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With love to my circle




1

Secrets
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For a moment the name hung in the air before me, wavering like a black insect in front of my eyes. Bradhadair! Also known as my birth mother, Maeve Riordan. I was holding her Book of Shadows, started when she first joined her mother’s coven, when she was fourteen. Her Wiccan name, Bradhadair, was Gaelic for “fire starter.” And I was reading words she had written in her very own hand—

“Morgan?”

I glanced up, startled. And then I felt a jolt of alarm.

My boyfriend, Cal Blaire, and his mother, Selene Belltower, stood at the entrance of the secret library. Their bodies were backlit by a shaft of light from the hall. Their faces were blank masks, hidden in shadow.

My breath caught in my throat. I had entered this room without permission. Not only had I kept Cal and our other friends waiting, I had trespassed in a private area of Selene’s house. I had no business being in this room, reading these books. This I knew. A hot flush of shame made my face burn.

But I couldn’t help myself. I was desperate for more knowledge—about Wicca, about my birth mother. After all, I’d only recently uncovered extraordinary secrets: that I’d been adopted; that my birth mother, a powerful witch, had been murdered, burned to death in a barn. But so many questions still remained unanswered. And now I had found Maeve Riordan’s Book of Shadows: her private book of spells, thoughts, and dreams. The key to her innermost life. If the answers I sought were anywhere, they were in this book. Subconsciously—in spite of my guilt—my hands tightened around it.

“Morgan?” Cal repeated. “What are you doing in here? I’ve been looking all over for you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, the words rushing out. I looked around, wondering how I could explain being in this place. “Uh—”

“The others went on to the movie,” Cal interrupted. His voice hardened. “I told them we’d try to catch up with them, but it’s too late now.”

I glanced at my watch. Eight o’clock. The movie theater was at least a twenty-minute drive from here, and the movie started at eight-fifteen. I swallowed. “I’m really sorry,” I said. “I just—”

“Morgan,” Selene said. She stepped farther into the room. For the first time I saw tense lines on her youthful face, so like Cal’s. “This is my private retreat. No one is allowed in here except me.”

Now I was nervous. Her voice was calm, but I sensed the leashed anger underneath. Was I in real trouble? I stood up at her desk and closed the book. “I—I know I shouldn’t be in here, and I didn’t mean to intrude. But I was walking along the hall, and then suddenly I just fell against this door, and it opened. Once I was inside, I couldn’t stop looking at everything. It’s the most amazing library. . . .” My voice trailed off.

Selene and Cal gazed at me. I couldn’t read their eyes, nor could I get any sense of what was going through their minds, and that made me even more nervous. I wasn’t lying, but I hadn’t told them the whole story, either. I had also been trying to avoid Sky Eventide and Hunter Niall, two English witches who were here tonight to take part in one of Selene’s circles. For some reason, these two guests of Selene’s filled me with inexplicable dread. When I’d heard them coming along the hall, I had tried to avoid them—and had ended up stumbling into this secret library. It had been an accident.

That’s right, I thought. It had been an accident. Nothing to be ashamed of. Besides, I wasn’t the only one who had some explaining to do. I had a few questions for Selene.

“This is Maeve Riordan’s Book of Shadows,” I found myself saying. My voice sounded loud, harsh in my ears. “Why do you have it? And why didn’t you tell me you had it? You both know I’ve been trying to find out about her. I mean . . . don’t you think I’d want to see something that belonged to her?”

Cal seemed surprised. He glanced at his mother.

Selene reached behind her and shut the door, closing us all inside the secret room. No one walking down the hall would ever notice the door’s almost invisible line. Her beautiful eyebrows arched as she came closer to me.

“I know you’ve been trying to find out about your mother,” she said. In the golden halo of the lamplight her expression seemed to soften. She glanced at the book. “How much have you read?”

“Not a lot.” I chewed my lip anxiously.

“Have you come across anything surprising?”

“Not really,” I said, watching her.

“Well, a Book of Shadows is a very personal thing,” Selene said. “Secrets are revealed there, unexpected things. I was waiting to tell you about it because I know what it contains, and I wasn’t sure you were ready to read it.” Her voice fell to a whisper. “I’m not sure you’re ready now, but it’s too late.”

My face tightened. Maybe I had been violating a private area of her house, but I had a right to know about my mother. “But it’s not really your decision to make,” I argued. “I mean, she was my mother. Her Book of Shadows should  be mine. That’s what you’re supposed to do with Books of Shadows, pass them down to your children. It is mine.”

Selene blinked at my strong words. She glanced at Cal again, but he was looking at me. Once more my fingers tingled as they traced the book’s worn leather cover.

“So why do you have it?” I repeated.

