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Falling
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Snowflakes mixed with sleet whipped at my cheeks. I stumbled through the snow, supporting my boyfriend Cal’s weight against me, my feet growing leaden and icy in my clogs. Cal stumbled, and I braced myself. In the moonlight I peered up at his face, alarmed by how white he looked, how beaten, how ill. I trudged through the dark woods, feeling like every step away from the cliff took an hour.

The cliff. In my mind, I saw Hunter Niall falling backward, his arms windmilling as he went over the edge. Bile rose in my throat, and I swallowed convulsively. Yes, Cal was a mess, but Hunter was probably dead. Dead! And Cal and I had killed him. I drew in a shuddering breath as Cal swayed against me.

Together we stumbled through the woods, accompanied only by the malevolent hiss of the sleet in the black branches around us.Where was Cal’s house?

“Are we headed the right way?” I asked Cal. The freezing wind snatched the words from my throat.

Cal blinked. One eye was swollen shut and already purple. His beautiful mouth was bloody, and his lower lip was split.

“Never mind,” I said, looking ahead. “I think this is it.”

By the time Cal’s house was in view, we were both soaked through and frozen. Anxiously I scanned the circular driveway for Selene Belltower’s car, but Cal’s mother was still out. Not good. I needed help.

“Tired,” Cal said fuzzily as I helped him up the steps. Somehow we made it through the front door, but once inside, there was no way I could get him up to his attic room.

“There.” Cal gestured with a hand swollen from punching Hunter. Feeling unbearably weary, I lurched through the parlor doors and helped Cal collapse on the blue sofa. He toppled over, curling to fit on the cushions.  He was shaking with cold, his face shocked and pale.

“Cal,” I said, “we need to call 911. About Hunter. Maybe they can find him. It might not be too late.”

Cal’s face crinkled in a grotesque approximation of a laugh. His split lip oozed blood, and his cheek was mottled with angry bruises. “It’s too late,” he croaked, his teeth chattering. “I’m positive.” He nodded toward the fireplace, his eyes shut. “Fire.”

Was it too late for Hunter? A tiny part of me almost hoped it was—if Hunter was dead, then we couldn’t help him, and I didn’t even have to try.

But was he? A sob rose in my throat.Was he?

Okay, I thought, trying to calm down. Okay. Break down the situation. Make a plan. I knelt and clumsily piled newspaper and kindling on the grate. I chose three large logs and arranged them on top.

I didn’t see any matches, so, closing my eyes, I tried to summon fire with my mind. But my magickal powers felt almost nonexistent. In fact, just trying to call on them made my head ache sharply. After nearly seventeen years of living without magick, to find myself bereft of it now was terrifying. I opened my eyes and looked wildly around. Finally I saw an Aim ’n’ Flame on the mantel, and I grabbed it and popped its trigger.

The paper and kindling caught. I swayed toward the flames, feeling their healing warmth, then I glanced at Cal again. He looked wretched.

“Cal?” I helped him sit up enough to tug him out of his leather jacket, taking care not to scrape his wrists, which were raw and blistered where Hunter had tried to bind them with a strange magickal chain. I pulled off Cal’s wet boots. Then I covered him up with a patchwork velvet  throw that was draped artistically over one end of the couch. He squeezed my fingers and tried to smile at me.

“Be right back,” I said, and hurried to the kitchen. I felt horribly alone as I waited for water to boil. I ran upstairs and rummaged through the first bathroom I found for bandages, then went back down and fixed a pot of herb tea. A pale face with accusing green eyes seemed to form in the steam that rose from the top of the teapot. Hunter, oh, God, Hunter.

Hunter had tried to kill Cal, I reminded myself. He might have tried to kill me, too. Still, it was Hunter who had gone over the edge of the cliff into the Hudson River, the river filled with ice chunks as big as his head. It was Hunter who had probably been swept away by the current and Hunter whose body would be found tomorrow. Or not. I clamped my lips together to keep from sobbing as I hurried back to Cal.

Slowly I got Cal to drink a whole mug of goldenseal-and-ginger tea. His color looked better when he had finished it. I gently swabbed his wrists with a damp cloth, then wrapped them with a roll of gauze I had found, but the skin was blistered, and I knew it must hurt incredibly.

After the tea Cal lay down again and slept, his breathing uneven. Should I have given him Tylenol? Should I hunt around for witch-type medicine? In the short while I had known Cal, he had been the strong one in our relationship. I had counted on him. Now he was counting on me, and I did-n’t know if I was ready.

The mantel clock above my head struck three slow chimes. I stared at it. Three o’clock in the morning! I set my mug down on the coffee table. I was supposed to be home by one. And I didn’t even have my car—Cal had picked me  up. He was clearly in no shape to drive. Selene wasn’t back yet. Dammit! I said to myself.Think, think.

I could call my dad and have him come get me.Very unappealing option.

It was too late to call the only taxi service in Widow’s Vale, which was in essence Ed Jinkins in his old Cutlass Supreme hanging out at the commuter station.

I could take Cal’s car.

