went hunting for rabbits. Within an hour she was cooking them over the fire, the juice dribbling and hissing into the flames while my mouth watered.

I was still curious about Pendle, and despite Alice’s reluctance to talk about her life there, I decided to try again.

“Come on, Alice,” I said. “I know it’s painful for you to talk about, but I do need to know more about Pendle. . . .”

“I suppose so,” Alice said, peering at me over the flames. “Best that you’re prepared for the worst. Ain’t a nice place to be. And everybody’s scared. Whichever village you visit, you can see it in their faces. Can’t blame ’em, because the witches know almost everything that’s going on. After dark, most ordinary folk turn the mirrors in their houses to the wall.”

“Why?” I asked.

“So they can’t be spied on. Nobody trusts a mirror at night. Witches, specially the Mouldheels, use them to spy on folks. They love to use ’em for scrying and spying. In Pendle you never know who or what might suddenly peer out at you from a mirror. Remember old Mother Malkin? That should give you some idea of the sort of witch we’ll be facing.”

The name Malkin sent a chill through my bones. Mother Malkin had been the most evil witch in the County, and a year earlier, with Alice’s help, I’d managed to destroy her. But not before she’d threatened the lives of Jack and his family.

“Even though she’s gone now, in Pendle there’s always someone else ready to step into the shoes of a dead witch,” Alice said grimly. “And there are plenty of Malkins capable of that. Some of ’em live in Malkin Tower, which ain’t a place to go anywhere near after dark. People who go missing in Pendle—that’s where they mostly end up. There are tunnels, pits, and dungeons under the tower, full of the bones of those they’ve murdered.”

“Why isn’t something done?” I asked. “What about the high sheriff at Caster? Can’t he do anything?”

“Sent justices and constables to Pendle before, he has. Lots of times. Not that it did much good. Mostly they hanged the wrong people. Old Hannah Fairborne was one. She was nearly eighty when they dragged her off to Caster in chains. Said she was a witch, but that wasn’t true. Still, she deserved to hang because she poisoned three of her nephews. Lots of that goes on in Pendle. It ain’t a good place to be. And it ain’t easy to sort things out there. That’s why Old Gregory’s left it so long.”

I nodded in agreement.

“I know more than most what it’s like to live there,” Alice continued. “There’ve been lots of unions between Malkins and Deanes, even though they’re rivals. Truth is, the Malkins and Deanes hate the Mouldheels a lot more than they do each other. Life in Pendle is complicated. Lived there most of my life but still don’t understand ’em.”

“Were you happy?” I asked. “I mean, before you were looked after by Bony Lizzie?”

Alice grew silent and avoided my gaze, and I realized that I shouldn’t have asked. She’d never talked much about life with her parents or with Lizzie after they’d died.

“Don’t remember life much before Lizzie,” she said at last. “I mostly remember the rows. Me lying there in the darkness crying while my mam and dad fought like cat and dog. But sometimes they talked and laughed as well, so it wasn’t all bad. That was the big difference afterward. The silence. Lizzie didn’t say much. More likely to give me a clout round the head than a kind word. Brooded a lot, she did. Gazed into the fire and muttered her spells. And if she weren’t gawping into the flames, she’d be staring into a mirror. Sometimes I caught sight of things over her shoulder. Things that don’t belong on this earth. Scared me, it did. Preferred Mam and Dad’s fights to that.”

“Did you live in Malkin Tower?”

Alice shook her head. “No. Only the Malkin coven and a few chosen helpers live in the tower itself. But I went there sometimes with my mam. Some of it’s underground, but I never went down there. They all live together in one big room, and there was lots of arguing and screaming and smoke stinging your eyes. Being a Deane, my dad didn’t visit the tower. He’d never have got out alive. We lived in a cottage near Roughlee, the village where most of the Deanes live. The Mouldheels live in Bareleigh and the rest of the Malkins in Goldshaw Booth. Mostly keep to their own territory, they do.”

After that Alice grew silent, so I didn’t press her further. I could see that Pendle held a lot of painful memories for her—unspoken horrors that I could only guess at.

Jack’s nearest neighbor, Mr. Wilkinson, had a horse and cart, and I knew he’d be only too happy to hire them out. No doubt he’d have one of his sons drive us so I wouldn’t have to make a return journey later. I decided to call in at my brother’s first to let him know what I intended to do with the trunks.

We made good time and came within sight of Jack’s farm late in the afternoon of the following day. My first glance told me that something was badly wrong.

We’d approached from the northeast, skirting the edge of Hangman’s Hill, and as we began our descent, I could see right away that there were no animals in the fields. Then, as I caught sight of the farmhouse, it got worse. The barn was a blackened ruin: It had been burned to the ground.