“I got it by accident,” Selene said. A fleeting smile crossed her face. “Though of course most witches don’t believe in accidents. My hobby is collecting Books of Shadows—really, I collect almost any book having to do with witchcraft, as you can see.” She waved an elegant hand at the shelves in the room. “I work with several dealers, mostly in Europe, who have standing orders to send me whatever books they have of interest—any Book of Shadows, no matter what its condition. I find them fascinating. I take them with me wherever we go and set them up in a private study, as I did here when we moved in this past summer. To me, they’re a window into the human side of the craft. They’re diaries, records of experiments; they’re people’s histories. I have over two hundred Books of Shadows, and Maeve Riordan’s is just one of them.”

I waited for her to elaborate, but she didn’t. Her response sounded strangely voyeuristic—especially from a high priestess, someone who was otherwise so in touch with people’s feelings. Why couldn’t she see that Maeve Riordan’s book wasn’t just another Book of Shadows? At least not to me.

My initial guilt and nervousness were giving way to anger. Selene had read my mother’s private words. But right then Cal stepped across the room and put his hand on my shoulder, rubbing gently. He seemed to be saying he was on my side,  that he understood. So why couldn’t his mother? Did she think I was too much of a child to handle my mother’s secrets?

“Where did you get this Book of Shadows?” I asked insistently.

“From a dealer in Manhattan,” Selene said. Once again her tone was impossible to read. “He had acquired it from someone else—someone who had no credentials, who may have stolen it or found it in a secondhand store somewhere.” She shrugged. “I bought it about ten or eleven years ago, sight unseen. When I opened it, I realized it was by the same young witch who I’d read about dying in a fire, not far from here. It’s a special Book of Shadows, and not just because it’s Maeve’s.”

“I’m going to take it home,” I said boldly, surprising myself again.

For a long moment silence hung thick in the air. Again my heart started to race. I’d never challenged Cal’s mother before; I hardly ever challenged adults at all . . . and she was a powerful witch. Cal’s eyes flashed between the two of us.

“Of course, my dear,” Selene finally said. “It’s yours.”

I let my breath out silently. Selene added, “After Cal told me your story, I knew one day I would give it to you. If, after you read it, you have any questions or concerns, I hope you’ll come and talk to me.”

I nodded. “Thanks,” I mumbled. I turned to Cal. “You know, I really just want to go home now.” My voice was shaky.

“Okay,” Cal said. “I’ll drive you. Let’s get our coats.”

Selene stepped aside to let us pass. She remained in the study, probably to look around at what else I had touched or examined. Not that I could blame her. I didn’t know what to feel. I hadn’t meant to abuse her trust, but there was no  denying the reward: I now possessed an intimate record of my birth mother’s life, written in her hand. No matter what mysteries lay inside, I knew I could handle them. I had  to handle them.

Cal squeezed my shoulder as we walked down the hall, reassuring me.

Outside, the November wind whipped through my hair, and I brushed it out of my face. Cal opened his car and I climbed in, shivering against the cold leather seats and pushing my hands deep inside my pockets. The Book of Shadows was zipped up inside my jacket, next to my chest.

“The heater will warm things up in a minute,” Cal said. He turned the key and punched buttons on the dash. His handsome face was just a silhouette in the dark of night. Then he turned to me and brushed his hand, surprisingly warm, against my cheek. “Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded, but I wasn’t sure. I was grateful for his concern, yet I was all wrapped up in the mystery of the book and still uneasy about what had just happened with Selene.

“I wasn’t trying to spy or sneak around,” I told him. The words were true, but they sounded even less convincing the second time around.

He glanced at me again as he turned the Explorer onto the main road. “That door is spelled shut,” he said thoughtfully. “I still have to get Mom’s permission to go in—I’ve never been able to open the door by myself. And believe me, I’ve tried.” His grin was a white flash in the darkness.

“But that’s weird,” I said, frowning. “I mean, I didn’t even try to open the door—it just popped open, and I almost fell down.”

Cal didn’t respond. He concentrated on the road. Maybe  he was trying to figure out how I had gotten in there, wondering if I’d used magick. But I hadn’t, at least not consciously. Maybe I had been destined to find my way into that study, to find my mother’s book.

Snow had started to fall, and now it brushed against the windshield, not sticking anywhere. It would be gone by morning. I couldn’t wait to get home, to run upstairs to my room and start reading. For some reason, my thoughts turned to Sky Eventide and Hunter Niall. I had instantly disliked both of them: their piercing gazes, their snotty English accents, the way they looked at Cal and at me.

But why? Who were they? Why did they seem so important? I’d seen Sky only once before, in the cemetery a few days ago. And Hunter—Hunter upset me in a way I couldn’t explain. I was still thinking about it when Cal pulled into my driveway and switched off the engine.

“Are your folks home?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Are you okay? Do you want me to come in?”

“That’s all right,” I said, appreciating his offer. “I think I’ll just hole up and read.”

“Okay. Listen, I’ll be home all night. Just call me if you want to talk.”

“Thanks,” I said, reaching for him.

He came into my arms, and we kissed for a few moments. The sweetness momentarily washed away any confusion and uncertainty I was feeling about my encounter with Selene. Finally, reluctantly, I untangled myself and opened the car door.

“Thanks,” I said again. “I’ll call you.”