Five minutes later I let myself out of the house carefully. Cal was still asleep. I had taken the keys from his jacket, then written a note of explanation and tucked it in his jeans pocket, hoping he would understand. I stopped dead when I saw Hunter’s gray sedan sitting in the driveway like an accusation. Crap! What to do about his car?

There was nothing I could do. Hunter had the keys. And he was gone. I couldn’t push the car anywhere by myself and anyway, that seemed so—methodical somehow. So planned.

My head spun. What should I do? Waves of exhaustion flowed over me, almost making me weep. But I had to accept the fact that I couldn’t do anything about this. Cal or Selene would have to deal with Hunter’s car. Trembling, I climbed into Cal’s gold Explorer, turned on the brights, and headed for home.

Cal had used spells on me tonight, spells of binding so I couldn’t move. Why? So I wouldn’t interfere in his battle with Hunter? So I wouldn’t be hurt? Or because he didn’t trust me? Well, if he hadn’t trusted me before, he knew better now. I clamped my teeth together on a semihysterical giggle. It wasn’t every girl who would throw a Wiccan ceremonial dagger into the neck of her boyfriend’s enemy.

Hunter had tried to kill Cal, had bound his hands with spelled silver chain that had started to sizzle against Cal’s flesh as soon as it touched him.That was when I’d hurled the athame at him and sent him over the cliff’s edge. And probably killed him. Killed him.

I shuddered as I turned onto my street. Had we actually killed him? Did Hunter have a chance? Maybe the wound in his neck wasn’t as horrific as it had seemed. Maybe, when he went over the cliff, he had landed on a ledge. Maybe he was found by a park ranger or someone like that.

Maybe.

I let the Explorer drift to a halt around the corner from my house. As I pocketed the keys, I noticed all the birthday gifts Cal had given me earlier, piled up on the backseat. Well, almost all. The beautiful athame was gone—Hunter had taken it over the cliff with him. With a sense of unreality I gathered up the other gifts and then ran home down the shoveled and salted walks. I let myself in silently, feeling with my senses. Again my magick was like a single match being held in a storm wind instead of the powerful wave I was used to feeling. I couldn’t detect much of anything.

To my relief, my parents didn’t stir as I went past their bedroom door. In my own room I sat for a moment on the edge of my bed, collecting my strength. After the nightmarish events of tonight my bedroom looked babyish, as if it belonged to a stranger.The pink-and-white-striped walls, flowered border, and frilly curtains had never been me, anyway. Mom had picked everything out and redone the room for me as a surprise while I was at camp, six years ago.

I threw off my clammy clothes and sighed with relief as I  pulled on sweats.Then I went downstairs and dialed 911.

“What is the nature of the emergency?” a crisp voice asked.

“I saw someone fall into the Hudson,” I said quickly, speaking through a tissue like they did in old movies. “About two miles up from the North Bridge.” This was an estimate, based on where I thought Cal’s house was. “Someone fell in. He may need help.” I hung up quickly, hoping I hadn’t stayed on the phone long enough for the call to be traced. How did that work? Did I have to stay on for a minute? Thirty seconds? Oh, Jesus. If they tracked me down I would confess everything. I couldn’t live with this burden on my soul.

My mind was racing with everything that had happened: my wonderful, romantic birthday with Cal; almost making love but then backing out; all my gifts; the magick we shared; my birth mother’s athame, which I had shown Cal tonight and was now clutching like a security blanket; then the battle with Hunter, the horror as he fell. And now it was too late, Cal said. But was it? I had to try one last thing.

I put on my wet coat, went outside, and walked around the side of my house in the darkness. Holding my birth mother’s athame, I leaned close to a windowsill.There, glowing faintly beneath the knife’s power, shimmered a sigil. Sky Eventide and Hunter had surrounded my house with the charms; I still didn’t know why. But I hoped this would work.

Once more closing my eyes, I held the athame over the sigil. I concentrated, feeling like I was about to pass out. Sky, I thought, swallowing. Sky.

I hated Sky Eventide. Everything about her filled me with loathing and distrust, just as Hunter did, though for some reason Hunter upset me more. But she was his ally, and she  was the person who should be told about him. I sent my thought out toward the purplish snow clouds. Sky. Hunter is in the river, by Cal’s house. Go get him. He needs your help.

What am I doing? I thought, beyond weariness. I can’t even light a match. I can’t feel my family sleeping inside my house. My magick is gone. But still I stood there in the cold darkness, my eyes closed, my hand turning to a frozen claw around the knife handle. Hunter is in the river. Go get him. Go get Hunter. Hunter is in the river.

Tears came without warning, shockingly warm against my chilled cheeks. Gasping, I stumbled back inside and hung up my coat. Then I slowly mounted the steps, one by one, and was dimly surprised when I made it to the top. I hid my mother’s athame under my mattress and crawled into bed. My kitten, Dagda, stretched sleepily, then moved up to coil himself next to my neck. I curled one hand around him. Huddled under my comforter, I shook with cold and wept until the first blades of sunlight pierced the childish, ruffled curtains at my window.
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Guilty
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I woke up on my seventeenth birthday feeling like someone had put me in a blender and set it to chop. Sleepily I blinked and checked my clock. Nine. Dawn had come at six, so I had gotten a big three hours’ sleep. Great. And then I thought—is Hunter dead? Did I kill him? My stomach roiled, and I wanted to cry.