It never even crossed my mind to ask Alice to wait at the farm boundary. Something bad had happened, and all I could think of was checking that Jack, Ellie, and their daughter, Mary, were all right. By now the farm dogs should have been barking, but everything was silent.

As we hastened through the gate and across the yard, I saw that the back door of the farmhouse had been smashed in and was hanging from one hinge. I ran across, with Alice at my heels, a lump in my throat, afraid that something terrible had happened.

Once inside, I called Jack’s and Ellie’s names over and over again but received no answer. The house was unrecognizable as the home I’d been brought up in. All the kitchen drawers had been pulled out and there was cutlery and smashed crockery on the flags. The pots of herbs had been taken from the windowsill and thrown against the walls; there was soil in the sink. The brass candlestick had gone from the table and in its place were five empty bottles of elderberry wine from Mam’s store in the cellar. But for me, the worst thing of all was Mam’s rocking chair, which was in big, jagged pieces, as if someone had taken an ax to it. It pained me to see that. It almost felt like they’d hurt Mam.

Upstairs, the bedrooms had been ransacked—clothes scattered across the beds and floors and every mirror smashed. But the scariest moment of all came when we reached Mam’s special room. The door was closed, but there was blood splattered across the wall next to it, and there were bloodstains on the floorboards, too. Had Jack and his family been here when this happened?

I became filled with a terrible dread that someone had died here.

“Don’t think the worst, Tom!” Alice said, gripping my arm. “It may not be as bad as it seems. . . . ”

I didn’t answer, just kept staring at the splatters of blood on the walls.

“Let’s look inside your mam’s room,” Alice suggested.

For a moment I looked at her, horrified. I couldn’t believe that was all she could think about now.

“I think we should look inside,” she insisted.

Angrily I tried the door but it didn’t yield. “It’s still locked, Alice. I’ve got the only key. So nobody’s been inside.”

“Trust me, Tom. Please . . .”

For safety, I kept the keys on a piece of string round my neck. There was a large key for the door and three smaller ones for the three largest trunks inside. In a moment I’d opened the door and stepped inside. Additionally, I had a key made by the Spook’s brother, Andrew, who’s a locksmith, and it will open most locks without trouble.

I’d been wrong. Somebody had been in the room. It was completely empty. The three big trunks and the smaller chests were gone.

“How could they get into the room?” I asked, my voice echoing slightly. “I have the only key.”

Alice shook her head. “Remember the other thing your mam said: that nothing evil could enter here. Well, something evil’s been here and that’s for sure!”

I certainly did remember what Mam had said. It had been on my final visit to the farm when I saw her for the last time. She’d stood in this very room, talking to Alice and me, and I remembered her words exactly.

Once locked, nothing evil can ever enter here. If you’re brave and your soul is pure and good, this room is a redoubt, a fortress against the dark. . . . Only use it when something so terrible pursues you that your very life and soul are at risk.

So what had happened? How had someone gotten inside and stolen the trunks that Mam had left me? What did they want them for? What use were they to somebody else?

After checking the attic, I locked the door to Mam’s room again, and we went downstairs and out into the yard. In a daze I walked across to what was left of the barn—just a few charred posts and fragments of wood among a pile of ashes.

“I can still smell the smoke,” I said. “This happened recently.”

Alice nodded. “It happened soon after dark, the day before yesterday,” she said, sniffing loudly at the tainted air.

Alice could sniff things out. She was usually right, but now, looking at her face, I didn’t like the expression there. She’d discovered something else. Something very bad. Maybe worse than what we’d already found.

“What is it, Alice?” I demanded.

“There’s something else as well as smoke. A witch has been here. Maybe more than one—”

“A witch? Why would a witch come here?” I asked, my head whirling with what I’d seen.

“For the trunks, what else? There must be something inside ’em that they wanted badly.”

“But how would they find out about the trunks?”

“Mirrors, perhaps? Maybe they have powers beyond Pendle.”

“And what about Jack and Ellie? And the child? Where are they now?”

“My guess is that Jack tried to stop ’em. Big and strong, Jack is. Wouldn’t have given up without a fight. Want to know what I think?” Alice asked, her eyes wide.

I nodded but was afraid to hear it.

“They couldn’t go into that room themselves because your mam protected it against evil in some way. So they made Jack go in and fetch out the trunks for them. At first he put up a fight, but when they threatened Ellie or little Mary, he had to do it.”

“But how could Jack have gotten in?” I cried. “There’s no sign of the door being forced, but I have the only key. And where are they? Where are they now?”

“They’ll have taken your family with them. That’s what it looks like.”

“Which way, Alice? Which way did they go?”

“Needed a horse and cart to carry the trunks. The three big trunks looked heavy. So they’d have kept to the roads mostly. We could follow and see. . . . ”

We ran to the end of the lane and followed the road south, walking fast. After about three miles we reached the crossroads. Alice pointed.

