The highest point in the County
ismarked by mystery.
Itissaid that aman died thereina
great gorm. while binding an evil
that threstened the whole world.
Then theice came again, and when it
retreated. even the shapes of the
hills and the names of thetowns
in the valeyswere changed.
now. & that highest point on
thefells. no trace remains of what
was done so long ago.
but its name has endured.

They cdll it—

TheWardstone.



Chapter One

A Seventh Son

When the Spook arrived, the light was dready beginning to fal. It had been a long, hard day and |
was ready for my supper.

‘“You're sure he's a seventh son? he asked. He was looking down a me and shaking his head
doubtfully.

Dad nodded.
‘And you were a seventh son too?

Dad nodded again and started slamping his feet impatiently, splattering my breeches with droplets of
brown mud and manure. The rain was dripping from the peak of his cap. It had been raining for mogt of
the month. There were new leaves on the trees but the spring weather was along time coming.

My dad was afarmer and his father had been a fanner too, and the fird rule of farming is to keep the
fam together. You can't jugt divide it up amongst your children; it would get smdler and amdler with
each generdion until there was nothing left. So a father leaves his farm to his eldest son. Then he finds
jobs for the rest. If possible, he tries to find each a trade.

He needs lots of favours for that. The loca blackamith is one option, especidly if the farm is big and
he's gven the blackamith plenty of work. Then it's odds on that the blackamith will offer an
gpprenticeship, but that's ill only one son sorted out.

| was his seventh, and by the time it came to me dl the favours had been used up. Dad was SO
desperate that he was trying to get the Spook to take me on as his apprentice. Or at least that's what |
thought a the time. | should have guessed that Mam was behind it.

Shewas behind alot of things. Long before | was born, it was her money that had bought our farm.
How ese could a seventh son have afforded it? And Mam wasn't County. She came from a land far
across the sea. Most people couldn't tell, but sometimes, if you listened very carefully; there was a dight
differencein the way she pronounced certain words.



Sill, don’t imegine that | was being sold into davery or something. | was bored with farming anyway,
and what they cdled ‘the town’ was hardly more than avillage in the back of beyond. It was certainly no
place that | wanted to spend the rest of my life. So in one way | quite liked the idea of being a spook; it
was much more interesting than milking cows and spreading manure.

It made me nervous though, because it was a scary job. | was going to learn how to protect farms and
villages from things that go bump in the night. Dedling with ghouls, boggarts and dl manner of wicked
beasties would be dl in a day’s work. That's what the Spook did and | was going to be his apprentice.

‘How old ishe? asked the Spook.
‘Hell be thirteen come August.
‘Bit amd| for his age. Can he read and write?

‘Aye’ Dad answered. ‘He can do both and he dso knows Greek. His mam taught him and he could
gpeak it dmogt before he could walk.’

The Spook nodded and looked back across the muddy path beyond the gate towards the farmhouse,
asif he were ligening for something. Then he shrugged. ‘It’s a hard enough life for a man, never mind a
boy,” he said. ‘Think he s up to it?

‘He's strong and helll be as big as me when he's ful grown,” my dad said, sraightening his back and
drawing himsdf up to hisfull height. That done, the top of his head was just about levd with the Spook’s
chin.

Suddenly the Spook smiled. It was the very last thing I’d expected. His face was big and looked as if
it had been chisdled from stone. Until then I’d thought him a bit fierce. His long black cloak and hood
made him look like a priest, but when he looked at you directly, his grim expresson made him appear
more like a hangman weighing you up for the rope.

The hair gicking out from under the front of his hood matched his beard, which was grey, but his
eyebrows were black and very bushy. There was quite abit of black hair sprouting out of his nogtrils too,
and his eyes were green, the same colour as my own.

Then | noticed something ese about him. He was carrying a long gaff. Of course, 1'd seen that as
s00n as he came within Sght, but what | hadn’t redized until that moment was that he was carrying it in
hisleft hand.

Did that mean that he was left-handed like me?

It was something that had caused me no end of trouble at the village school. They’d even cdled in the
locd priest to look a me and he' d kept shaking his head and tdling me I'd have to fight it before it was
too late. | didn’'t know what he meant. None of my brothers were left-handed and neither was my dad.
My mam was cack-handed though, and it never seemed to bother her much, so when the teacher
threatened to beet it out of me and tied the pen to my right hand, she took me away from the school and
from that day on taught me & home.

“How much to takehimon? my dad asked, interrupting my thoughts. Now we were getting down to
thered busness

“Two guiness for a month's trid. If hes up to it, I'll be back again in the autumn and you'll owe me



another ten. If not, you can have him back and it Il be just another guinea for my trouble’

Dad nodded again and the ded was done. We went into the barn and the guineas were paid but they
didn't shake hands. Nobody wanted to touch a spook. My dad was a brave man just to stand within Sx
feet of one.

‘I've some business close by, said the Spook, ‘but I'll be back for the lad at firg light. Make sure
he'sready. | don't like to be kept waiting.

When he'd gone, Dad tapped me on the shoulder. ‘It's a new life for you now, son,’ he told me. ‘Go
and get yoursdf cleaned up. Y ou're finished with farming’

When | waked into the kitchen, my brother Jack had his am around his wife Hlie and she was
gniling up a him.

| like Hliealot. She's warm and friendly in away that makes you fed that she redlly cares about you.
Mam says that marrying Ellie was good for Jack because she helped to make him less agitated.

Jack is the eldest and biggest of us dl and, as Dad sometimes jokes, the best looking of an ugly
bunch. He is big and strong dl right, but despite his blue eyes and hedthy red cheeks, his black bushy
eyebrows dmost meet in the middle, so I've never agreed with that. One thing I've never argued with is
that he managed to attract akind and pretty wife. Ellie has hair the colour of best-quality straw three days
after agood harvest, and skin that redly glowsin candidight.

‘I'm leaving tomorrow morning,’ | blurted out. * The Spook’ s coming for me at firg light.’
Blliesfacelit up. 'Y ou mean he's agreed to take you on?

| nodded. ‘He sgiven me amonth’'strid.’

‘Oh, wel done, Tom. I'm redly pleased for you, she said.

‘I don't believeit!” scoffed Jack. *Y ou, apprentice to a spook! How can you do a job like that when
you dill can’t deep without a candle?

| laughed & his joke but he had a point. | sometimes saw thingsin the dark and a candle was the best
way to keep them away so that | could get some deep.

Jack came towards me, and with a roar got me in a head-lock and began dragging me round the
kitchen table. It was hisidea of a joke. | put up just enough resistance to humour him, and after a few
seconds he let go of me and patted me on the back.

‘Wdl done, Tom,” he said. “You'll make a fortune doing that job. There's just one problem, though

)

‘What's that? | asked.
“You'll need every penny you earn. Know why?

| shrugged.



‘Because the only friends you'll have are the ones you buy!’

| tried to amile, but there was alot of truth in Jack’s words. A spook worked and lived done.
‘Oh, Jack! Don't be crud!” Hlie scolded.

‘It was only ajoke,” Jack replied, asif he couldn’'t understand why Ellie was making so much fuss.

But Ellie was looking a me rather than Jack and | saw her face suddenly drop. ‘Oh, Tom!” she said.
‘This means that you won't be here when the baby’s born...’

She looked redly disappointed and it made me fed sad that | wouldn't be & home to see my new
niece. Mam had said that Ellie's baby was going to be a girfl and she was never wrong about things like
that.

‘I'll come back and vigt just as soon as | can,’ | promised.

Hlie tried to smile, and Jack came up and rested his aam across my shoulders. ‘You'll aways have
your family,” he said. “We ll dways be hereif you need us’

An hour later | sat down to supper, knowing thet I'd be gonein the morning. Dad said grace as he did
eveay evening and we dl muttered ‘Amen’ except Mam. She just stared down a her food as usud,
waiting politdy until it was over. As the prayer ended, Mam gave me alittle amile. It was a warm, specid
gmileand | don't think anyone e'se noticed. It made mefed better.

Thefire was dill burning in the grate, filling the kitchen with warmth. At the centre of our large wooden
table was a brass candlestick, which had been polished until you could see your face in it. The candle
was made of beeswax and was expensve, but Mam wouldn't dlow talow in the kitchen because of the
andl. Dad made mos of the decisions on the farm, but in some things she dways got her own way.

Aswe tucked into our big plates of geaming hotpot, it struck me how old Dad looked tonight - old
and tired - and there was an expression that flickered across his face from time to time, a hint of sadness.
But he brightened up a bit when he and Jack started discussing the price of pork and whether or not it
was the right time to send for the pig butcher.

‘Better to wait another month or so,” Dad said. "The price is sure to go higher.’

Jack shook his head and they began to argue. It was afriendly argument, the kind families often have,
and | could tdl that Dad was enjoying it. | didn't join in though. All that was over for me. As Dad had
told me, | was finished with farming.

Mam and Hllie were chuckling together softly. | tried to catch what they were saying, but by now Jack
was in ful flow, his voice getting louder and louder. When Mam glanced across a him | could tdl she'd
hed enough of his noise.

Oblivious to Mam'’ s glances and continuing to argue loudly. Jack reached across for the sdt cdlar and
accidentdly knocked it over, suilling asmdl cone of sdt on the table top. Straight away he took a pinch
and threw it back over his left shoulder. It is an old County superdtition. By doing that you were
supposed to ward off the bad luck you'd earned by spilling it.



‘Jack, you don’t need any sdt on that anyway,” Mam scolded. ‘It poils a good hotpot and is an insut
to the cook!’

‘Sorry, Mam,” Jack apologized. ‘You'reright. It's perfect just asit is’

She gave him a amile then nodded towards me. * Anyway, nobody’s taking any notice of Tom. That's
no way to treat him on hislast night at home.’

‘I'madl right, Mam,” | told her. ‘I’'m happy just to St here and ligen.” Mam nodded. ‘Wdll, I've got a
few things to say to you. After supper stay down in the kitchen and we ll have allittle talk.’

So after Jack, Ellie and Dad had gone up to bed, | sat in a char by the fire and waited patiently to
hear what Mam had to say.