Under the covers, I felt a small warm body creeping cautiously along my side.When Dagda poked his little gray head out from under the covers, I stroked his ears.

“Hi, little guy,” I said softly. I sat up just as the door to my room opened.

“Morning, Birthday Girl!” my mom said brightly. She  crossed my room and pushed aside the curtains, filling my room with brittle sunlight.

“Morning,” I said, trying to sound normal. A vision of my mom finding out about Hunter made me shudder. It would destroy her.

She sat on my bed and kissed my forehead, as if I was seven instead of seventeen. Then she peered at me. “Do you feel all right?” She pressed the back of her hand against my forehead. “Hmmm. No fever. But your eyes look a bit red and puffy.”

“I’m okay. Just tired,” I mumbled. Time to change the subject. I had a sudden thought. “Is today really my actual birthday?” I asked.

Mom stroked my hair back from my face with a gentle hand. “Of course it is. Morgan, you’ve seen your birth certificate,” she reminded me.

“Oh, right.” Until a few weeks ago I had always believed I was a Rowlands, like the rest of my family. But when I met Cal and began exploring Wicca, it became clear that I had magickal powers and that I was a blood witch, from a long line of blood witches—witches from one of the Seven Great Clans of Wicca. That’s how I’d found out I was adopted. Since then it had been pretty much of an emotional roller-coaster ride here at home. But I loved my parents, Sean and Mary Grace Rowlands, and my sister, Mary K., who was their biological daughter.And they loved me. And they were trying to come to terms with my Wiccan heritage, my legacy. As was I.

“Now, since today is your birthday, you can do what you want, more or less,” Mom said, absently tickling Dagda’s bat-like gray ears. “Do you want to have a big breakfast and we’ll go to a later mass? Or we can go to church now and then do something special for lunch?”

I don’t want to go to church at all, I thought. Lately my relationship with church had seemed like a battle of wills as I struggled to integrate Wicca into my life. I also couldn’t face the idea of sitting through a Catholic mass and then having lunch with my family after what had happened the night before. “Um, is it all right if I just sleep in today?” I asked. “I am feeling a little under the weather, actually. You guys do church and lunch without me.”

Mom’s lips thinned, but after a moment she nodded. “All right,” she said. “If that’s what you want.” She stood up. “Do you want us to bring you back something for lunch?”

The idea of food repulsed me. “Oh, no thanks,” I said, trying to sound casual. “I’ll just find something in the fridge. Thanks, anyway, though.”

“Okay,” Mom said, touching my forehead again. “Tonight Eileen and Paula are coming over, and we’ll do dinner and cake and presents. Sound good?”

“Great,” I said, and Mom closed the door behind her. I sank back on my pillow. I felt as if I had a split personality. On the one hand, I was Morgan Rowlands, good daughter, honor roll student, math whiz, observant Catholic. On the other hand, I was a witch, by heritage and inclination.

I stretched, feeling the ache in my muscles. The events of the night before hovered over my head like a storm cloud. What had I done? How had I come to this? If only I knew for sure whether or not Hunter was dead . . .

I waited until I heard the front door close behind my  family. Then I got up and began pulling on my clothes. I knew what I had to do next.

 

I drove my car to the back road that ran behind Cal’s house and parked. Then I crunched across the snow to the cliff’s rocky edge. Carefully I stretched out on my stomach and peered over. If I saw Hunter’s body, I would have to climb down there, I warned myself. If he was alive, I would go for help. If he was dead . . . I wasn’t sure what I would do.

Later I would go up to Cal’s house and see how he was, but first I needed to do this, to look for Hunter. Had Sky gotten my message? Had 911 responded?

The ground around this area was churned and muddy, evidence of the horrific battle Hunter and Cal had fought. It was awful to think about it, to remember how helpless I had been under Cal’s binding spell.Why had he done that to me?

I leaned over farther to try to see beneath a rocky ledge. The icy Hudson swept beneath me, clean and deadly. Sharp rocks jutted up from the riverbed. If Hunter had hit them, if he’d been in the water any length of time, he was surely dead. The thought made my stomach clench up again. In my mind I pictured Hunter falling in slow motion over the edge, his neck streaming blood, an expression of surprise on his face. . . .

“Looking for something?”

I turned quickly, already scrambling to my feet as I recognized the English-accented voice. Sky Eventide.

She stood fifteen feet away, hands in her pockets. Her pale face, whitish blond hair, and black eyes seemed etched against the painful blue of the sky.

“What are you doing here?” I said.

“I was about to ask the same thing,” she said, stepping toward me. She was taller than me and as thin. Her black leather jacket didn’t look warm enough for the cold.

I said nothing, and she went on, a razor’s edge in her voice. “Hunter didn’t come home last night. I felt his presence here. But now I don’t feel it at all.”

She hasn’t found Hunter. Hunter’s dead. Oh, Goddess, I thought.