“Okay. Take care.” He gave me a smile and didn’t leave until I was inside.

“Hi!” I called. “I’m home.”

My parents were watching a movie in the family room. “You’re early,” said Mom, looking at the clock.

I shrugged. “We missed the movie,” I explained. “And I just decided to come home. Well, I’ll be upstairs.” I fled up to my room, ditched my coat, and flopped down on my bed. Then I pulled out a Scientific American magazine and got it ready in case I suddenly needed to cover the Book of Shadows. My parents and I had reached an uneasy truce—about Wicca, about my birth mother, about all the deception. It was best not to disturb that. I didn’t want to have to explain anything painful to them.

Maeve Riordan’s own words, I thought.

My hands trembling, I opened my mother’s Book of Shadows and began to read.




2

Picketts Road
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Saturday morning I didn’t exactly leap out of bed. I’d been up until the wee hours, reading Maeve’s Book of Shadows. She’d started it when she was fourteen years old. So far, I couldn’t figure out what Selene meant about finding out something upsetting. Aside from unpronounceable Gaelic words and lots of spells and recipes, I hadn’t found anything really disturbing or strange. I knew that Maeve Riordan and Angus Bramson, my birth parents, were burned to death after they came to America. I just didn’t know why. Maybe this book would explain it somehow. But I was reading slowly. I wanted to savor every word.

When I finally woke up and groped my way downstairs, my eyes were slits. I stumbled toward the refrigerator for a Diet Coke.

I was working on a couple of Pop-Tarts when Mom and Mary K. breezed in, having taken a brisk mother-daughter walk in the chill November air.

“Wow!” said Mom, her nose pink. She clapped her gloved hands. “It’s nippy outside!” She came over and gave me a kiss, and I flinched as her icy hair brushed against my face.

“It’s pretty, though,” Mary K. added. “The snow is just starting to melt, and all the squirrels and birds are on the ground, looking for something to eat.”

I rolled my eyes. Some people are just too cheerful in the morning. It isn’t natural.

“Speaking of something to eat,” Mom said, taking off her gloves and sitting down across from me, “can you two hit the grocery store this morning? I’m showing a house at ten-thirty, and we’re out of almost everything.”

Mentally I reviewed my blank calendar. “Sure,” I said. “Got a list?”

Mom plucked it off the fridge and started adding items to it. Mary K. put the last bagel in the toaster. The phone rang, and she whirled to get it.

Cal, I thought, my heart picking up a beat. Happiness washed over me.

“Hello?” answered Mary K., sounding perky and breathless at the same time. “Oh, hi. Yeah, she’s here. Just a sec.”

She handed the phone to me, mouthing, “Cal.”

I knew it. Ever since I’d discovered Wicca, since I’d discovered Cal, I’d always been able to tell who was calling. “Hi,” I said into the phone.

“How are you?” he asked. “Did you stay up all night, reading?”

He knew me. “Yes . . . I want to talk to you about it,” I said. I was very aware of my mother and Mary K. sitting right there, especially since Mary K. was patting her heart and making swooning gestures at me. I frowned.

“Good—I’d like that,” Cal said. “Want to drive up to Practical Magick this afternoon?”

Practical Magick was a Wicca store in the nearby town of Red Kill, and one of my favorite places to spend a spare hour or two. “I’d love to,” I said. My frown melted into a smile. All my senses were waking up.

“I’ll come get you. Say, one-thirty?”

“Okay. See you then.”

I hung up the phone. My mom lowered the newspaper and looked at me over her reading glasses.

“What?” I said self-consciously, a big grin on my face.

“Everything going all right with Cal?” she asked.

“Uh-huh,” I said. I could feel my cheeks reddening. It felt weird to talk to my parents about my boyfriend—especially  since he was the one who had introduced me to Wicca. I’d always been able to discuss my life with Mom and Dad, but Wicca was a part of it they wanted gone, forever. It had created a wall between us.

“Cal seems nice,” Mom said brightly, trying to put me at ease and fish for information at the same time. “He’s certainly good-looking.”

“Um . . . yeah, he’s really nice. Let me go take a shower,” I mumbled, standing up. “Then we’ll go to the store.” I fled.

 

“Okay, first stop, coffee shop,” Mary K. directed a half hour later. She folded Mom’s grocery list and stuck it in her coat pocket.

I wheeled Das Boot—my massive, submarine-like old car—into the parking lot of the small strip mall that boasted Widow’s Vale’s one and only coffee emporium. We dashed from the car to the café, where it smelled like coffee and pastry. I looked at the board and tried to decide between a grande latte or a grande today’s special. Mary K. leaned over the glass case, gazing longingly at the bear claws. I checked my cash.

“Get one if you want,” I said. “My treat. Get me one, too.”

My sister flashed me a smile, and I thought again that she looked so much older than fourteen. Some fourteen-year-olds are so gawky: half formed, childlike. Mary K. wasn’t. She was savvy and mature. For the first time in a long while, it occurred to me that I was lucky to have her as my sister, even if we didn’t share the same blood.