Mam wasn't awoman who made a lot of fuss, at firgt she didn't say much apart from explaining what
she was wrapping up for me: a spare pair of trousers, three shirts and two pairs of good socks that had
only been darned once each.

| stared into the embers of thefire, tapping my feet on the flags, while Mam drew up her rocking chair
and positioned it so that she was facing directly towards me. Her black hair was streaked with a few
drands of grey, but apart from that she looked much the same as she had when | was just a toddler,
hardly up to her knees. Her eyes were 4ill bright, and but for her pde skin, she looked a picture of
hedth.

‘Thisisthe last imewell get to talk together for

quite a while she said. ‘It's a big step leaving home and garting out on your own. So if there's
anything you need to say, anything you need to ask, now’sthetimeto do it”

| couldn’t think of asingle question. In fact | couldn’t even think. Hearing her say dl that had started
tears pricking behind my eyes.

The slence went on for quite a while. All that could be heard was my feet tap-tapping on the flags.
Fndly Mam gave alittle Sgh. “What's wrong? she asked. ‘Has the cat got your tongue? | shrugged.

‘Stop fidgeting, Tom, and concentrate on what I'm saying, Mam warned. ‘Firg of dl, are you
looking forward to tomorrow and starting your new job?

‘I'm not sure, Mam,” | told her, remembering Jack’s joke about having to buy friends. ‘Nobody
wants to go anywhere near a spook. I'll have no friends. I'll be londy dl the time’

‘It won't be as bad as you think, Mam said. ‘You'll have your master to tak to. HEll be your
teacher, and no doubt hell eventualy become your friend. And you'll be busy dl the time. Busy learning
new things You'll have no time to fed londy. Don't you find the whole thing new and exciting?

‘I’ s exciting but the job scares me. | want to do it but | don’t know if | can. One part of me wants to
traved and see places but it'll be hard not to live here any more. I'll missyou dl. I'll missbeing a home'’

“You can't stay here” Mam said. “Your dad's getting too old to work, and come next winter he's
handing the farm over to Jack. Hllie will be having her baby soon, no doubt the firgt of many; eventualy



there won't be room for you here. No, you'd better get used to it before that happens. You can't come
home’

Her voice seemed cold and alittle sharp, and to hear her speak to melike that drove a pain deep into
my chest and throat so thet | could hardly breathe.

| just wanted to go to bed then, but she had alot to say. I'd rardy heard her use so many words dl in
one go.

“You have ajob to do and you're going to do it,” she said gernly. ‘And not only do it; you're going to
do it wel. | married your dad because he was a seventh son. And | bore hm 3x sons o thet | could
have you. Seven times seven you are and you have the gift. Your new magter’s dill strong but he's some
way past his best and histimeisfindly coming to an end.

‘For nearly sixty years he's walked the County lines doing his duty. Doing what has to be done. Soon
it'll be your turn. And if you won't do it, then who will? Who'll look after the ordinary folk? Who'll keep
them from harm? Who'll make the farms, villages and towns safe so that women and children can wak
the streets and lanes free from fear?

| didn’'t know what to say and | couldn’t look her inthe eye. | just fought to hold back the tears.

‘I love everyone in this house,” she said, her voice softening, ‘but in the whole wide County, you're
the +only person who's redly like me. As yet, you're just a boy who's 4ill a lot of growing to do, but
you're the saventh son of a seventh son. You've the gift and the strength to do what has to be done. |
know you're going to make me proud of you.

‘Wdl, now,” Mam said, coming to her feet, ‘I'm glad that we' ve got that sorted out. Now off to bed
with you. It's abig day tomorrow and you want to be at your best.’

She gave me ahug and a warm amile and | tried redly hard to be chearful and amile back, but once
up in my bedroom | sat on the edge of my bed just staring vacantly and thinking about what Mam had
told me.

My main is wel respected in the neighbourhood. She knows more about plants and medicines than
the locd doctor, and when there is a problem with ddivering a baby, the midwife dways sends for her.
Mam is an expert on what she cdls breech births. Sometimes a baby tries to get born feet fird but my
mamis good at turning them while they are ill in the womb. Dozens of women in the County owe ther
livesto her.

Anyway, that was what my dad dways said but Mam was modest and she never mentioned things
like that. She just got on with what had to be done and | knew that’s what she expected of me. So |
wanted to make her proud.

But could she redly meen that she' d only married my dad and had my six brothers so she could give
birth to me? It didn’t seem possible.

After thinking things through, | went across to the window and sat in the old wicker chair for a few
minutes, aring through the window, which faced north.

The moon was shining, bathing everything in its Siver light. | could see across the farmyard, beyond
the two hay fidds and the north pasture, right to the boundary of our farm, which ended hdfway up
Hangman's Hill. | liked the view. | liked Hangman's Hill from a distance. | liked the way it was the



furthest thing you could see.

For years this had been my routine before dimbing into bed each night. | used to stare at that hill and
imagine what was on the other side. | knew that it was redly just more fidds and then, two miles further
on, what passed for the locd village - hdf a dozen houses, a smdl church and an even smdler schoal -
but my imagination conjured up other things. Sometimes | imagined high diffs with an ocean beyond, or
maybe a forest or a great city with tal towers and twinkling lights.

But now, as | gazed a the hill, | remembered my fear as wel. Yes, it was fine from a distance but it
waan't aplace I'd ever wanted to get close to. Hangman's Hill, as you might have guessed, didn't get its
name for nothing.

Three generations earlier, a war had raged over the whole land and the men of the County had played
their part. It had been the worgt of dl wars, a bitter avil war where families had been divided and where
sometimes brother had even fought brother.

In the last winter of the war there’ d been a big battle amile or so to the north, just on the outskirts of
the village When it was findly over, the winning army had brought their prisoners to this hill and hanged
them from the trees on its northern dope. They'd hanged some of their own men too, for what they
camed was cowardice in the face of the enemy, but there was another verson of that tae. It was said
that some of these men had refused to fight people they considered to be neighbours.

Even Jack never liked working close to that boundary fence, and the dogs wouldn’'t go more than a
few feet into the wood. Asfor me, because | can sense things that others can't, | couldn’'t even work in
the north pasture. You see, from there | could hear them. | could hear the ropes cresking and the
branches groaning under their weight. | could hear the dead, srangling and choking on the other sde of
the hill.

Mam had said that we were like each other. Wdll, she was certanly like me in one way: | knew she
could also see things that others couldn’t. One winter, when | was very young and dl my brothers lived at
home, the noises from the hill got so bad at night that | could even hear them from my bedroom. My
brothers didn’'t hear athing, but | did and | couldn’'t degp. Mam came to my room every time | cdled,
even though she had to be up a the crack of dawn to do her chores.

Fndly she said she was going to sort it out, and one night she climbed Hangman's Hill alone and went
up into the trees. When she came back, everything was quiet and it stayed like tha for months
afterwards.

So there was one way in which we weren't dike.

Mam was alot braver than | was.



Chapter Two

On The Road

| was up an hour before dawn but Mam was aready in the kitchen, cooking my favourite breakfast,
bacon and eggs.

Dad came downgtairs while | was mopping the plate with my last dice of bread. Aswe said goodbye,
he pulled something from his pocket and placed it in my hands. It was the smdl tinderbox that had
belonged to his own dad and to his grandad before that. One of his favourite possessions.

‘I want you to have this, son,” he said. ‘It might come in useful in your new job. And come back and
See us soon. Just because you' ve left home, it doesn’t mean that you can't come back and vist.’

‘It stime to go, son,” Mam said, walking across to give me a find hug. ‘He's at the gate. Don't keep
hmwaiting.

We were afamily which didn't like too much fuss, and as we'd dready said our goodbyes, | waked
out into the yard done.

The Spook was on the other sde of the gate, a dark slhouette againg the grey dawn light. His hood
was up and he was standing straight and tal, his gaff in his left hand. | walked towards him, carrying my
amdl bundle of possessions, feding very nervous.

To my surprise, the Spook opened the gate and came into the yard. ‘Wadll, lad,” he said, ‘follow mel
We might as wel start the way we mean to go on.’

Instead of heading for the road, he led the way north, directly towards Hangman's Hill, and soon we
were crossing the north pasture, my heart dready sarting to thump. When we reached the boundary
fence, the Spook dimbed over with the ease of a man hdf his age, but | froze. As | rested my hands
agandg the top edge of the fence, | could aready hear the sounds of the trees cresking, their branches
bent and bowed under the weight of the hanging men.

‘What's the matter, lad? asked the Spook, turning to look back a me ‘If you're frightened of
something on your own doorstep, you'll be of little use to me’



| took a deep breath and clambered over the fence. We trudged upwards, the dawn light darkening
as we moved up into the gloom of the trees. The higher we climbed the colder it seemed to get and soon
| was shivering. It was the kind of cold that gives you goose pimples and makes the har on the back of
your neck dtart to rise. It was a waning that something wasn't quite right. I'd fdt it before when
something had come close that didn’t belong in this world.

Once we' d reached the summit of the hill, | could see them below me. There had to be a hundred at
least, sometimes two or three hanging from the same tree, wearing soldiers' uniforms with broad leather
belts and big boots. Their hands were tied behind ther backs and dl of them behaved differently. Some
sruggled desperately so that the branch above them bounced and jerked, while others were just spinning
dowly on the end of the rope, pointing firs one way, then the other.

As| watched, | suddenly fdt a strong wind on my face, awind so cold and fierce thet it couldn’t have
been naturd. The trees bowed low, and their leaves shrivelled and began to fal. Within moments, dl the
branches were bare. When the wind had eased, the Spook put his hand on my shoulder and guided me
nearer to the hanging men. We stopped just feet away from the nearest.

‘Look at him, said the Spook. ‘What do you see?

‘A dead soldier,’ | replied, my voice beginning to wobble.
‘How old does he look?

‘Seventeen at the most’

‘Good. Well done, lad. Now, tdl me, do you dill fed scared?
‘A bit. | don't like being so close to him.