“What happened here?” she went on, her face like stone in the cold, bright sun. “The ground looks like it was plowed. There’s blood everywhere.” She stepped closer to me, fierce and cold, like a Viking. “Tell me what you know about it.”

“I don’t know anything,” I said, too loudly. Hunter’s dead.

“You’re lying. You’re a lying Woodbane, just like Cal and Selene,” Sky said bitterly, spitting out the words as if she were saying,You’re filth, you’re garbage.

The world shifted around me, became slightly unreal. There was snow beneath my feet, water below the cliff, trees behind Sky, but it was like a stage set.

“Cal and Selene aren’t Woodbane,” I said. My mouth was dry.

Sky tossed her head. “Of course they are,” she said. “And you’re just like them. You’ll stop at nothing to keep your power.”

“That’s not true,” I snapped.

“Last night Hunter was on his way to Cal’s place, on council business. He was going to confront Cal. I think you were there, too, since you’re Cal’s little lapdog. Now tell me what happened.” Her voice rang out like steel, actually  hurting my ears, and I felt the strength of her personality pressing on me. I wanted to spill out everything I knew. All of a sudden I realized she was putting a spell on me. A flash of rage seared through me. How dare she?

I straightened up and deliberately walled off my mind.

Sky’s eyes flickered. “You don’t know what you’re doing,” she said, her words chipping away at me. “That makes you dangerous. I’ll be watching you. And so will the council.”

She whirled and disappeared into the woods, her short, sunlight-colored hair riffling in the breeze.

The woods were silent after she left. No birds chirped, no leaves stirred, the wind itself died.After several minutes I went back to my car and drove it up to Cal’s house. Hunter’s car was no longer there. I climbed the stone steps and rang the doorbell, feeling a fresh wash of fear as I wondered what I might find, what might have happened to Cal since I left.

Selene opened the door. She was wearing an apron, and the faint scent of herbs clung to her. There was a wealth of warmth and concern in her golden eyes as she reached out and hugged me to her. She had never hugged me before, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the lovely feeling of comfort and relief she offered.

Then Selene withdrew and looked deeply into my face. “I heard about last night. Morgan, you saved my son’s life,” she said, her voice low and melodious. “Thank you.” She looped her arm through mine and drew me inside, shutting out the rest of the world. We walked down the hallway to the large, sunny kitchen at the back of the house.

“How is Cal?” I managed.

“He’s better,” she said. “Thanks to you. I came home and  found him in the parlor, and he managed to tell me most of what happened. I’ve been doing some healing work with him.”

“I didn’t know what to do,” I said helplessly. “He fell asleep, and I had to get home. I have his car at my house,” I added inanely.

Selene nodded. “We’ll come get it later,” she said, and I dug in my pocket and gave her the keys. She took them and pushed open the kitchen door.

I sniffed the air. “What’s that?” I asked.

Now I noticed that the kitchen was ablaze with light, sound, color, scent. I paused in the doorway, trying to separate out the different stimuli. Selene walked over to the stove to stir something, and I realized she had a small, three-legged cast-iron cauldron bubbling on the burner of her range. The odd thing was how normal it looked somehow.

She caught my glance and said, “Usually I do all this outside. But this autumn has been so awful, weatherwise.” She stirred slowly with a long wooden spoon, then leaned over and inhaled, the steam making her face flush slightly.

“What are you making?” I asked, moving closer.

“This is a vision potion,” she explained. “When ingested by a knowledgeable witch, it aids with scrying and divination.”

“Like a hallucinogen?” I asked, a little shocked. Images of LSD and mushrooms and people freaking out flashed through my mind.

Selene laughed. “No. It’s just an aid, to make it easier to find your visions. I only make it every four or five years or so. I don’t use it that often, and a little goes a long way.”

On the gleaming granite counter I saw labeled vials and small jars and, at one end, a stack of homemade candles.

“Did you do all this?” I asked.

Selene nodded and brushed her dark hair away from her face. “I always go through a flurry of activity around this time of year. Samhain is over, Yule hasn’t begun—I suppose I just itch for something to do.Years ago I started making many of my own tinctures and essential oils and infusions—they’re always fresher and better than what you can buy in the store. Have you ever made candles?”

“No.”

Selene looked around the kitchen, at the bustle and clutter, and said, “Things you make, cook, sew, decorate—those are all expressions of the power and homages to the Goddess.” Busily she stirred the cauldron, deasil, and then tasted a tiny bit on the end of her spoon.

At any other time I would have found this impromptu lesson fascinating, but at the moment I was too keyed up to focus on it. “Will Cal be okay?” I blurted out.

“Yes,” Selene said. She looked directly at me. “Do you want to talk about Hunter?”

That was all it took, and suddenly I was crying silently, my shoulders shaking, my face burning. In a moment she was beside me, holding me. A tissue appeared, and I took it.

“Selene,” I said shakily, “I think he’s dead.”

“Shhh,” she said soothingly. “Poor darling. Sit down. Let me give you some tea.”

Tea? I thought wildly. I think I killed someone, and you’re offering me tea?