The door swung open, bells jangling. Bakker Blackburn came in, followed by his older brother, Roger, who had been  a senior at Widow’s Vale High last year and was now at Vassar. My insides clenched. Mary K. glanced up, eyes wide. She looked away quickly.

“Hey, Mary K., Morgan,” Bakker mumbled, avoiding my gaze. He probably hated me. About a week earlier, I’d kicked him out of our house in no uncertain terms when I’d found him pinning Mary K. down on her bed, practically raping her. He also probably thought I was an alien, since those terms had included hitting him with a ball of crackly blue witch fire—without even meaning to. I still didn’t know how I’d done it. My own power constantly surprised me.

Mary K. nodded at Bakker. She clearly didn’t know what to say.

“Hey, Roger,” I said. He was two years older than me, but Widow’s Vale is a small town, and we all pretty much know each other. “How’s it going?”

Roger shrugged. “Not bad.”

Bakker’s eyes remained glued to Mary K.

“We’d better go,” I stated, heading toward the exit.

Mary K. nodded, but she took her time following me out the door. Maybe she secretly wanted to see if Bakker would say anything. Sure enough, he approached her.

“Mary K.,” he began pleadingly.

She looked at him but turned and caught up to me without a word. I was relieved. I knew he’d been groveling hard since the Incident, and I could tell that Mary K. was weakening. I was afraid that if I spoke too harshly, it might drive her back to him. So I kept my mouth shut. But I had promised myself that if I got the slightest inkling of his forcing himself on her again, I would tell my parents, his parents, and everyone I knew.

And Mary K. would probably never forgive me, I thought as we got into the car.

I started Das Boot’s engine and pulled out onto the street. Thinking about Mary K.’s love life made me think about my own. I started to smile and couldn’t stop. Was Cal my mùirn beatha dàn—the Wiccan term for soul mate, life partner? He seemed to believe so. The possibility sent a shiver down my spine.

At the grocery store we stocked up on Pop-Tarts and other necessities. In the snacks aisle I lifted twelve-packs of Diet Coke into the cart while Mary K. piled bags of pretzels and chips on top. Farther down the shelf were boxes of Fudge Therapy, Bree’s favorite junk food.

Bree. My former best friend.

I swallowed. How many times had Bree and I smuggled boxes of Fudge Therapy into a movie theater? How many boxes had we consumed during sleepovers as we lay in the dark, spilling our secrets to each other? It still seemed bizarre that we were enemies, that our friendship had broken up because she had wanted Cal and he had wanted me. In the past few weeks I had wished again and again that I could talk to her about all that I’d learned. Bree didn’t even know I was adopted. She still thought I was a Rowlands by birth, like Mary K. But Bree was being such a bitch to me now, and I was being cold to her. Oh, well. For now, there was nothing I could do about it. It seemed best not to dwell on what I couldn’t change.

Mary K. and I checked out and loaded up the car. I stifled a yawn as we climbed back in. The gray, cheerless weather seemed to sap my energy. I wanted to go home and nap before Cal came over.

“Let’s go down Picketts Road,” said Mary K., adjusting the car’s heater vents to blow right on her. “It’s so pretty, even if it takes longer.”

“Picketts Road it is,” I said, taking the turn. I preferred this route, too: it was hilly and winding, and there weren’t many houses. People kept horses back here, and though most of the trees were now bare, colorful leaves still littered the ground, like the patterns on an Oriental carpet.

Up ahead were two cars parked by the side of the road. My eyes narrowed. I recognized them as Matt Adler’s white jeep and Raven Meltzer’s beat-up black Peugeot . . . parked right next to each other on a road few people used. That was odd. I hadn’t even realized that they spoke to each other. I looked around but didn’t see either one of them.

“Interesting,” I muttered.

“What?” said my sister, fiddling with the radio dial.

“That was Matt Adler’s jeep and Raven Meltzer’s Peugeot,” I said.

“So?”

“They’re not even friends,” I said, shrugging. “What are their cars doing out here?”

Mary K. pursed her lips. “Gosh, maybe they killed someone and are burying the body,” she said sarcastically.

I smirked at her. “It’s just kind of unusual, that’s all. I mean, Matt is Jenna’s boyfriend, and Raven . . .” Raven doesn’t care if a guy is someone’s boyfriend, I finished silently. Raven just liked to get guys, chew them up, and spit them out.

“Yeah, but they both do this Wicca stuff with you, right?” said Mary K., flipping down the sun visor mirror to check her appearance. It was pretty obvious that she didn’t want to look me in the eye. She’d made it very clear that she  disapproved of “this Wicca stuff,” as she liked to call it.

“But Raven’s not in our coven,” I said. “She and Bree started their own coven.”

“Because you and Bree aren’t talking anymore?” she asked pointedly, still looking in the mirror.

I bit my lip. I still hadn’t explained very much about Bree and Cal to my family. They had noticed, of course, that Bree and I weren’t hanging out and that Bree wasn’t calling the house nine times a day. But I’d mumbled something about Bree being busy with a new boyfriend, and no one had called me on it till now.