‘Why? There's nothing to be afraid of. Nothing that can hurt you. Think about what it must have been
like for him. Concentrate on him rather than yoursdf. How mus he have fet? What would be the worst

thing?

| tried to put mysdf in the soldier’ s place and imagine how it must have been to die like that. The pain
and the struggle for breath would have been terrible. But there might have been something even worse...

‘He' d have known he was dying and that he'd never be able to go home again. That he'd never see
hisfamily again,’ | told the Spook.

With those words a wave of sadness washed over me. Then, even as that happened, the hanging men
dowly began to disappear, until we were done on the hillsde and the leaves were back on the trees.
‘How do you fed now? Siill afraid? | shook my head. ‘No,’ | said. ‘I just fed sad.” ‘Wl done, lad.
Y ou're learning. WE're the seventh sons of seventh sons and we have the gift of seeing things that others
can't. But that gift can sometimes be a curse. If we're afraid, sometimes there are things that can feed on
thet fear. Fear makesit worse for us. The trick is to concentrate on what you can see and stop thinking
about yoursdf. It works every time.

‘It was a terrible sght, lad, but they're just ghasts, continued the Spook. ‘ There' s nothing much we
can do about them and they'll just fade away in their own time. In a hundred years or so ther€ll be
nothing left.

| felt like tdlling him that Mam did something about them once, but | didn't. To contradict him would



have got us off to a bad start.

‘Now if they were ghodts, that would be different, said the Spook. ‘You can tak to ghogs and tel
them what's what. Just meking them redlize that they're dead is a great kindness and an important step in
getting them to move on. Usudly a ghodt is a bewildered spirit trapped on this earth but not knowing
what's happened. So often they're in torment. Then again, others are here with a definite purpose and
they might have things to tdl you. But a ghast is just a fragment of a soul that’'s gone on to better things
That'swhat these are, lad. Just ghasts. Y ou saw the trees change?

‘The leaves fdl and it was winter.’

‘W, the leaves are back now. So you were just looking at something from the past. Just a reminder
of the evil things that sometimes happen on this earth. Usudly, if you're brave, they can't see you and
they don't fed anything. A ghast is judt like a reflection in a pond that stays behind when its owner has
moved on. Understand what I'm saying?

| nodded.

‘Right, so that’ s one thing sorted out. WE Il be dedling with the dead from time to time, so you might
aswdl get used to them. Anyway, let’s get started. We ve quite a way to go. Here, from now on you'll
be carrying this’

The Spook handed me his big lesther bag and without a backwards glance headed back up the hill. |
followed him over its crest, then down through the trees towards the road, which was a digant grey scar
meandering its way south through the green and brown patchwork of fidds

‘Done much travelling, lad? the Spook caled back over his shoulder. * Seen much of the County?

| told him I’ d never been more than Sx miles from my dad's fam. Going to the loca market was the
mod traveling I'd ever done.

The Spook muttered something under his breath and shook his head; | could tdl that he wasn't best
pleased by my answer.

‘Wl your travels sart today,” he said. *We're heading south towards a village caled Horshaw. It's
just over fifteen miles as the crow flies and we have to be there before dark.’

I'd heard of Horshaw. It was a pit village and had the largest cod yards in the County, holding the
output of dozens of surrounding mines. I’d never expected to go there and | wondered what the Spook’ s
business could be in a place like that.

He walked at afurious pace, taking big, effortless strides. Soon | was struggling to keep up; aswel as
carying my own smdl bundle of clothes and other beongings, | now had his bag, which seemed to be
getting heavier by the minute. Then, just to make things worse, it started to rain.

About an hour before noon the Spook came to a sudden hdt. He turned round and stared hard at me.
By then | was about ten paces behind. My feet were hurting and I’ d dready developed a dight limp. The
road was little more than a track that was quickly turning to mud. Just as | caught him up, | stubbed my
toe, dipped and dmogt logt my balance.

He tutted. ‘ Feding dizzy, lad? he asked.



| shook my head. | wanted to give my am a rest but it didn’t seem right to put his bag down in the
mud.

‘That's good,” sad the Spook with a fant amile, the rain dripping from the edge of his hood down
onto his beard. ‘Never trust aman who's dizzy. That's something well worth remembering.’

‘I'm not dizzy,’ | protested.

‘No? asked the Spook, rasng his bushy eyebrows. ‘Then it must be your boots. They won't be
much useinthisjob.’

My boots were the same as my dad's and Jack’s, sturdy enough and suitable for the mud and muck
of the farmyard, but the kind that needed alot of getting used to. A new pair usudly cost you afortnight’'s
bligters before your feet got bedded in.

| looked down a the Spook’s. They were made of strong, good-qudity leather and they hed
extrathick soles. They mud have cost a fortune, but | suppose that for someone who did a lot of
waking, they were worth every penny. They flexed as he waked and | just knew that they’d been
comfortable from the very firs moment he pulled them on.

‘Good boots are important inthis job,” said the Spook. ‘We depend on nether man nor beast to get
uswhere we need to go. If you rely on your own two good legs, then they won't let you down. So if |
findly decide to take you on, I'll get you a par of boots just like mine. Until then, you'll just have to
manage as best you can.’

At noon we hdted for a short break, shdtering from the rain in an abandoned cettle shed. The Spook
took a piece of doth out of his pocket and unwrapped it, reveding alarge lump of ydlow cheese.

He broke a bit off and handed it to me. I'd seen worse and | was hungry so | wolfed it down. The
Spook only ate a smdl piece himsdf before wrapping the rest up again and duffing it back into his
pocket.

Once out of the rain, he'd pulled his hood back so | now had the chance to look a him properly for
thefirg time. Apart from the full beard and the hangman's eyes, his mogt noticeable feature was his nose,
which was grim and sharp, with a curve to it that suggested a bird’'s beak. The mouth, when closed, was
amod hidden by that moustache and beard. The beard itsef had looked grey at firs glance, but when |
looked closer, trying to be as casud as possible so that he wouldn't notice, | saw that most of the colours
of the rainbow seemed to be orouting there. There were shades of red, black, brown and, obvioudy,
lots of grey, but as | came to redlize |ater, it dl depended on the light.

“Weak jaw, weak character,” my dad dways used to say, and he dso believed that some men wore
beards just to hide that fact. Looking at the Spook though, you could see despite the beard that his jaw
was long, and when he opened his mouth he revealed ydlow teeth that were very sharp and more suited
to gnawing on red meet than nibbling at cheese.

With a shiver, | suddenly redized that he reminded me of a wolf. And it wasn't just the way he
looked. He was akind of predator because he hunted the dark; living merely on nibbles of cheese would
make him dways hungry and meen. If | completed my apprenticeship, I'd end up just like him.

“You 4ill hungry, lad? he asked, his green eyes boring hard into my own until | started to fed a bit
dizzy.



| was soaked to the skin and my feet were hurting, but most of al | was hungry. So | nodded, thinking
he might offer me some more, but he just shook his head and muttered something to himsdf. Then, once
agan, he looked at me sharply.

“Hunger’s something you're going to have to get used to,” he said. ‘We don’t eat much when we're
working, and if the job’s very difficult, we don't eat anything at al until afterwards. Fadting's the safest
thing because it makes us less vulnerable to the dark. It makes us stronger. So you might as wel Start
practisng now, because when we get to Horshaw, I’'m going to give you a little test. You're going to
gpend a night in a haunted house. And you're going to do it done. That'll show me what you're redly
mede of !’



Chapter Three

Number 13 Watery Lane

We reached Horshaw as a church bdl began to chime in the distance. It was seven o'clock and
darting to get dark. A heavy drizzle blew sraight into our faces, but there was dill enough light for me to
judge thet thiswasn't a place | ever wanted to livein and that even a short vist would be best avoided.

Horshaw was a black smear againg the green fidds, a grim, ugly little place with about two dozen
rows of mean back-to-back houses huddling together mainly on the southern dope of a damp, bleak
hillsde. The whole area was riddled with mines, and Horshaw was at its centre. High above the village
was a large dag hegp which marked the entrance to a mine. Behind the dag heagp were the cod yards,
which stored enough fud to keep the biggest towns in the County warm through even the longest of
winters.

Soon we were waking down through the narrow, cobbled streets, keeping pressed close to the grimy
wadls to make way for carts hegped with black cobs of cod, wet and gleaming with rain. The huge shire
horses that pulled them were sraining againg their loads, hooves dipping on the shiny cobbles.

There were few people about but lace curtains twitched as we passed, and once we met a group of
dour-faced miners, who were trudging up the hill to begin their night shift. They’d been tdking in loud
voices but suddenly fdl slent and moved into a angle column to pass us, keeping to the far Sde of the
street. One of them actudly made the Sgn of the cross.

‘Get used to it, lad,” growled the Spook. ‘We're needed but rardly welcomed, and some places are
worse than others’

Fndly we turned a corner into the lowest and meanest street of dl. Nobody lived there - you could
tdl that right away. For one thing some of the windows were broken and others were boarded up, and
dthough it was dmogt dark, no lights were showing. At one end of the street was an abandoned corn
merchant’s warehouse, two huge wooden doors gaping open and hanging from their rusty hinges.

The Spook hated outsde the very last house. It was the one on the corner closest to the warehouse,



the only house in the street to have a number. That number was crafted out of metd and nailed to the
door. It was thirteen, the worst and unluckiest of dl numbers, and directly above was a street Sgn high
on the wall, hanging from a Sngle rusty rivet and pointing dmost verticdly towards the cobbles. It said,
WATERY LANE.

This house did have windowpanes but the lace curtains were ydlow and hung with cobwebs. This
mug be the haunted house my master had warned me about.

The Spook pulled a key from his pocket, unlocked the door and led the way into the darkness within.
Atfirg | was just glad to be out of the drizzle, but when helit a candle and positioned it on the floor near
the middle of the smdl front room, | knew that I'd be more comfortable in an abandoned cow shed.
There wasn't a gngle item of furniture to be seen, just a bare flagged floor and a heap of dirty straw
under the window. The room was damp too, the air very dank and cold, and by the light of the flickering
candle | could see my breath seaming.

What | saw was bad enough, but what he said was even worse.