But it was witch tea, and within seconds of my first sip I felt my emotions calm slightly, enough to get myself under control. Selene sat across the table from me, looking into my eyes.

“Hunter tried to kill Cal,” she said intently. “He might  have tried to kill you, too. Anyone standing there would have done what you did. You saw a friend in danger, and you acted. No one could blame you for that.”

“I didn’t mean to hurt Hunter,” I said, my voice wavering.

“Of course you didn’t,” she agreed. “You just wanted to stop him. There was no way to predict what would happen. Listen to me, my dear. If you hadn’t done what you did, if you hadn’t been so quick thinking and loyal, then it would be Cal now in the river, and I would be mourning him and possibly you, too. Hunter came here looking for trouble. He was on our property. He was out for blood.You and Cal both acted in self-defense.”

Slowly I drank my tea. The way Selene put it, it sounded reasonable, even inevitable. “Do you—do you think we should go to the police?” I asked.

Selene cocked her head to one side, considering. “No,” she said after a moment. “The difficulty is that there were no other witnesses. And that knife wound in Hunter’s neck would be hard to explain as self-defense, even though you and I both know that’s the truth of it.”

A fresh wave of dread washed over me. She was right. To the police, it would probably look like murder.

I remembered something else. “And his car,” I said. “Did you move it?”

Selene nodded. “I spelled it to start and drove it to an abandoned barn just outside of town. It sounds premeditated, I know, but it seemed the prudent thing to do.” She reached out and covered my hand with her own. “I know it’s hard. I know you feel that your life will never be the same. But you must try to let it go, my dear.”

I swallowed miserably. “I feel so guilty,” I said.

“Let me tell you about Hunter,” she said, and her voice was suddenly almost harsh. I shivered.

“I’ve heard reports about him,” Selene went on. “By all accounts he was a loose cannon, someone who could not be trusted. Even the council had their doubts about him, thought he had gone too far, too many times. He’s been obsessed with Woodbanes all his life, and in the last few years this obsession had taken a deadly turn.” She seemed quite serious, and I nodded.

A thought occurred to me. “Then why was he going after Cal?” I asked. “You guys don’t know what clan you are, right? I heard Hunter call Cal Woodbane—did he think Cal . . . wait—” I shook my head, confused. Cal had told me that he and Hunter probably had the same father. And Sky had said Cal was Woodbane like his father. Which made both Cal and Hunter half Woodbane? I couldn’t keep all this straight.

“Who knows what he thought?” said Selene. “He was clearly crazy. I mean, this is someone who killed his own brother.”

My eyebrows knitted. I vaguely remembered Cal throwing that accusation at Hunter last night. “What do you mean?”

Selene shook her head, then started as her cauldron hissed and spat on the stove, almost boiling over. She hurried over to adjust the flame. For the next few minutes she was very busy, and I hesitated to interrupt her.

“Do you think I could see Cal?” I asked finally.

She looked back at me regretfully. “I’m sorry, Morgan, but I gave him a drink to make him sleep. He probably won’t wake up until tonight.”

“Oh.” I stood up and retrieved my coat, unwilling to pursue the story about Hunter if Selene didn’t want to tell me. I felt a thousand times better than I had, but I knew instinctively the pain and guilt would return.

“Thank you for coming,” Selene said, straining a steaming mixture over the sink. “And remember, what you did last night was the right thing. Believe that.”

I nodded awkwardly.

“Please call me if you want to talk,” Selene added as I headed for the door. “Anytime.”

“Thank you,” I said. I pushed through the door and headed home.
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ting sales on hem, but hey acke constantly, and the skin
will never be the same.

Thank fhe Goddess Giomanack von't bother vs any-
more.

—Sgath
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June 2001

Hara's an interesting thing: | went today to Much Benchan,
which s the [itle tow in Ireland next to where Ballynigel used
{0 be. No one there wanted 1o alk o me, and | 9ot the feeling
the whole village wes malicwitch. Having seen thei closest
neighbors turn to dust all those years ago, I'm not surprised. But
a5 1 was leaving the lown sguare, an old woman caught ny eye.
She was probably on the dole—making ends almost meel by sell-
ing homemmade pasties. | bought one, and s 1 it o it she said,
vary guially, “You've the lad's been asking guestions about the
{own next door.” She dd't name Ballynige, bid of couse that
was what she meant,

“Aye," 1 said, taking another bite. | waled.

"0dd things,” she murnared. "0dd doings in that o, sometimes.
Whole town VJ\P(J off the face of the earth. I's not radural”
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Oclober 2000

| came home from Ireland this waek for Alwyn's inifiation.
1's hard to beliave she's fourteen: she seems both younger, with
Ker knobby knees and tall, colish pretiness, and somekow also
older—the wisdom in har eyes, (fe's pain eiched on har face.

I brought her o russat silk robe from Comnamara. She plans to
embroider stars and moons around s neck and hem. Uncle Beck
has carved he o beaudiil wand and pounded in it of malachite
and bloodstone along the handle. | think she'll be pleased when
she sees il

1 know may parents would want o be here o they could, s they
wonld have wanted {0 see oy inlition and Linden's ' ol s
if theyre sl alive. | cant sense them.