“That’s part of it,” I said with a sigh. “She thought she was in love with Cal. But he wanted to be with me. So Bree decided the hell with me.” It hurt to say it out loud.

“And you chose Cal,” my sister said, but her tone was forgiving.

I shook my head. “It’s not like I chose Cal over her. Actually, she chose him over me first. Besides, I didn’t tell Bree she had to get out of my life or anything. I still wanted to be friends.”

Mary K. flipped the visor back up. “Even though she loved your boyfriend.”

“She thought she loved him,” I said, getting prickly. “She didn’t even know him, though. She still doesn’t. Anyway, you know how she is about guys. She likes the thrill of the chase and the conquest much more than any long-term thing. Use them and lose them. And Cal didn’t want to be with her.” I sighed again. “It’s complicated.”

Mary K. shrugged.

“You think I shouldn’t go out with Cal just because Bree  wanted him?” I asked. My knuckles whitened on the steering wheel.

“No, not exactly,” said Mary K. “It’s just, I feel kind of sorry for Bree. She lost you and Cal.”

I sniffed. “Well, she’s being a total bitch to me now,” I muttered, forgetting how much I had been missing Bree just minutes ago. “So she obviously isn’t all broken up about it.”

Mary K. stared out the window. “Maybe being a bitch is just how Bree acts sad,” she murmured absently, watching the barren trees pass. “If you were my best friend for about twelve years and you left me for a guy you just met, maybe I would be a bitch, too.”

I didn’t answer. Just stay out of it, I thought. Like my fourteen-year-old sister knew anything. She’d allowed herself to get involved with a sleazebag like Bakker, after all.

But deep down, I wondered if I was irritated because Mary K. was right.
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kel if something happened o them? They have never eft us
elone ke this. Did someone ek them ey Ave they being held
prisoner somewherel

1 st slegp, b | can't, Alvayn and Linden can slegp for me. |
st be strong for them.

P and D vl ot bk 15 300 Thay will 1 oo

Goddass, bring them homae

~Glomanach
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only for a while. No happiness lasts very long, That's wha! I've
learned. Linden would do well o learn i too.

~Glomanach
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(o never aver misuse her power. It was o lerrible thing, she said
Terrible lo ses. She told me this story last month, when the Seeker
was here, Bul ke took no one awegy with ki and our coven is
placid once more

e lod he's gone

—~Glomanach
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Samhain Eve, 1995.

My cousing are having a costume parly o Samhaln after e
do the service ' going s the Dagdey the Lord of the Heavens,
and high /w«, of the Tuatha De Danaan. ' going fo carry my
panpipes for music oy wand for magicky and o book for knowd-
edge (1 be fun Tt Been elping Linden and Ay with their
cosbumas, and weve lsughed ok

1 3600 oy cousin Athar kissing Dare MacGragor behind o ez n
the gordan. | tensed her and she pt o binding spell on e and |
't ven e vt b looking for the antispell for o dogs

N year 1 be making my inition, and then Il b o wich
Thewating vll bt over. e beenstdyinglong xough. Sams e ll
ot done i sy, since | came ke, Aunt Shelogh i not 50 bad, bt
Uncle Beck is o slave driver. And ls even harder because Linden and

Al vt s haio on o st running aflr sy asking s
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Litha, 1996

VN now sy (i has been winter. But lost mghty al muy inifie
alion, spring broke through the ic. I vas magick. Aunt Shelagh
and Uncle Beck (ed the rite. The cove elders gatherad around. |
was blindfolded and given wine fo drink. | was fested and |
answared as best | could. In my blindness | made o cirele and draw
g rnts and cast my pells, The warmih of the summer night
fled before the cold craughts of the North See, blowing off the
const. Someone held the sharp point of o dagger o my right 2y
and old me to step forward. | tried to remember if I'd seen any
coven membirs ath rined eyes, and | could', 50 1 stpped
smarlly forerd, and the shasp p faded sy

1/58ng my 3089 of inifintion along, in the darkness, with the
weight of the magick pressing i on ms, and my fact stumbling
i the rough keathers of the headland. 1 sang my song, and the
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ions that 1 have o hard fime answering. My mind is alays spin-
g, pianing—ike o whel

But what | think of most, still, s Mum and Dad. where are
thay, and why did they leave 57 T have los 50 mach—ny family
g trist, The anger never dies. o yaoo, 11 learn the tralh
Another reason | can't wail for y nitiation.

~Glomanach
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What fo write? The pressure inside me is bulding until
my head pounds. Until recently fue alvays varted o do
what | needed 1o do. Now For fhe First time fhese vo
paths are diverging. She is blooming lite an orehid: trans—
Forning From o plain plart info something crushingly
beautifil, a blossom that cries ot %o be picked

But now, somehow, the thought bothers me. | know ifs
right, it's necessary, it’s expected. And | now Il do i,
but they Leep Nounding me. Nothing is furning ot the
vay | had envisioned. | need more time fo fie her 1o me,
o join with Ner menfally, emotionally, so shell see
through my eyes. | even £ind myself liting the idea of
Joining with her. Ul bet the Goddess is lavghing af me.