“They’ve gone northeast, Tom. It’s just as I thought. They’ve gone to Pendle.”

“Then let’s follow them,” I said, setting off at a run. I’d taken fewer than ten paces before Alice caught me, spinning me round by my arm.

“No, Tom, this ain’t what to do. They’ll be well on their way already. By the time we get there they’ll be hidden away, and there’s lots of places to hide in Pendle. What hope would we have? No, we should go back and tell Old Gregory what’s happened. He’ll know what to do. And that Father Stocks will help, too.”

I shook my head. I wasn’t convinced.

“Tom, think!” Alice said, squeezing my arm until it hurt. “First we should go back and talk to Jack’s neighbors. Maybe they know something. And what about your other brothers? Shouldn’t you send word to them about what’s gone on? Surely they’d want to help. Then we should run for Chipenden and tell Old Gregory what’s happened.”

“No, Alice. Even at top speed, it’s well over a day back to Chipenden. Then half a day or more to Pendle. By then anything might have happened to Jack and his family. We’d be too late to save them.”

“There’s another way, but you may not like it,” Alice said, letting go of my arm and dropping her gaze to the ground.

“What do you mean?” I asked. I was impatient. Time was running out for Jack and his family.

“You could go back to Chipenden, and I could go on to Pendle alone—”

“No, Alice! I couldn’t let you go alone. It’s too dangerous.”

“It’s more dangerous if we’re together. If they catch us together, we’ll both suffer. Imagine what they’d do to a spook’s apprentice! A seventh son of a seventh son. They’d be fighting over your bones, for sure. Ain’t nothing more certain than that! But if I was caught alone, I’d say that I’d just come back home to Pendle, wouldn’t I? That I wanted to be back with my family again. And I’d have a better chance of finding out who’s done this and where they’re holding Jack and Ellie.”

My stomach was churning with anxiety, but gradually Alice’s words started to get through to me. After all, she did know the place and would be able to travel through the Pendle district without arousing too much comment.

“It’s still dangerous, Alice. And I thought you were afraid of going back.”

“I’m doing this for you, Tom. And your family. They don’t deserve what’s happened to them. I’ll go to Pendle. Ain’t nothing else for it now.” Alice came forward and took hold of my left hand. “See you in Pendle, Tom,” she said softly. “Get there just as soon as you can.”

“I will,” I assured her. “As soon as you find out anything, go to Father Stocks’s church at Downham. I’ll be waiting there.”

With that, Alice nodded, turned, and set off along the road to the northeast. I watched her for a few moments, but she didn’t look round. I turned and ran back toward Jack’s farm.
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Deanes came later, from beyond sea to west. Big battles
in Crow Wood. Lots of buried bones. Failed to capture
Malkin Tower. Made their home in village of
Roughlee. Very proud peaple. Easily take insults.
Imagine grievances and can become spateful. Sull
dream of making tower their own.

Mouldheels last to arrive. These witches formerly
nomadic anid went barefooted. Others called them “stink
feet” or "mouldy heels,” hence present name. Gradually
infiltrated village of Bareleigh and made it their home.
The three main witch villages quite close together.
Sometimes known as Devil’s Teiangle, There are other
smaller Pendle witch clans but smaller and less powerful:

Hewitts, Ogdens, Nutters, and Preesalls. Also some

ineomer witches but these mostly shunned.

Power of Witch Clans

Clans very powerful and dangerous. Spook says best

example of why they should be feared happened seventy

years ago. Witch Finder called Wilkinson arrived in
Pendle to deal with elans once and for all. Brought two
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* priests, three wardens, and thirty special constables.
All armed.

Made base in Downham. Started to arrest suspected
witches in Devil's Triangle. Swam over thirty. Three
drowned. One died of fever afterwards. Five floated

. and weretried. All five found guilty and hanged.
Wilkinson began second phase. More arrests.

Tn meantime witches collected their dedd. Buried
them under loam in Witeh Dell. Travelling back to
Downham after dark, Wilkinson tricked into passing
through dell. Half hus party slaughtered by dead
witches. Bodies recovered later. All drained of blood.

Thumb bones missing.
Made hasty retreat from district but Malkins used
powerful curse. Within thirteen months every last one
 Jdead, including Wilkinson. Some died in accidents.

Others just vanished from face of earth. Probably vietun

of witch assassins. Wilkinson's death particularly

horrible. Nose and fingers fell off. Ears turned black

end withered away. Tried to hang himself. Failed when

rope broke. Mad with pain, drowned himself in pond.