‘Well, lad, I’ ve got business to attend to so I'll be off, but I'll be back later. Know whet you have to
do?

‘No, gr,’ | replied, watching the flickering candle, worried that it might go out at any second.

‘Wdll, it's what | told you earlier. Weren't you ligening? You need to be dert, not dreaming.
Anyway, it's nothing very difficult, he explained, scratching a his beard as if there was something
crawling about in it. “You just have to spend the night here done. | bring dl my new apprentices to this
old house on ther firg night so | can find out what they’re made of. Oh, but there's one thing | haven't
told you. At midnight I'll expect you to go down into the cdllar and face whatever it isthat’s lurking there.
Cope with that and you' re wel on your way to being taken on permanently. Any questions?

| had questions dl right but | was too scared to hear the answers. So | just shook my head and tried
to keep my top lip from trembling.

“How will you know when it's midnight? he asked.

| shrugged. | was pretty good at guessng the time from the position of the sun or the stars, and if |
ever woke in the middle of the night, | amost dways knew exactly what time it was, but here | wasn't o
aure. In some places time seems to move more dowly and | had a feding that this old house would be
one of them.

Suddenly | remembered the church clock. ‘It's just gone seven,” | said. ‘I'll lisen for twelve chimes’

‘W, a least you' re awake now,” the Spook said with a little amile. *‘When the clock strikes twelve,
take the stub of the candle and use it to find your way down to the cdlar. Until then, deep if you can
manage it. Now ligen carefully - there are three important things to remember. Don't open the front door
to anyone, no matter how hard they knock, and don’'t be late going down to the cdllar’

He took a step towards the front door.
‘“What's the third thing? | called out at the very last moment.

‘The candle, lad. Whatever else you do, don't let it go out...’



Then he was gone, dodng the door behind him, and | was dl done. Cautioudy | picked up the
candle, walked to the kitchen door and peered indde. It was empty of everything but a sone snk. The
back door was closed but the wind dill wailed benesth it. There were two other doors on the right. One
was open and | could see the bare wooden dairs tha led to the bedrooms above. The other one, that
closest to me, was closed.

Something about that closed door made me uneasy but | decided to take a quick look. Nervoudy |
gripped the handle and tugged at the door. It was hard to shift and for a moment | had a creepy feding
that somebody was holding it closed on the other side. When | tugged even harder, it opened with a jerk,
meking me lose my balance. | staggered back a couple of steps and dmost dropped the candle.

Stone steps led down into the darkness; they were black with cod dust. They curved away to the left
50 | couldn’t see right down into the cdlar, but a cold draught came up them, meking the candle flame
dance and flicker. | closed the door quickly and went back into the front room, dosing the kitchen door
too.

| put the candle down carefully in the corner furthest away from the door and window. Once | was
satified that it wouldn't fal over, | looked for a place on the floor where | could deep. There wasn't
much choice. | certainly wasn't degping on the damp straw, so | settled down in the centre of the room.

The flags were hard and cold but | closed my eyes. Once adeep, I'd be away from that grim old
house and | fdt pretty confident that I’d wake just before midnight.

Usdly | get to deep easlly but this was different. 1 kept shivering with cold and the wind was
beginning to rattle the windowpanes. There were a0 rudlings and patterings coming from the wals. Just
mice, | kept tdling mysdf. We were certainly used to them on the farm. But then, suddenly, there came a
disurbing new sound from down below in the depths of the dark cellar.

At fird it was fant, meking me strain my ears, but gradudly it grew urtil | was in no doubt about what
| could hear. Down in the cdlar, something was happening that shouldn’'t be happening. Someone was
digging rhythmicaly, tuning heavy earth with a sharp metd spade. First came the grind of the metd edge
griking a stony surface, followed by a soft, squelching, sucking sound as the spade pushed deep into
heavy day and tore it free from the earth.

This went on for severa minutes until the noise stopped as suddenly as it had begun. All was qui€t.
Even the mice stopped thelr pattering. It was asif the house and everything init were holding their bregath.
| know | was.

The dlence ended with a resounding thump. Then a whole series of thumps, definite in rhythm.
Thumps that were getting louder. And louder. And closer ...

Someone was dimbing the stairs from the cdllar.

| snatched up the candle and shrank into the furthest corner. Thump, thump, nearer and nearer, came
the sound of heavy boots. Who could have been digging down there in the darkness? Who could be
dimbing the gtairs now?

But maybe it was't a question of who was dimbing the stairs. Maybe it was a question of what...

| heard the cdlar door open and the thump of boots in the kitchen. | pressed mysdf back into the
corner, trying to make mysdf amdl, waiting for the kitchen door to open.



And open it did, very dowly, with a loud creak. Something stepped into the room. | fdt coldness
then. Red coldness. The kind of coldness that told me something was close that didn't bedong on this
earth. 1t was like the coldness of Hangman's Hill, only far, far worse,

I lifted the candle, its flame flickering eerie shadows which danced up the walls and onto the celling.

‘Who's there? | asked. ‘Who's there? my voice trembling even more than the hand holding the
candle.

There was no answer. Even the wind outside had fdlen slent.
‘Who's there? | cdled out again.

Agan no reply, but invisble boots grated on the flags as they stepped towards me. Nearer and nearer
they came, and now | could hear breething. Something big was breathing heavily. It sounded like a huge
carthorse that had just pulled a heavy load up a steep hill.

At the very la moment the footsteps veered away from me and hdted close to the window. | was
holding my breath and the thing by the window seemed to be breathing for both of us, drawing great
gulpsof ar into itslungs asif it could never get enough.

Jugt when | could stand it no longer, it gave a huge sigh that sounded weary and sad a the same time,
and the invigble boots grated on the flags once more, heavy steps that moved away from the window,
back towards the door. When they began to thump their way down the cdlar steps, | was findly adle to
breathe again.

My heart began to dow, my hands stopped shaking and gradualy | camed down. | had to pull mysdf
together. I'd been scared, but if that was the worst that was going to happen tonight, I'd got through it,
passed my fird test. | was going to be the Spook’ s apprentice, so I'd have to get used to places like this
haunted house. 1t went with the job.

After about five minutes or so | began to fed better. | even thought about making another attempt to
et to deep, but as my dad sometimes says, ‘ There's no rest for the wicked.” Well, | don't know what
I’d done wrong, but there was a sudden new sound to disturb me.

It was fant and digant at firg - someone knocking on a door. There was a pause, and then it
happened again. Three digtinct raps, but alittle nearer thistime. Another pause and three more raps.

It didn't take me long to work it out. Somebody was rapping hard on each door in the street, moving
nearer and nearer to number thirteen. When they findly came to the haunted house, the three raps on the
front door were loud enough to wake the dead. Would the thing in the cdlar dimb the steps to answer
that summons? | fdt trapped between the two: something outside wanting to get in; something below that
wanted to be free.

And then, suddenly, it was dl right. A voice caled to me from the other side of the front door, a voice
| recognized.

‘Tom! Tom! Open the door! Let mein!’

It was Mam. | was s0 glad to hear her that | rushed to the front door without thinking. It was raining
outsde and she'd be getting wet.



‘Quickly, Tom, quickly’” Mam cdled. ‘Don’t keep mewaiting.’

| was actudly lifting the latch to open it, when | remembered the Spook’s wamning: ‘Don’t open the
front door to anyone, no matter how hard they knock ...’

But how could | leave Mam out there in the dark?
‘Come on, Tom! Let mein!’ the voice caled agan.

Remembering what the Spook had said, | took a deep breath and tried to think. Common sense told
meit couldn’'t be her. Why would she have followed me dl this way? How would she have known where
we were going? Mam wouldn't have travelled done ether. My dad or Jack would have come with her.

No, it was a something else waiting outside. Something without hands that could ill rap on the door.
Something without feet that could dill stland on the pavement.

The knocking started to get louder.

‘Please let me in, Tom,” pleaded the voice. ‘How can you be so hard and crud? I'm cold, wet and
tired.’

Eventudly it began to cry, and then | knew for certain that it couldn’t possbly be Mam. Mam was
strong. Mam never cried no matter how bad things got.

After a few moments the sounds faded and stopped atogether. | lay down on the floor and tried to
deep again. | kept turning over, fird one way and then the other, but try as | might, | couldn't get to
deep. The wind began to raitle the windowpanes even louder, and on every hour and hdf hour the
church clock chimed, moving me closer to midnight.

The nearer the time came for me to go down the cdllar steps, the more nervous | became. | did want
to pass the Spook’ s test, but, oh, how | longed to be back homeinmy nice, safe, warm bed.

And then, judt after the clock had given asingle chime - hdf past eeven - the digging began again ...

Once more | heard the dow thump, thump of heavy boots coming up the steps from the cdlar; once
more the door opened and the invishle boots stepped into the front room. By now the only bit of me that
was moving was my heart, which pounded so hard it seemed about to break my ribs. But this time the
boots didn't veer away towards the window. They kept coming. Thump! Thump! Thump! Coming
draight towards me.

| flt mysdf being lifted roughly by the hair and skin at the nape of my neck, just like a mother cat
carries her kittens. Then an invisble arm wrapped itsdf around my body, pinning my arms to my sides. |
tried to suck in a breath but it was impossible. My chest was being crushed.

| was being carried towards the cdlar door. | couldn’'t see what was carrying me but | could hear its
wheezing bresth and | struggled in a panic, because somehow | knew exactly what was going to happen.
Somehow | knew why there’ d been the sound of digging from below. | was going to be carried down the
cdlar steps into the darkness and | knew that a grave was waiting for me down there. | was going to be
buried dive.

| was terrified and tried to cry out, but it was worse than just being held in atight grip. | was paralysed
and couldn’'t move amusdle.



Suddenly | wasfdling ...

| found mysdf on dl fours, daring at the open door to the cdlar, just inches from the top step. In a
panic, my heart thumping too fast to count the bests, | lurched to my feet and dammed the cellar door
shut. Stll trembling, | went back into the front room to find that one of the Spook’s three rules had been
broken.

The candle had gone oit...