As to craft, (e found o voriant reading of ellorus
fhat describes how sitting beneath an ool can bend the
vill oF €olk. | viant 4o 4ry it s0on.

~Sgith
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’ou’ wilch, U\nn’l\ we often clash. Mum (s his sister, and | know
now that ke dasires to right the wrong done o her as much s |
The difference is that | was valling to cross the line fo do it and
Back isn't

~Glomanach
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Beltang, 1992

1 el like punching everyone and sverything, | hate my lfe
Kate living with Uncle Beck and Aunt shelngh. Nothing hos been
the sam, ol since Pium and Dad disappeared that day o
years ago, and il nevar vill be

Today Linde fell off Uncle Beck's (adder and bloodied kis knee
1 had to clean hin up and bandage the wound, and all the while
he wapt. And 1 cursed Mun and Dad while | did i, 1 cursed them
for leaving vs and lesving e {0 do ther job.why did they go?
wkere didthey 907 Uncle Bck knows, bt Kewont el me. He seys
1 ol ey, Aunt Shelagh says he's only thinking of my go0d
But how can it be g00d not lo know the trudh? | Rale Uncle Beck.

In the end, when | was finished with Lindew, | made a face,
and ke laughed through Kis tears. Tha made e fel beler. Bt
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7”«1«7 22, 1999

Now I know. Lindes, my brother, barely fiteen years old is
dead. Goddess help my | e ol alons, bl for Alwgn. And they
sy 1 mardered i

ook the words | just wrole, and | cannol make sense of them
Linden s dead. | am accused of Linden's murder.

They sy my trial i slarking so0m. | can't think. /4y head
aches all the time, what | eat ny body rejects. I've lost more than
00 stone and can count nuy ribs

My brother i dead.

When | looked ot him I saw Mun's face. He is dead, and | am
eing b, thosgh thae is o vy | wonld e done i

~Glomanach
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Litha, 1998

Thisis the e of year when | am most sad.Sad and angy.
One of the last circles that | did with nmy misne and dad was for
Bellans, 2ight years ago. | was 2ight, Linden was six, and Alwyn
was only four. | remember the three of us sitting with the other
kids, sons and daughters of the coven's members. The warmth of
Pay was trying o steal in and banish Aprils cold, dreary wet-
wess. Arownd our magpole the grownips were eaghing and
rinking wine. e kids danced, wasving our ribbons i and out of
one another, guthering magick 1 in . postel net.

Helt the magick inside me inside everything. | was 30 inmpac
tient, | didn't know how I'd aver make i ll | was fourteer, when
1 could be inlited a5 o full Vith. | vemenber the sunsl slowing
on Pun's hair, and she and Dad held zach other, kising, while
the others laughed. The other kids and I groaned and coverad owr
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Inbole, 1993

A Seeker is here. He came tivo d¢/£ ag0 and took a room
above the pub on Goose Lane. He falked wath Uncle Beck a good
while yesterdag. Uncle Beck snys Ae [ olk with evaryone e that
we all have to be honest. But | don't [ike the man. His skin is white
and ke dossn'tsnily and ohen ke ooks o m, i eyes ave like
two black holes. He makes me feel cold as frost.

~Glomanach
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The magick is vorking, as | ¥new it viould, The Seeer
o longer Frightens me as much. | believe | am the
stronger of us to, especially with fhe pover of the
others behind me.

Soon | will join with my love. | do understand the
urgency, though | wish they viold Frust me o do it my
vay, at my pace. More and more, lately, | want fo do this
£or wy own sale. But Hhe tining must be perfect. | dore
ot Frighten \er; there is oo much o stoke.

| Nave been reading the ancient texts, fie ones about
love and union. | hale even copied dowin my Favorite
passage From Song of e Goddess: “To give pleasure
o Jourself and o others, Tnat i my ritual To love
Yourself and others, fhat is my ritual. Celebrate your
body and spirif with joy and passion, and as you do So,
ou vorship me.

~Sgith
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reaching for Lindes, o finding Kim and having Kim 509 in oy
arms, of being surrounded by o choking wraith (hen being smotk-
ered unable o breathe, and sinking down G0 the cold ground to
ambrace death.

Next 1 woke in nwy bed at Uncle Beck and Aunt Shelagh's, with
wlches aound e praging for ey recovary, after six days of
WACORSCiOMSALSS.

1 know | did not kill my brother, buk | know that my guest to
vadrass the harm done my fanly is what coused ki daath. For
this | could be sentenced to death. Except that | know Alwyn would
griave for me, | would waltome i, for there is no (ife for me here
angmore.