Lest year | et Dud's furst wife and his other son ol one of
the big coven mectings in Scolland. They seemed very Woodbans:
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February 2001

They have accepled me ot last. | am the council’s newest
maraber—and its youngest, the most junior member of the third
ring. I'nm one of more than a thousand workers for Wiccan law.
Bul ny assigned role is that of Seeker, s | veguested. e bee
ven oy fols, the braigh and the books and Kennel Auir hes
Leen assigned s my mtor, He and | have spent the past wack
going ove my ne dlies.

Now | have been given my furst task. There (s & man in
Comwall who s accused of cassiong his aeghbor's mlk cows to
sicken and diz. I'm going down thare today fo invastigate.

Athar has offarad to come with me. | did't el Ker how slad
1 wes of her offer, but I could see that she understood it nonethe-
les. Ske is o good friend o e

~Glomanach.
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February 2001

1 &id &1 put o viteh wnder the braigh

The fellow in Cornwall was mad, there is o guestion of thad.
iwhen | came {o guestion Kim he first ried to evade e, then when
ke saw that | would not give up, he {lew info & frenzy. He 7\LLu«!
aboul how he would crse e and gy vhole fomly, thal ke wes
one of the Cvn Ansiyn, the hounds of Hel. He began o shout out
o spell and 1 had fo wrestle him o the ground and put the braigh on
Kim. Then ke began fo waep and plad. He told me how it bumed
Kiny and begged m o let Aim g0 A et Ais syes rolled back in his
hand and ke lost conscionsness.

1 puk ki in the car, and Athar drove us o London. | [eft
him with Kennet Muir. Kennel {old me I'd done well; the man
might be mad bul ke also Aad true power and was therefore
dangerons. He said oy sk wes done and now it was the seven
elders’ job to determine the man's fulure.
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Novenber 1999

Uncle Beck, Aunt Shelagh, and Cousin Athan held a small cel-
ebration for me back af the house, after the trial. But my heart
was full of pain

1 sab ot the Kitchen table. Aunt Shelagh and Aliyn were
swooping around, amanging food on plates. Then Ul Beck came
(n. He told me that I'd been cleared of the blame and I must et
it go.

“How can 17" 1 asked. I was | who'd first tried lo use dark
magick to find our parent. Though Linden had acted alone in
calling on the dark spactre that killed hine, he would't have had
the idea if 1 had't pul it into his head.

Then Alivyn spoke up. She said | was wrong, thal Linden had
always liked the dark side. She said he liked the power, and that
he'd thought making herb mixtures was beneath him. Her halo of





OEBPS/tier_9781101176610_oeb_023_r1.gif
Giomanach i alive. Back from the dead Dammitl
taving e councils dog breathing down our necks
colld ruin everything. | need to toke care of \im. Ifs
my responsibility.

Tl put the braigh on N, around \is neck, and he can
see hou it feels.

—Sgith





OEBPS/tier_9781101176610_oeb_021_r1.gif
October 2000

Aluyn's inlistion went vl 1 wes 50 prov of har, giving her
cvswtrs i her s high vice She willgrow up Wyndenkell an,
et hape, matry vithin Uinntag, Uncle Bek's oven

For one moment, as Uncle Beck pressed his athame to her
£y and commandad her o step forward, | wondered if her lfe
would be batter Aad she not been born a wilch. She would be
just o fourteen-year-old girl giggling with her friends, getting
 crush on a boy, As i i, ske's spent the st six years mem-
orizing the history of the clans, fables of correspondences,
rituals, and rites; going {0 spell-making dases; studying
astronony, astrology, Kerks, and o thowsand otker (Kings
along vtk her regulr schootwork. She's missed school func-
tions and friends’ LMAJVs And she lost her parents when she
was only four
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Or maybe ol Pagbe here s o way o ight an el ke thet.

~Glomanach
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April 2000

Scrying doesn't always maan you see o picture—it can be more
(ike receiving impressions. | e my lneg, mmy scrying slone. s &
big, thick chunk of obsdian, almast four inches at s widest and
topering {0 o point. I s ey fathar's. | found i€ under may pil-
{ow the morming ke and Aum disappeared.

Luegs ave more relible than eiher fie or vler. Fire may
show you pasts and possible futures, but i¥'s kard to work with.
Therd's an old Wictan saying thal gos: Fire s o fragile lover,
court her well, glect ke noly her foith is ike o sty smoke,
her anger is destructive hot. Waker is sasier o use but very mis-
lending. Once | henrd Mum sy that waker s the Wicean whors,
spilling her secrels to any, bying to most, trusting feve

Last night 1 took ny lueg and want down to the kll that flows
ot the edse of my uncle's praperty. This wes where e swam in
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May 2000

T remember it reined the day P and Dud disppeared. When
1 woke up that morning they were already gone. | had no idea
hat was going on. Uncle Bk called e thal duy, and 1 tld Kim
1 couldn't find Dad, or Mum sither. Beck called around, to get &
neighbor o sy overnight vith us until ke could get there and he
couldn't find anyone skl around. I the end, | was in charge all
that long day and mighly and the three of wsms, Linden, and
Alyn—laed in o house alone, no knowing whal was hagpen-
g fo us, o owr world.