- So witch clans’ revenge was total.
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Witch Assassms

Each clan employs at least one witch assassin—role

to'seek out and destroy enemies. Some no Better than

poisoners but Malkins' assassin formidable. Sucecessor

chosen by challenge and mortal combat.

Previous assassin was Kernolde the Strangler w}m
mostly used rope to kill but sometimes traps and pits
full of spikes. Hung victims by their thumbs.

Defeated by Grimalkin who slew Kernolde in
Crow Wood. Birds pecked her bones clean,
Grimallan's favorite weapons—long blades. Skilled
blacksmith. Forges her own weapons. Very fast and
strong. Has code of honor. Never wins using trickery.
Likes opponent to be a dangerous challenge. Flas dark

side. Sometimes uses torture.

Snips flesh and bone. Carves above sign on trees to mark
territory or warn others away. All fear snip-snip of her

terrible seissors.
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Present Situation

Deanes and Malkins getting closer. Starting to unite.
Mouldheels much more mysterious. As wellas blood
and bone magic they re skilled with mirrors, sometimes
using them for serying, which means foretelling the
" future (Spook doesn't believe in this). Mouldheels
imostly keep distance from other two clans so far but

new danger is that someone 1s trying to umite all three.

Very dangerous that. Together could do great evil.

Witches Sallaths

These are celebratory feasts where covens gather at
. ntidnight. : ]

Candlemas (February 2). Witches make their own
black candles. Tallow wax always mixed with human
blood. Many contain poisonous herbs too. Some candles
Tave specific purpose. Can make vietims fall helpless
into deep sleep. Or become in thrall to a witch. Also can
make time seem to pass more quickly or slowly than 1t

really does. -
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Covens and Clans

o J
A Coven means thirteen witches gathered touse dark
magic. Larger family of witches called a Clan. It

includes men, women, and children who don't directly

_ _ practice witcheraft.

History of Pendle Clans

Malkins, Dearnes, and Mouldheels are the three main
clans in Pendle. Malkins first witches to make home i
Pondle. Oldest and most powerful group. Original
tower was owned by local landowner. Malkins drove
Tim out. Used curses, poison, and abduction of his
- eldest son. Henceforward became known as Malkin

_ Tower. Extended the building Mainly dowmnward.
Earth mounds east of Crow Wood contain soil
excavated from deeper dungeons. Some of the mortar

15 brown because mixed with human blood and
powdered bone. Not all Malkins live in tower.
Most now live in village of Goldshaw Booth.






OEBPS/images/back07.jpg
Walpurgis Night (April 30). Sabbath when novitiates
are assigned to the witches who'll train them. Blood
rituals. Spells of binding. Attempts to control trainees
and take away free will. Not all survive. Blood of the

slain used to anoint the successful.

Lammas(August 1). Most propitious sabbath for
opering portal to the dark. This is when attempts

made to contact the Fiend or summon him to our world,
Needs at least combined strength of three covens to
attempt this safely.

Halloween (October 31). Celebrates coming of the
dark winter months. Witch feast when ghosts most
receptive to interrogation. Foreed to answer questions
and some can prophesy. Witches usually wear masks at
this sabbath. Even when main clans celebrate separately,
spies will infiltrate. If detected spies slain, their blood

and bone taken for dark magic.
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o Plood and Bone Magic

Spook told me more about these. Witch who uses Blood
Magie mostly takes it just before full moon. Children
preferred but adults and animal blood acceptable 1f

thirst great enough. Water witches use it mainly for

qustenance but Pendle witches always to accumulate
power. Also increases strength and agility. Longevity
too. Used in rituals to summon spirits and slay enemies
at o distance. Mouldheels use it to enhance serying
ability.

Witches who use Bone Magic prefer freshly taken
bones. Must be from a person killed just before dawn.
* Nothing wasted. Those bones not used immediately
buried for future use—but not as powerful. When
" needed (could be years later) witch smiffs them out like
a dog. Washes them in milk before use. All bones
wseful but thumb bones are most sought after. Can be

“used to summon the dead.
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The fiend

Has many other names: Father of Lies, the Devil, Old
Nick, FHob, Satan, Lueifer, and Horned God. During
first Age of Darkuess walked the earth for nearly three
centuries. Banished by unknown power. Records lost.
Afterward could only visit briefly, at special times
such as witches’ sabbaths. Or when some terrible erime
and evocation briefly opens pottal to this world.
Fiend’s Powers: can change size and shift shapes
erafty and deceitful: mariipulates time; summons storms
and controls elements; dark personified so can force its
denizens to do his bidding; has children by witches.
Thue shape: terrible. Few can look upon him and
live. Die on the spot or become insane. Very strong

witch can face him but some become blind afterward.

Prophecies

Will any of them come true? They worry me a lot.

"He'll be the best apprentice you've ever had and he'll

also be your last.”