As | waked towards the window, a sudden flash of light illuminated the room, followed by a loud
crash of thunder dmogt directly overhead. Rain squaled againg the house, rattling the windows and
meking the front door creak and groan asif something were trying to get in.

| stared out miserably for afew minutes, watching the flashes of lightning. It was a bad night, but even
though lightning scared me, | would have given anything to be out there waking the streets; anything to
have avoided going down into thet cellar.

In the distance the church clock began to chime. | counted the chimes and there were exactly twelve.
Now | had to face what wasin the cdlar.

It was then, as lightning lit the room again, that | noticed the large footprints on the floor. At fird |
thought they’ d been made by the Spook, but they were black, as if the huge boots that made them had
been covered with cod dust. They came from the direction of the kitchen door, went dmog to the
window and then turned and went back the way they’d come. Back to the cdlar. Down into the dark
where | had to go!

Forcing mysdf forward, | searched the floor with my hand for the stub of the candle. Then | scrabbled
around for my samdl bundle of clothes. Wrapped in the centre of it was the tinderbox that Dad had given
me

Fumbling in the dark, | shook the smdl pile of tinder out onto the floor and used the stone and metd
to strike up sparks. | kindled that little pile of wood until it burst into flame, just long enough to light the
candle. Little had Dad known that his gift would prove so ussful so soon.

As | opened the cdlar door there was another flash of lightning and a sudden crash of thunder that
shook the whole house and rumbled down the steps ahead of me. | descended into the cdllar, my hand
trembling and the candle stub dancing till strange shadows flickered againg the wall.

| didn't want to go down there, but if | faled the Spook’s test, I'd probably be on my way back
home as soon asit came light. | imagined my shame at having to tdl Mam what had happened.

Eight steps and | was turning the corner so that the cdlar wasin view. It wasn't a big cdlar but it had
dark shadows in the corners that the candidight couldn’'t quite reach, and there were spiders webs
henging from the caling in frail, mucky curtains. Smdl pieces of cod and large wooden crates were
scattered across the earthen floor and there was an old wooden table next to abig beer barrel. | stepped
around the beer barrel and noticed something in the far corner. Something just behind some crates that
scared me so much | dmost dropped the candle.

It was a dark shape, dmog like a bundle of rags, and it was making a noise. A fant, rhythmicd
sound, like bresthing.

| took a step towards the rags; then another, usng dl my willpower to make my legs move. It was



then, as | got so close that | could have touched it, that the thing suddenly grew. From a shadow on the
floor it reared up before me until it was three or four times bigger.

I dmogt ran. It wastdl, dark, hooded and terrifying, with green, dlittering eyes.
Only then did | notice the gaff thet it was halding in its left hand.

‘What kept you? demanded the Spook. ‘Y ou' re nearly five minutes late!’



Chapter Four

The Letter

‘I lived inthis house as a child,” said the Spook, ‘and | saw things that would make your big toes curl,
but | was the only one who could, and my dad used to beat me for tdling lies. Something used to dimb
up out of the cdlar. It would have been the same for you. Am | right?

| nodded.

‘Wdll, it's nothing to worry about, lad. It's just another ghast, a fragment of a troubled soul that's
gone on to better things. Without leaving the bad part of himsdf behind, he'd have been stuck here for
ever’

‘What did he do? | asked, my voice echoing back dightly from the cdlling.

The Spook shook his head sadly. ‘He was a miner whose lungs were so diseased that he couldn’t
work any more. He spent his days and nights coughing and sruggling for breath and his poor wife kept
them both. She worked in a bakery, but sadly for both of them, she was a very pretty woman. There
aren’t many women you can trust and the pretty ones are the worst of al.

‘To make it worse he was a jedous man and his illness made him bitter. One evening she was very
late home from work and he kept going to the window, pacing backwards and forwards, getting more
and more angry because he thought she was with another man.

‘When she findly came in, he wasin such arage that he broke her head open with a big cob of cod.
Then he left her there, dying on the flags, and went down into the cdllar to dig a grave. She was il dive
when he came back but she couldn’'t move and couldn’'t even cry out. That's the terror that comes to us,
because it's how she fdt as he picked her up and carried her down into the darkness of the cdlar. She'd
heard him digging. She knew what he was going to do.

‘Later that night he killed himsdf. It's a sad story, but dthough they’re a peace now, his ghadt’ s 4ill
here and so are her find memories, both strong enough to torment folks like us. We see things that others
can't, which is both ablessng and a curse. It's a very useful thing in our trade, though.’

| shuddered. | fdt sorry for the poor wife who'd been murdered and | fdt sorry for the miner who'd
killed her. | even fdt sorry for the Spook. Imagine having to spend your childhood in a house like this.



| looked down at the candle, which I'd placed in the middle of the table. It was amost burned down
and the flame was garting its last flickering dance, but the Spook didn't show any Sgn of wanting to go
back upgtairs. | didn't like the shadows on his face. It looked asif it was gradudly changing, as if he was
growing a snout or something.

‘Do you know how | overcame my fear? he asked.
‘No, sr.’

‘One night | was so terrified that | screamed out before | could stop mysdf. | woke everybody up,
and in a rage my father lifted me up by the scruff of my neck and carried me down the steps into this
cdlar. Then he got ahammer and nailed the door shut behind me.

‘I waan't very old. Probably seven a the most. | dimbed back up the steps and, screaming fit to
burst, scratched and banged at the door. But my father was a hard man and he left me dl done in the
dark and | had to stay there for hours, until long after dawn. After a bit, | camed down and do you know
whet | did then?

| shook my head, trying not to look at his face. His eyes were dlittering very brightly and he looked
more like awoalf than ever.

‘| walked down the steps and sat there in this cdllar in the darkness. Then | took three deep breaths
and | faced my fear. | faced the darkness itsdf, which is the mog terifying thing of dl, especidly for
people like us, because things come to us in the dark. They seek us out with whispers and take shapes
that only our eyes can see. But | did it, and when | left this cdllar the worst was over.’

At that moment the candle guttered and then went out, plunging us into absolute darkness.

‘Thisisit, lad,” the Spook sad. ‘There's just you, me and the dark. Can you stand it? Are you fit to
be my apprentice?

His voice sounded different, sort of deegper and strange. | imagined him on dl fours, wolf har covering
his face, his teeth growing longer. | was trembling and couldn't speak until I'd taken my third deep
breath. Only then did | give hm my answer. It was something my dad aways sad when he had to do
something unpleasant or difficult.

‘Someone hasto do it,’ | said. ‘ So it might as wel be me’

The Spook mugt have thought that was funny, because his laughter filled the whole cdlar before
rumbling up the steps to meet the next ped of thunder, which was on itsway down.

‘Nearly thirteen years ago,” said the Spook, ‘a sedled letter was sent to me. It was short and to the
point and it was written in Greek. Y our mother sent it. Do you know what it said?

‘No,’ | sad quietly, wondering what was coming next.

“I’'ve just given birth to a baby boy,” she wrote, "and he' s the seventh son of a seventh son. His name
is Thomas J. Ward and he's my gift to the County. When he's old enough well send you word. Tran
hmwdl. Hell be the best apprentice you've ever had and héll dso be your lagt.”

‘We don't use magic, lad,” the Spook said, his voice hardly more than a whisper in the darkness.
‘Themain tools of our trade are common sense, courage and the keeping of accurate records, so we can



learn from the past. Above dl, v7e don’t believe in prophecy. We don’t believe that the future is fixed.
So if what your mother wrote comes true, then it’s because we make it come true. Do you understand?

There was an edge of anger in hisvoice but | knew it was't directed a me, so | just nodded into the
darkness.

‘As for baing your mother’s gift to the County, every Ingle one of my apprentices was the seventh
son of a seventh son. So don't you start thinking you' re anything specia. You've alot of sudy and hard
work ahead of you.

‘Family can be a nuisance,’ the Spook went on after a pause, his voice softer, the anger gone. ‘I've
only got two brothers left now. On€'s a lockamith and we get on dl right, but the other one hasn't
spoken to me for wel over forty years, though he dill lives here in Horshaw.’

By the time we I€ft the house, the sorm had blown itsdlf out and the moon was visble. As the Spook
closed the front door, | noticed for the firg time what had been carved there in the wood.

X
Erejmj/

The Spook nodded towards it. ‘1 use Sgns like this to warn others who've the kil to read them or
sometimes jugt to jog my own memory. You'll recognize the Greek letter gamma. It's the 9gn for dther a
ghogt or aghast. The cross on the lower right is the Roman numerd for ten, which is the lowest grading
of dl. Anything after Sx isjust a ghast. Ther€'s nothing in that house that can harm you, not if you're
brave. Remember, the dark feeds on fear. Be brave and there' s nothing much a ghast can do.’

If only I’d known that to begin with!

‘Buck up, lad,” said the Spook. ‘Your face is nearly down in your boots! Wel, maybe thisil cheer
you up.” He pulled the lump of ydlow cheese out of his pocket, broke a amdl piece off and handed it to
me ‘Chew on this’ he said, ‘but don’'t swalow it dl at once.’

| followed him down the cobbled street. The ar was damp, but at leest it was't raining, and to the
west the clouds looked like lamby’'s wool againg the sky and were sarting to tear and break up into

ragged srips.



We left the village and continued south. Right on its edge, where the cobbled street became a muddy
lane, there was a amdl church. It looked neglected - there were dates missng off the roof and pant
peding from the main door. We'd hardly seen anyone since leaving the house but there was an old man
ganding in the doorway. His hair was white and it was lank, greasy and unkempt.

His dark clothes marked him out as a priest, but as we approached him, it was the expresson on his
face that redly drew my attention. He was scowling & us, his face dl twisted up. And then, dramaticaly,
he made a huge Sgn of the cross, actudly standing on tiptoe as he began it, sretching the forefinger of his
right hand as high into the sky as he could. I'd seen priests make the sgn before but never with such a
big, exaggerated gesture, filled with so much anger. An anger that seemed directed towards us.

| supposed he'd some grievance againg the Spook, or maybe againg the work he did. 1 knew the
trade made most people nervous but I’ d never seen areaction like that.

‘What was wrong with him? | asked, when we had passed him and were safdy out of earshot.