Now | know that twenty-three ofther people besides my parents
ither died or dsagpeared that nght. Years later, when | wart
Sack, ied asking around, Al got ware coubious maumbles abost
o dark wave, o cloud of fury and destruction

e heard vumrs of o dark wase dastroging o Wondenkell





OEBPS/tier_9781101176610_oeb_029_r1.gif
Jiune 2001

Litha again 165 now fully ton years since ny pavents disap-
prared. when they lefl, | was o boy, concerned only with building
o working calapult and playing Bekind Eneny Lines with Linden
and ry riends,

AU the time we were liing in the Lake Distric across Solway
Firth from the Ise of Man. For weeks before they left, they were
i bad moods, barking ol us children and then apoloizing, not
Kaving the time t helpus itk o schaotwork. Even Algn serted
coming fo me or Linden lo help her drass or do her hair. | remem-
Ser i complaining tha sk felt tred and ll ll the tme, and
none of ker usual polions seemed (o help. And Dad said his scry-
g stons had stopped working.

Yes, something was definlely oppressing them. But I'm sure
they didn't know what s really coming. If they hed, maybe
things would have turned ot &ifferently.
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July 2000

The councl called m o London upon my return from the
North. | spent three days ansivering guestions aboul everything
from the causes of the Clan wars o the medicinal properies
of muguort. | wrote essays analyzing past decisions of the &ld-
ors. 1 performad spells ond rituals.

And then they burned e dovn, Not bacse my povar is wask
or may knowledge scanty, nor yel because | am too young, but
becouse they distrust ny molives. They think | am after
vangeance for Linden, for my parents.

But that's ot i, not anymore. | spoke to Athar about it last
night. She's the only one who truly understands, | think

“You aren't afler vengeance. You've afler redenplion,” ske told
s and har Mack syes mansred me. B, Gomanach, ' nt
sure which i the more dangerous guest”
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oven in Scolland. ' on my wasy there. Goddess, give me
strangth.

~Glomanach
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Stplember 2000

P in Irond, 1 want 1o the town of Ballyngel, where the
Belwicket coven once was. It was wiped out around Imbole in 1982,
along with most of the fown. So far if's the only Woodbane coven
e found tha the dark wave has destroyed. ul evryone knows
Belwicket renounced Al back in the 18005 and had kept to the
council’s laws since the laws ware first written. Did that have
something to do with if? When | stood there and saw the bits of
riven tarth and charred stones that are all that's lefl, i made ny
heart acke

Tonight 1 am aeling with Teeny Mertich from the seond ring
ofthe ol 1 have vt thom o leler vty weck,appeling thetr
decision 1 5Kl hop fo make them set resson | am srong aod s,
and gy poin ks e s lder tha they know:

~Glomanach
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Jiane 2000

Tivo covens (n Scotland ware wiped out: one in 1974 and one
(n 1985 The first was in the north, the second, toward the
southeast. Now the trail is leading into northern England, s0 1
am making plars 1o g0. | have to know. This started out being

about my parents. Now i's a much bigger pictura.

I've heard that the coundl is seeking new members. I've put
g name i If 1 wre o conuncl membe, 1 wonld have access o
Kings that ave usally ot publicized 1 seenas the fostst way to
Rave iy guestions ansared. when | come back from the noih,
1l learn of their decision.

1 applied o becoma a Sacker, With o e ke mine i s
almost inevitable.

~Glomanach
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No," I agrd. "Not naturel al all.Did no one survive, then?”

She shook her head, then frowned as if remembering some-
thing, "Thovgh thal woman last year said s how some did sur-
vive, Some ascaped, she said.”

YORY 1 s0id thowgh inside my heart was pounding. “what
woman was this?”

ke ware a besudy, said the od womas, thinking bock. “Dark
and ol she had gold s ke o Figer She came her asking
about them next door, and someone—1 think il wes old Collins, ot
the pub—he told her they were dead, all of then, and she said ro,
she said that two made i away lo America.”

Tivo paaple from Bllynigel went o Amrical” | s0id o macke
certoin. “After the disaster, or before?”

Don't know, do 1" said the woman, starking {0 (ose interest
“She just said that two from thers had gone to New York years
90, and thal's in Americe, st L

1 thanked her and walked cway, thinking, Daman e i that
figer woman didn't sound like Dad's first wife, Selene.

50 80t | am on my vy 1o New York Is it really possible two
wlches from Belwickel escaped the dsaster? Conld they bein New
York? | won't vest unkl | know.

~Glomanach
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ovn—but then to our surprise she unearthed a very
strong witeh, o voman about twenty-five or so, Who had
no idea of \er bloodlines. During circles she blew us
avay. So Mom asked me Yo get close 4o her. | did—it
was surprisingly easy. Then Mom exdtinguished her during
Hhe Rite of Dbk Siol It upset me, even though U4
Enown fhat it might Noppen.

It won't come o fhat s fime. 1l moke sure.