~Glomanach
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magick came (o me and (ifted me up, and | fell huge and poe-
erful and bursing withjoy and knowlade. Then | v wnblind-
folded and the inifiation was complete. | was a witch and &
Fullgronn man in the ey of the craft e drank wine and |
Kugged everyone Even Undle Beck, and e Augged me back and
(0ld me ke was proud of me. Cousin Atkar leased me but | just
grinned ot her. Later | hunted Molly £ down and gave her o
veal kiss, and she pushed me away and threatened o tell Aunt
Shelagh.
| guess | wasn't as ruch of & man as | (kou’l\(,

~Glomanach
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Mag 4, 1978

Today for the fivat time |kelped Ma atst 4 civele for Belmicket.
b time [0 be kigh pricstess. Then UL be teading the civcles as she docs
ol Klveady people come to me for chavms And potions, ard we. only
seoentent Ma sags i's beesuse | have the Riocdan sight, the
“Riovdan power, ke my guandwa. My on wa is 4 vexy pomerful
witeh, stronger than angone in Belpicket. She sags Il be stronger
than that get.

And then what, | ondex. JOkat will | do? Make our sheep healthy?
Mutke ouv fields wove fertile? Heal our pories when they go Ume?

[ have o many duestions. JOky would | kave suck powex; the poner
o shake mountains? My geanys Book of Shadons sags that our
magick is Just to be used heve, in this village, this place in the countvy,
50 fav Ay from other towns and dties. ls that so? Magbe the
Goddess s 4 puvpose for me, but | cawsot see it

— Beadhadsiv
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Quly 6, 1977

Toright ' going to scvy itk five. M witch sight is good, and
the magick is strong. | used soater once, but it was havd to see ang-
thing. | told Angus and ke Unghed At me, saging that | was 4 clumsy
et and might have splashed some of the satex out of the glass. [ knor
e faas teasing, but | nevex used it Again.

Five is diffevent. Five opens doovs [ never ke mexe theve,
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faces. Bul we ware only pretending (o be embarmassed. nside, owr
spinits were dacing. The air was fll of (fe and everything wes
glowing and sweling with light and wonder and happiness

And before Litks, seven waeks later, Aum was gons, Dad
s gone—vanished, withot o brace, withoud o word {o us,
their hildven. And iy (e changed forever. Ay spinit shrivele,
shrenk, twisted

Now ' s velch and lmost ullgronm. et inside, my it i
Sl i, Gisted thing. And even though I ke sinc larned the
truth, 1 om kil angry—in some wasys, more than | have ever been
Wt lbnys be thl sy ey only the Goddes knows.

~Glomanach
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7WA7 14, 1999

1 om sitling up. Today | ke some broth. Everyone is fplocing
around ms, and Uncle Beck looks at me with a coldness in his ayes
he lkes of which v never see. | keep asking about Linden, bt
no one vill anser. They fnally et Atkar i fodi, and 1 canght
her hand and asked her, too, but she just looked af me with those
desp, dark eyes. Then they let Aliyn in fo see ms, but she just
sobbed and dhiched my Kand Gl they took her away. | realiced
she's almost fourteen—three months away from her inifiation.

Ihere i Linden? why has ke rol come f 322 mae?

Council mambers have been in and out of the house all waek.
A et of fear is dlosing aboul me. Bul | dare not name whal |
fear. It is too horrible.

~Glomanach
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1 \ad 4o drav a spell oF protection tonight. | invoked
fhe Goddess and drew the runes af the four points
of the compass: Ur, Sigel, €olk, and Tyr. | +ook iron nails
and buried them af fhe Four corners, veoring o gold
ring. And From now on, | will carry a piece of molackite
for protection.

A Seeler is \ere.

But | am not afraid. The First blow Nas already been
struck, and the Seeler is vealened by it. And os the
Seeler vealens, my love grovs stronger and stronger.

~Sgith
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F&muj 12, 1999

with kel o, 1 con vk across o voom. But | am stllwask,
50 waak.

My trial i starking tomorrow.

1 Kave been telling ey story over and over what | remember
of it 1 woke i the might and saav Linden was gone. | racked hine
o the fall, and found hinm in the middle of calling a taibhs, o
dark spirit. It is something we had talked about in the past year,
in our search for ansars aboud our parents. But | had sot coun
seled Linden (o do i, nor would | have ever condoned ki brying lo
summon the il thing alone

1 00 Linden, Kis aoms wpstretched ook of oy on Ai foce
The dark taibhs moved towerd hin, and I rushed forward. | could
not gt through the circle without magick, 50 1 conjured a break
in the force, The rest of whal I remenber i o nighimare of





OEBPS/tier_9781101176603_oeb_023_r1.gif
Lithe, 1996

Early this morning Uncle Beck and 1 st on th adse of the ff
and walched the sun come up, my first sunvise s  wilchy and ke
old e the truth abont Aum and D I all the years since they
disappeared | have fough back tears ol sary tur, elling myself
ro o giveinlo childish gief

Bt today the fears came, and il's strange, because now | am
supposed 10 be o man. SK, 1 weph. | wept for them bit mostly
for me—for all the anger | have wasted. | know now that Uncle
Beck had good reasons for kesping the truth from ms, that Mum
cnd Dad had to disagpear in ondar fo protec s, Linden, and
Alwgn. Thal Ae's heard from them only once, s years ago.
That he hasn't ven aver triad o sory for them.