‘Priestd’” snapped the Spook, the anger sharp in his voice. ‘They know everything but see nothing!
And that one' s worse than most. That’s my other brother.’

I’d have liked to know more but had the sense not to question him further. It seemed to me that there
was a lot to learn about the Spook and his past, but | had afeding they were things he'd only tdl me
when he was good and readly.

So | jud followed him south, carrying his heavy bag and thinking about what my mam had written in
the |etter. She was never one to boast or make wild statements. Mam only said what had to be said, so
she'd meant every sngle word. Usudly she just got on with things and did what was necessary. The
Spook had told me there was nothing much could be done about ghasts, but Mam had once slenced the
ghasts on Hangman' s Hill.

Being a seventh son of a saventh son was nothing that specid in this line of work - you needed that
just to be taken on as the Spook’s apprentice. But | knew there was something else that made me
different. | was my mam'’s son too.



Chapter Five

Boggarts And Witches

We were heading for what the Spook caled his‘Winter House' .

As we walked, the lagt of the morming clouds mdted away and | suddenly redized that there was
something different about the sun. Even in the County, the sun sometimes shines in winter, which is good
because it usudly means that a least it isn't raining; but theré's a time in each new year when you
suddenly notice its warmth for the first time. It's just like the return of an old friend.

The Spook must have been thinking amogt exactly the same thoughts because he suddenly hdted in
histracks, looked a me sSdeways and gave me one of hisrare amiles. ‘Thisisthe firs day of soring, lad,’
he sad, ‘so we'll go to Chipenden.’

It seemed an odd thing to say. Did he dways go to Chipenden on the first day of the spring, and if so,
why? So | asked him.

‘Summer quarters. We winter on the edge of Anglezarke Moor and spend the summer in Chipenden.’
‘I've never heard of Anglezarke. Where' sthat? | asked.

‘To the far south of the County, lad. It's the place where | was born. We lived there until my father
moved us to Horshaw.’

Sill, at least I'd heard of Chipenden so that made me fed better. It struck me that, as the Spook’s
apprentice, I'd be doing alot of traveling and would have to learn how to find my way about.

Without further delay we changed direction, heading north-east towards the digant hills | didn’t ask
any more questions, but thet night, as we sheltered in a cold barn once more and supper was just a few
more bites of the ydlow cheese, my ssomach began to think that my throat had been cut. I'd never been

S0 hungry.
| wondered where we'd be gaying in Chipenden and if we'd get something proper to eat there. |



didn't know anyone who'd ever been there but it was supposed to be a remote, unfriendy place
somewhere up in the fdls - the distant grey and purple hills that were just visble from my dad's fam.
They dways looked to me like huge degping beasts, but that was probably the fault of one of my uncles,
who used to tdl me taes like that. At night, he said, they started to move, and by dawn whole villages
had sometimes disappeared from the face of the earth, crushed into dust benegth ther weight.

The next morning, dark grey clouds were covering the sun once more and it looked as if we'd wait
some time to see the second day of spring. The wind was getting up as well, tugging a our clothes as we
gradudly began to dimb and hurling birds dl over the sky, the clouds racing each other east to hide the
summits of the fells

Our pace was dow and | was grateful for that because I'd developed a bad blister on each hed. So it
was late in the day when we approached Chipenden, the light already beginning to fail.

By then, athough it was 4ill very windy, the sky had cleared and the purple fdls were sharp againgt
the skyline. The Spook hadn't talked much on the journey but now he sounded dmost excited as he
cdled out the names of the fels one by one. There were names such as Parlick Pike, which was the
nearest to Chipenden; others - some vishle, some hidden and distant - were cadled Mélor Knoll, Saddle
Fdl and Walf Fl.

When | asked my madter if there were any wolves on Walf Fdl he amiled grimly. ‘Things change
rgpidly here, lad,’ he said, ‘and we mug dways be on our guard.’

As the firg rooftops of the village came into sght, the Spook pointed to a narrow path which led
away from the road to twist upwards by the sde of asmdl, gurgling stream.

‘My houseis this way,” he said. ‘It's a dightly longer route but it means we can avoid going through
thevillage | like to keep my distance from the folk who live there. They prefer it that way too.’

| remembered what Jack had said about the Spook and my heart sank. He'd been right. It was a
londly life. Y ou ended up working by yoursdif.

There were afew stunted trees on each bank, dinging to the hillsde againgt the force of the wind, but
then suddenly, directly ahead was a wood of sycamore and ash; as we entered, the wind died away to
just adigtant Sgh. It was just alarge collection of trees, a few hundred or sO maybe, that offered shelter
from the buffeting wind, but after afew moments | redlized it was more than that.

I’d noticed before, from time to time, how some trees are noisy, dways cresking their branches or
rudling their leaves, while others hardly make any sound &t dl. Far above, | could hear the distant breath
of the wind, but within the wood the only sounds to be heard were our boots. Everything was very dill, a
whole wood full of trees that were so slent it made a shiver run up and down my spine. It dmost made
methink that they were ligening to us.

Then we came out into a clearing, and directly ahead was a house. It was surrounded by a tal
hawthorn hedge so that judt its upper storey and the roof were visble. From the chimney rose a line of
white smoke. Straight up into the arr it went, undisturbed until, just above the trees, the wind chased it
away to the east.

The house and garden, | noticed then, were gtting in a hollow in the hilldde. 1t was just as if an
obliging giant had come dong and scooped away the ground with his hand.

| followed the Spook dong the hedge until we reached a metd gate. The gate was smdl, no tdler than



my wast, and it had been painted a bright green, a job that had been completed so recently that |
wondered if the paint had dried properly and whether the Spook would get it on his hand, which was
dready reaching towards the latch.

Suddenly something happened that made me catch my breath. Before the Spook touched the latch, it
lifted up on its own and the gate swung dowly open asif moved by an invisble hand.

‘Thank you,” | heard the Spook say.

The front door didn’t move by itsdf because firg it had to be unlocked with the large key that the
Spook pulled from his pocket. It looked Smilar to the one he'd used to unlock the door of the house in
Watery Lane.

‘Is thet the same key you used in Horshaw? | asked.

‘Aye, lad,” he said, glanding down a me as he pushed open the door. ‘My brother, the locksmith,
gave methis. It opens most locks as long as they're not too complicated. Comes in quite useful in our line
of work.’

The door yidded with aloud creak and a deep groan, and | followed the Spook into a smdl, gloomy
hdlway. There was a steep staircase to the right and a narrow flagged passage on the I€ft.

‘Leave everything at the foot of the sairs” said the Spook. ‘Come on, lad. Don’'t dawdle. There's no
timeto waste. | like my food piping hot!’

S0 leaving his bag and my bundle where he'd said, | followed him down the passage towards the
kitchen and the appetizing smd| of hot food.

When we got there | wasn't disgppointed. It reminded me of my mam'’s kitchen. Herbs were growing
in big pots on the wide window ledge and the setting sun was dappling the room with leaf-shadows. In
the far corner a huge fire was blazing, filling the room with warmth, and right at the centre of the flagged
floor was a large oaken table. On it were two enormous empty plates and, a its centre, five sarving
dishes piled high with food next to ajug filled to the brim with hot, sSleaming gravy.

‘St down and tuck in, lad,” invited the Spook, and | didn’'t need to be asked twice.

| helped mysdf to large dices of chicken and beef, hardly leaving enough room on my plate for the
mound of roasted potatoes and vegetables that followed. Andly | topped it off with a gravy so tasty that
only my mam could have done better.

| wondered where the cook was and how she'd known we' d be arriving just at that exact time to put
out the hot food ready on the table. | wasfull of questions but | was a0 tired, so | saved dl my energy
for eting. When I’ d findly swallowed my last mouthful, the Spook had aready cleared his own plate.

‘Enjoy that? he asked.
| nodded, dmost too ful to speak. | fet deepy.

‘After adiet of cheese, it's dways good to come home to a hot med,” he said. ‘We eat wel here. It
meakes up for the times when we' re working.”

| nodded again and started to yawn.



‘There s lots to do tomorrow so get yourself off to bed. Y oursis the room with the green door, a the
top of the fird flight of stairs’ the Spook told me. ‘Sleep well, but stay in your room and don't go
wandering about during the night. You'll hear a bell ring when breakfast’s ready. Go down as soon as
you hear it -when someone's cooked good food they may get angry if you let it go cold. But don’'t come
down too early either because that could be just as bad.’

| nodded, thanked him for the med and went down the passage towards the front of the house. The
Spook’s bag and my bundle had disappeared. Wondering who could have moved them, | dimbed the
darsto bed.

My new room turned out to be much larger than my bedroom a home, which a one time I’d had to
share with two of my brothers. This new room had space for a bed, a smdl table with a candle, a char
and a dresser, but there was dill lots of room to walk about in as well. And there, on top of the dresser,
my bundle of belongings was waiting.

Directly opposite the door was a large sash window, divided into eight panes of glass so thick and
uneven that | couldn’t see much but whorls and swirls of colour from outside. The window didn’t look as
if it had been opened for years. The bed was pushed right up dong the wdl beneath it, so | pulled off my
boots, knedled up on the quilt and tried to open the window. Although it was a bit Hiff, it proved easier
then it had looked. | used the sash cord to raise the bottom haf of the window in a series of jerks, just far
enough to pop My head out and have a better look around.

| could see awide lavn below me, divided into two by a path of white pebbles that disappeared into
the trees. Above the tree line to the right were the fels, the nearest one so close that | fdt | could dmost
reach out and touch it. | sucked in a deep breath of cool fresh ar and smdled the grass before pulling my
head back ingde and unwrapping my smal bundle of belongings. They fitted eedly into the dresser’s top
drawer. As | was dogng it, | suddenly noticed the writing on the far wal, in the shadows opposite the
foot of the bed.