—Sgath
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old and hateful tomerd me. | had wondared if perhaps Dud stll
kep in ouch vith Selene—she's vary bessdiul, very magntic Bt
K name seemed o se off o storm vlkin (hemy which s ol
wnrtasanable oftr oll.

1 st go—Alogn nesds kel in figring the positions of the
slars on 5A(MVJ¢7 M7H

~Glomanach
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December 2000

My peltion to become a Secker has gone fo the lop. Yesterday
1 el with the seven elders of the counil. They once again turned
e down. Whad to do now?

1 st curh my g Anger cammot help e here. vl ask
Uncle Back to intercade on ny behalf. In the meantime | am tak-
g classes with Nere Bluenigh, of Calstythe. With her guidance
1 an schaol my enaokions mare and peltion the councl once
again.

~Glomanach
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Ve alviays Wondered if my mother Villed my father.
After all, he leFt her, not the other vay around. And
Hhen he had o more Kids right avay with Fiona, That
really Freaked Mom out.

Dad “disappeared’ when | was almost nine. Not that
V4 seen anything of Nim before that. | vas the For-
gotten son, the one who didnt matter.

When Mom got the phone call, she just fold me
Hhat Dad and Fiona had vanished. She didn’t say any-
hing about them being dead. But as the years have
Worn on and no one’s Neard From him—that | know
about, anyway—it seems safe fo assume he's dead.
Whieh is convenient, in a way. ¥ means Giomanach
doesnt have Dad’s power behind him. But still, | wish |
¥new what really happened.

—Sgith
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Is & btter for her this way? Would Linden skll be alive if he
Aadn't been o wileh? I know our (ives would have held less pain if
e kad been born st human

Buk it's pointless to consider. One cannol escape one's destin
if you hide from iy i will find yo. f yo deny i, € ll ill you
Abitch s born, and my fomily (00, and wilches we'll alvys
by and give thanks for it

~Glomanach
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corkscraw curls fiary ved ke our s, seemad lo uivr s
she poke.

whl are you on aboul?” | asked her. "Linden never mn-
ioned any of ks o me”

She sad Linden had belevad  wouldnt nderstand. ' told
Ker ke wanled to be the most powerfl vilch anyone had sver
st Har words ware e naedles in my heart

Uncle Beck asked why she had'ttold us so0n0, aod she seid
she had. | saw L(vju( her chin in that obstinade way she has. And
At Shelogh thowght about i, and seid, You o, she dd.she
G tell 1 hought she v tllng stories.”

Al seid 0 e had beleved Ker becuse she was st i
Then she eft the roomy while Ul Beck, Aun Skelaghy and 5
in the Kichen and weighed owr gl

~Glomanach
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November 1999

The councl pronouncad mme not gily of Killng Linden, The
vole of the seven alders of the Graat Clans was not unarimous,
though. The Vikroth reprasentative and the Wyndenkell, my
mother's own clasvoma, voled agains me.

1 Ko almost Aaped they would conden m, for then o lesst
ey (' path wonld b cerein And in ey, 1 s gl was
1502 1 filled Linden's head with my tall of vengeance, and
opened his mind to the idea of calling on the darkness. If | had
s actully killed my brother, then | knew ke had found his way
to his death A{m? a P‘U‘ 1 had shown him.

iwhen | was found innocent, | falt ost. | knew only that 1 would
spend th rest of my ife aloning for Linden's death.

~Glomanach
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Ve been studying Formally since | s Four. | vas initi-
ated at fourteen. Ve faken part in some of he most
povierful, dangerous, ancient rites there are. Jet its very
&FFiedlt For me 1o Vindle Fire with my mind. Bot Morgan . ..

Mom warts her desperately. (So do |, but for slightly
different reasons) We're ready For her. our people have
been guthering For veeks nov. Edwitha of Cair Dal is
staying nearby. Thomas From Belting. Alicia Woodwind From
Tarth Benga. It's a Woodbane convention, and the house
is so full of vbrations and rivdlets of magick Hhat it's
Nard 4o sleep at night. e never felt anything like this
before. I¥s incredble.

The var mackine is Starting 1o churn. And my Morgan vill
be the Flamethrover.

—Sguth
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the summer, where Linden and | canght minnows, where Aliwyn
wsed o pick gouseberis.

1 sal ol The wale's adge and scryed, looking degp inlo my
obsidian, weaing spell of vison.

After o long, long time, the rocks face ceared, and in is
dapths | sa0v muy mother. It was my mother of all those years
ago, right before she disapprared. | remember the day clarly
An cightoytar-old me van wp to where she knellin the garden,
pulling wasds. she looked up sew ma, and her face 8, s of 1 was
the sun. Glomanach, she said, and looked at me with (ove, the
sunlight glnting off Ker bright hair, Secing her in th luey, | was
almost crushed vith longing and o chiléish need (o see her, have
her hold me

ke the stone wenl blank, | Aeld i in may haod, then crum-
plad over and cried on the bark of the kil

~Glomanach
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1eft, and then Atkar and I went o o pub and 9ol very drnk
Lute, she Aeld me ohile 1 gt

~Glomanach