And | know wh

And now | o know vhat fo do vt nyself, where ' going,
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Sqlmku 4, 1998

Uncl Beck Kt e st night. Today | have o shiner and o spli
(i 1 looks vally inprassive, and I'om 00 to el pesple I ot it
defending wha's [eft of Athar's horor.

T yars age, on the davon ey inlinion, Unle Beck tld
e why P cnd Do disogpasred. How Pum had seen the davk
lotd coming ke she s crying, o how it had rasoly kiled ke,
right through the vision. And how, righ afler they escaped and went
il hidiog their coven s viped o, | remanabr ol the vilchs i
the covn, how they e ke s and e o . Th they ware
dead; and Linden and Alivyn and | came bo lve with Beck and Shelagh
and Athar and Maris and Siobhan.

Since then I've been trying to find out about the dark wave,
the force of el that dastroyed ny parents’ oven and made
them g0 (nlo hiding. | know it's got something fo do with





OEBPS/tier_9781101176603_msr_cvt_r1.jpg





OEBPS/tier_9781101176603_oeb_034_r1.gif
They are pushing me fo join vith \er. And | vart fo
do it. Goddess, how | vant 4o do it. She is a butterfly,
a Flovier in bloom, a dark ruby being cvt From dusty
stone. And | con make her befter fhan fhat. | con
make her cateh Fire, so her pover illuminates all vho
stand near. | can teack \er, | can help her reach the
deep magick within. Together v vill be unstoppable.

Whoever viould have thought fhis could Nappen? one
look at her would not \ave revealed the tigress vaiting
inside. er love devours me, \er constancy umbles me,
Ner beauty and povier male ne honger.

She vill be mine. And | wil be \ers.

~Sgith
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Lithey 1990

o frighened. | woke vp this moring o the sound of wegping,
Al and Linden vt in oy room They o rying b they canld
ol find P and D1 s gy e ld tham tha they weren'
abie amgrore. | s0id P and e wonld b backs00m. | hoght hey
st have run 1o town for something we reeded.

But night has fallen and we are stll alone. I've heard no word
from our eighbors, one froms Aums and Dad's coven. | went to
Siobha's Kouse, and o Caradag Owens's house over in Grasmars,
o ask if they knaw where Mum and Dad ware. But there was o
one home

And ther's something else when s making g bed | found
Dad's b under my pllornthe sone ke uses o sary with, How
G U got there? He lweys kegps it safe itk the st of ki
magickal tools. He never even let me louck i before. 5o how did it
gt nder my pillon? | v o bod feing. .
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January 12, 1999

ot ben l pparently

At Shalagh seys 1 Rave Leen o for six dnys. Reving she
{old me, with a Righ faver. 1 feel like death Uself. | don't aven
e kel happened fo . Aod no one will ey o vord. |
dont ndestand an of

hire s Lindan? | wan o se& my brther. when | cvoke this
marning sight ek from Uinneng e aroind ey b, work-
ing Resling rites. | heard Atkar and Ay i the Kall,s0bing,
But when | asked if they ould come in to see me, the Vinneag
wlches just gave one another grave glances, then shook their
Keads. ky? A | that il Or i i somathing ese? what is hap-
pening? 1 st kno, bl no one il el o higy and 1 am
as weak as a hollow bore.

~Glomanach
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Oslare, 1993

At Shelogh told e she s someone nder o braigh bfors,
ke she s i visiing Ko grany i Scolland. A ol with
Kad been sellng potion and charms and pels fo cause harm
iken At Shlagh was there on summmtr the Seeke come.

Shelagh says ske wok in the Wt o sreams and howds. The
whol ilage umad ot to se the Secker take ey the herbwife
Inthe moonlght, Skelagh s th gl of the iber brsigh oind
the herbife's wrists s how (ke flesh wes burad. The Seeker
ook har ey, and 20 one s her gy, though they whisporad
she s g on the stacs in Edinburgh

Shelagh doesnt think the womaan s ever able o do maick
ageiny g00d or bed, 30 1 don't know hoe long she vould have
wanted o e ke that. Bt Shelagh lso seid that one sight of
that arbfe nder the braigh s enough fo make ke promise
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Things are starting fo heat up, and not just becavse
of #he Sealer. We have been having many Visitors. Many
(Ve never seen before—others | remember From dll over
Hhe vorld: Marhattan, New orleans, California, England,
Austria. They come and go at all hours, and | Veep coming
across little ¥nots of people \wddled in Hhis room or
ot \eads together, discussing, arguing, maling magick. |
don't know all of what's going on, but i's clear that our
discoveny here has set many Hhings in motion. And the
cireles! We are \aving them almost every day now. They
are povierful and exhlorating, but they leave me tired the
next day.

~gith