It was covered in names, dl scrawled in black ink on the bare plaster. Some names were larger than
others, as if those who'd written them thought a lot of themsdves. Many had faded with time, and |
wondered if they were the names of other apprentices who'd dept in this very room. Should | add my
own name or wait until the end of the firs month, when | might be taken on permanently? | didn’'t have a
pen or ink so it was something to think about later, but | examined the wal more closdly, trying to decide
which was the most recent name.

| decided it was BILLY BRADLEY - that seemed the clearest and had been squeezed into a amdll
space as thewdl filled up. For afew moments | wondered what Billy was doing now, but | was tired and

ready for deep.

The sheets were dean and the bed inviting, sO wasting no more time | undressed, and the very
moment my head touched the pillow | fdl adeep.

When | next opened my eyes, the sun was streaming through the window. 1’d been dreaming and had
been woken suddenly by anoise. | thought it was probably the breakfast bell.

| fet worried then. Had it redlly been the bell downstairs summoning me to breskfast or a bel in my
dream? How could | be sure? What was | supposed to do? It seemed that I'd be in trouble with the
cook whether | went down early or late. So, deciding that | probably had heard the bell, | dressed and
went downgtairs right away.



On my way down | heard a clatter of pots and pans coming from the kitchen, but the moment | eased
open the door, everything became deethly dlent.

| made a mistake then. | should have gone draight back upstairs because it was obvious that the
breskfast wasn't ready. The plates had been cleared away from last night’s supper but the table was ill
bare and the fireplace was full of cold ashes. In fact the kitchen was chilly and, worse than that, it seemed
to be growing colder by the second.

My migtake was in taking a step towards the table. No sooner had | done that than | heard something
make a sound right behind me. It was an angry sound. There was no doubt about that. It was a definite
hiss of anger and it was very close to my left ear. So close that | fdt the breath of it.

The Spook had warned me not to come down early and | suddenly felt that | wasin red danger.

As soon as | had entertained that thought something hit me very hard on the back of the head; |
staggered towards the door, dmost losing my balance and fdling headlong.

| didn't need a second warning. | ran from the room and up the gtairs. Then, hdfway up, | froze.
There was someone sanding & the top. Someone tal and menacing, silhouetted againg the light from the
door of my room.

| halted, unsure which way to go until | was reassured by afamiliar voice. It was the Spook.

It was the fird time I’ d seen him without his long black cloak. He was wearing a black tunic and grey
breeches and | could see that, dthough he was atdl man with broad shoulders, the rest of his body was
thin, probably because some days dl he got was a nibble of cheese. He was like the very best fam
labourers when they get older. Some, of course, just get fatter, but the mgority - like the ones my dad
sometimes hires for the harvest now that most of my brothers have Ieft home - are thin, with tough, wiry
bodies. ‘ Thinner means fitter,” Dad aways says and now, looking at the Spook, | could see why he was
able to walk at such afurious pace and for so long without resting.

‘I warned you about going down early,” he said quietly. *No doubt you got your ears boxed. Let that
be alesson to you, lad. Next timeit might be far worse.’

‘I thought | heard the bdll,’ | said. ‘But it must have been abdl inmy dream.’

The Spook laughed softly. *That's one of the first and most important lessons that an apprentice has
to learn,” he sad; ‘the difference between waking and dreaming. Some never learn that.’

He shook his head, took a step towards me and patted me on the shoulder. ‘Come, I'll show you
round the garden. We ve got to start somewhere and it ll pass the time until breakfast’s ready’

When the Spook led me out, usng the back door of the house, | saw that the garden was very large,
much larger than it had looked from outside the hedge.

We walked east, squinting into the early morning sun, until we reached a wide lawn. The previous
evening I’d thought that the garden was completely surrounded by the hedge, but now | redized that |
was mistaken. There were gaps in it, and directly ahead was the wood. The path of white pebbles
divided the lawn and vanished into the trees.

‘There' s redly more than one garden,’” said the Spook. ‘Three, in fact, each reached by a path like
this WE Il look & the eastern garden fird. It’'s safe enough when the sun’s up, but never walk down this



path after dark. Well, not unless you have very good reason and certainly never when you're done.’

Nervoudy | followed the Spook towards the trees. The grass was longer at the edge of the lavn and
it was dotted with bluebdls. | like bluebdls because they flower in soring and dways remind me that the
long, hot days of summer are not too far away, but now | hardly gave them a second glance. The
maorning sun was hidden by the trees and the arr had suddenly got much cooler. It reminded me of my
vigt to the kitchen.

There was something strange and dangerous about this part of the wood, and it seemed to be getting
Seadily colder the further we advanced into the trees.

There were rooks nests high above us, and the birds harsh, angry cries made me shiver even more
than the cold. They were about as muscd as my dad, who used to start Snging as we got to the end of
the milking. If the milk ever went sour my mam used to blameit on him.

The Spook hdted and pointed to the ground about five paces ahead. ‘What's that? he asked, his
voice hardly more than a whisper.

The grass had been cleared and at the centre of the large paich of bare earth was a gravestone. It was
vertica but leening dightly to the left. On the ground before it, Sx feet of soil was edged with smdler
stones, which was unusud. But there was something else even more drange: across the top of the patch
of earth, and fastened to the outer stones by bolts, lay thirteen thick iron bars.

| counted them twice just to be sure.
‘Well, come on, lad -l asked you a question. What isit?

My mouth was so dry | could hardly speak but | managed to sammer out three words. ‘It's a grave

‘Good lad. Got it firg time. Notice anything unusud? he asked.
| couldn’t speak at dl by then. So | just nodded.

He smiled and patted me on the shoulder. ‘ There’ s nothing to be afraid of. It's just a dead witch and a
pretty feeble one at that. They buried her on unhalowed ground outside a churchyard not too many miles
from here. But she kept scratching her way to the surface. | gave her a good talking to but she wouldn't
ligen, so | had her brought here. It makes people fed better. That way they can get on with ther livesin
peace. They don't want to think about thingslike this. That's our job.’

| nodded again and suddenly redlized that | was't breething, so | sucked in a deep lungful of air. My
heart was hammering away in my chest, threatening to break out any minute, and | was trembling from
head to foot.

‘No, she's little trouble now,” the Spook continued. ‘ Sometimes, a the ful moon, you can hear her
dirring, but she lacks the strength to get to the surface and the iron bars would stop her anyway. But
there are worse things further off there in the trees,” he said, gesturing east with his bony finger. * About
another twenty paces would bring you to the spot.’

Worse? What could be worse? | wondered, but | knew he was going to tdl me anyway.

‘There are two other witches. One's dead and on€'s dive. The dead on€'s buried verticdly, head



down, but even then, once or twice each year we have to sraighten out the bars over her grave. Just
keep wdl away after dark.’

‘Why bury her head down? | asked.

‘That's agood question, lad,” the Spook said. ‘Y ou see, the spirit of a dead witch is usudly what we
cdl "bone-bound”. They're trapped indde their bones and some don’t even know they’re dead. We try
them firg head up and that's enough for most. All witches are different but some are redly stubborn. Still
bound to her bones, awitch like that tries hard to get back into the world. It's as if they want to be born
agan, so we have to make things difficult for them and bury them the other way up. Coming out feet first
i't easy. Human babies sometimes have the same trouble. But she' s ill dangerous, so keep wel away.

‘Make sure you keep clear of the live one. She' d be more dangerous dead than dive because a witch
that powerful would have no trouble at dl getting back into the world. That's why we keep her in a pit.
Her name' s Mother Makin and she talks to hersdf. Well, it's more of a whisper redly. She's just about
asevil asyou can get, but she's been in her pit for along time and most of her power’s bled away into
the earth. She'd love to get her hands on a lad like you. So stay wel away. Promise me now that you
won't go near. Let me hear you say it...

‘| promise not to go near,’ | whispered, feding uneasy about the whole thing. It seemed a terrible,
crud thing to keep any living creature - even awitch -in the ground, and | couldn’t imagine my mam liking
the idea much.

‘That's a good lad. We don’'t want any more accidents like the one this morning. There are worse
things than getting your ears boxed. Far worse.’

| bedieved him, but | didn’t want to hear about it. Still, he had other things to show me so0 | was spared
more of his scary words. He led me out of the wood and strode towards another lawn.

‘This is the southern garden,’” the Spook said. ‘Don’'t come here after dark ether.” The sun was
quickly hidden by dense branches and the ar grew steedily cooler so | knew we were gpproaching
something bad. He hdted about ten paces short of a large stone which lay flat on the ground, close to the
roots of an oak tree. It covered an area a bit larger than a grave, and judging by the part that was above
ground, the stone was very thick too.

‘What do you think’s buried under there? the Spook asked.

| tried to appear confident. ‘ Another witch? *No,” said the Spook. ‘You don't need as much stone
asthat for awitch. Iron usudly does the trick. But the thing under there could dip through iron bars in the
twinkling of an eye. Look closdy at the stone. Can you see what's carved on it?



Gregery

| nodded. | recognized the letter but | didn’t know whet it meant.

‘That's the Greek letter beta,” sad the Spook. ‘It's the 9gn we use for a boggart. The diagond line
means it's been atificidly bound under that stone and the name underneeth tdls you who did it. Bottom
right is the Roman numerd for one. That means it's a boggart of the first rank and very dangerous. As |
mentioned, we use grades from one to ten. Remember that - one day it might save your life A grade ten
isso weak that mogt folk wouldn't even notice it was there. A grade one could eeslly kill you. Cost me a
fortune to have that stone brought here but it was worth every penny. That's a bound boggart now. It's
atifigdly bound and it'll stay there until Gabriel blows his horn.

‘Theré's alot you need to learn about boggarts, lad, and I'm going to start your training right after
breakfast, but there is one important difference between those that are bound and those thet are free. A
free boggart can often travel miles from its home and, if it's so indined, do endless mischief. If a
boggart’ s particularly troublesome and won't ligen to reason, then it's our job to bind it. Do it wel and
it swhat we cal atificdly bound. Thenit can’'t move at dl. Of course, it'sfar eeser said than done’’

The Spook frowned suddenly, as if he'd remembered something unpleasant. *One of my apprentices
got into serious trouble trying to bind a boggart, he said, shaking his head sadly, ‘but as it's only your
fird day, we won't talk about that yet.’

Just then, from the direction of the house, the sound of a bdl could be heard in the distance. The
Spook amiled. * Are we awake or are we dreaming? he asked.

‘Awake.’
‘Areyou sure?
| nodded.

‘Inthat case let’'sgo and eat,” he sad. ‘I'll show you the other garden when our belies are full.



Chapter Six

A Girl With Pointy Shoes

The kitchen had changed since my lagt vist. A amdl fire had been made up in the grate and two plates
of bacon and eggs were on the table. There was a freshly baked loaf too and alarge pat of butter.

‘Tuck in, lad, before it gets cold,” invited the Spook.

| set to immediatdy and it didn’'t take us long to finish off both plaiefuls and eat hdf the loaf as well.
Then the Spook leaned back in his chair, tugged at his beard and asked me an important question.

‘Don’t you think,” he asked, his eyes saring sraight into mine, ‘that was the best plate of bacon and
€gos you' ve ever tasted?

| didn’'t agree. The breakfast had been wel cooked.

It was good, dl right, better than cheese, but I'd tasted better. I'd tasted better every sngle morming
when I'd lived a home. My mam was a far better cook, but somehow | didn’t think that was the answer
the Spook was looking for. So | told alittle white lie, the kind of untruth that doesn’t redly do any harm
and tends to make people happier for hearing it.

‘Yes' | sad, ‘it was the very best bregkfast thet I’ ve ever tasted. And I’'m sorry for coming down too
early and | promise thet it won't happen again.’

At that, the Spook grinned so much that | thought his face was going to split in two; then he clapped
me on the back and led me out into the garden again.

It was only when we were outside thet the grin findly faded. ‘Wl done, lad, he said. ‘There are two
things that respond well to flattery. The fird’s a woman and the second’s a boggart. Gets them every
time’

W, | hadn't seen any dgn of a woman in the kitchen o it confirmed what I'd suspected - that a
boggart cooked our meds. It was a surprise, to say the least. Everyone thought that a spook was a
boggart-dayer, or that he fixed them so they couldn’t get up to any mischief. Who would have credited



that he had one cooking and deaning for him?

‘Thisisthe western garden,” the Spook told me, as we waked dong the third path, the white pebbles
crunching under our feet. ‘It's a safe place to be whether it's day or night. | often come here mysdf when
I’ve got a problem that needs thinking through.’

We passed through another gap in the hedge and were soon waking through the trees. | fdt the
difference right away. The birds were Snging and the trees were swaying dightly in the morning breeze. It
was a happier place.

We kept walking until we came out of the trees onto a hillsde with aview of the fdls to our right. The
sky was S0 clear that | could see the dry-stone walls that divided the lower dopes into fidds and marked
out each farmer’ s territory. In fact the view extended right to the summits of the nearest fell.

The Spook gestured towards a wooden bench to our |eft. ‘ Take a pew, lad,” heinvited.

| did as | was told and sat down. For a few moments the Spook stared down a me, his green eyes
locked upon mine. Then he began to pace up and down in front of the bench without spesking. He was
no longer looking a me, but stared into space with a vacant expression in his eyes. He thrust back his
long black cloak and put his hands in his breeches pockets then, very suddenly, he sat down beside me
and asked questions.

“How many different types of boggart do you think there are?

| hadn’t aclue. ‘I know two types dready,’ | said, ‘the free and the bound, but | couldn’t even begin
to guess about the others.’

‘That’s good twice over, lad. Y ou' ve remembered what | taught you and you' ve shown yoursdf to be
someone who doesn’t make wild guesses. Y ou see, there are as many different types of boggart as there
are types of people and each one has a persondity of its own. Having said thet, though, there are some
types tha can be recognized and given a name. Sometimes on account of the shape they take and
sometimes because of their behaviour and the tricks they get up to.’

He reached into his right pocket and pulled out a smdl book bound with black leather. Then he
handed it to me. ‘Here, thisisyours now, he said. ‘ Take care of it, and whatever you do, don't loseiit.

The andl| of lesther was very strong and the book appeared to be brand new. It was a bit of a
disgppointment to open it and find it full of blank pages. | suppose I’ d expected it to be full of the secrets
of the Spook’s trade - but no, it seemed that | was expected to write them down, because next the
Spook pulled a pen and asmdl bottle of ink from his pocket.

‘Prepare to take notes,’ he said, sanding up and beginning to pace back and forth in front of the
bench again. * And be careful not to Faill the ink, lad. It doesn't dribble from a cow’s udder.’

I managed to uncork the bottle, then, very carefully, | dipped the nib of the pen into it and opened the
notebook at the firg page.

The Spook had dready begun the lesson and he was taking very fast.

‘Frdly, there are hairy boggarts which take the shape of animas. Mot are dogs but there are dmost
as many cats and the odd goat or two. But don't forget to indude horses as wel - they can be very
tricky. And whatever their shape, hairy boggarts can be divided up into those which are hodtile, friendly



or somewhere between.

‘Then there are hal-knockers, which sometimes develop into stone-chuckers, which can get very
angry when provoked. One of the nadtiest types of dl is the cattle-ripper because it's just as partid to
humen blood. But don’t run away with the idea that we spooks just ded with boggarts, because the
unquiet dead are never vary far away. Then, to make things worse, witches are a red problem in the
County. We don't have any loca witches to worry about now, but to the east, near Pendle Hill, they're a
rel menace. And remember, not dl witches are the same. They fdl into four rough categories - the
maevolent, the benign, the fasdly accused and the unaware.”

By now, as you might have guessed, | was in red trouble. To begin with, he was taking so fast |
hadn’t managed to write down a sngle word. Secondly, | didn't even know dl the big words he was
usng. However, just then he paused. | think he must have noticed the dazed expression on my face.

‘What's the problem, lad? he asked. ‘Come on, spit it out. Don't be afraid to ask questions.”

‘I didn't understand dl that you said about witches,’ | said. ‘1 don't know what "mdevolent” means.
Or "benign” ether.’

‘Mdevolent means evil,” he explained. ‘Benign means good. And an unaware witch means a witch
who doesn't know she's awitch, and because she's a woman that makes her double trouble. Never trust
awoman,” said the Spook.

‘My mother'sawoman,’ | said, suddenly feding alittle angry, ‘and | trust her.’

‘“Mothers usudly are women,” said the Spook. ‘And mothers are usudly quite trustworthy, as long as
you're ther son. Otherwise look out! | had a mother once and | trusted her, so | remember the feding
wdl. Do you like girls? he asked suddenly.

‘I don't redlly know any girls’ | admitted. ‘| don't have any Sgters’

‘Wdl, in that case you could fdl easy vidim to ther tricks. So watch out for the village girls
Espedidly any who wear pointy shoes. Jot that down. It's as good a place to start as any.’

| wondered what was o terrible about wearing pointy shoes. | knew my mam wouldn't be happy
with what the Spook had just said. She bdieved you should take people as you find them, not just
depend on someone ese's opinion. Still, what choice did | have? So at the top of the very firg page |
wrote down ‘Village Girls with Pointy Shoes'.

He watched me write, then asked for the book and pen. ‘Look,” he said, ‘you're going to have to
take notes fagter than that. There's alot to learn and you'll have filled a dozen notebooks before long,
but for now three or four headings will be enough to get you started.’

He then wrote ‘Hairy Boggarts & the top of page two. Then ‘Hall-Knockers at the top of page
three; then, findly, *Witches at the top of page four.

‘There’ hesad. ‘That's got you started. Just write anything you learn today under one of those four
headings. But now for something more urgent. We need provisons. So go down to the village or well go
hungry tomorrow. Even the best cook can’t cook without provisions. Remember that everything goes
ingde my sack. The butcher hasiit, so go there first. Just ask for Mr Gregory’s order.’

He gave me asmdl slver coin, warning me not to lose my change, then sent me off down the hill on



the quickest route to the village.

Soon | was waking through trees again, until at last | reached a dile that brought me onto a steep,
narrow lane. A hundred or so paces further, | turned a corner and the grey dates of Chipenden's
rooftops came into view.

The village was larger than I'd expected. There were at least a hundred cottages, then a pub, a
schoolhouse and a big church with a bell tower. There was no Sgn of a market square, but the cobbled
man street, which doped quite steeply, was full of women with loaded baskets scurrying in and out of
shops. Horses and carts were waiting on both sides of the street so it was clear that the locd farmers
wives came here to shop and, no doubt, also folk from hamlets nearby.

| found the butcher’ s shop without any trouble and joined a queue of boisterous women, dl cdling out
to the butcher, a cheerful, big, red-faced man with a ginger beard. He seemed to know every sngle one
of them by name and they kept laughing loudly a his jokes, which came thick and fast. | didn't
understand most of them but the women certainly did and they redly seemed to be enjoying themsdlves.

Nobody paid me much attention, but at last | reached the counter and it was my turn to be served.
‘I've cdled for Mr Gregory’s order,’ | told the butcher.

As soon as I'd spoken, the shop became quiet and the laughter stopped. The butcher reached behind
the counter and pulled out alarge sack. | could hear people whispering behind me, but even draining my
ears, | couldn't quite catch what they were saying. When | glanced behind, they were looking
everywhere but a me. Some were even saring down at the floor.

| gave the butcher the slver coin, checked my change carefully, thanked him and carried the sack out
aof the shop, swinging it up onto my shoulder when | reached the street. The vist to the greengrocer’s
took no time at dl. The provisions there were aready wrapped so | put the parcel in the sack, which was
now darting to fed a bit heavy.

Until then everything had gone wdl, but as | went into the baker’s, | saw the gang of lads.

There were saven or eight of them gtting on a garden wal. Nothing odd about that, except for the fact
that they weren’t speeking to each other - they were dl busy saring a me with hungry faces, like a pack
of wolves, waiching every step | took as | approached the baker’s.

When | came out of the shop they were il there and now, as | began to dimb the hill, they started to
fdlow me. Wdl, dthough it was too much of a coincidence to think that they’d just decided to go up the
same hill, I wasn't that worried. Six brothers had given me plenty of practice at fighting.

| heard the sound of their boots getting closer and closer. They were catching up with me pretty
quickly but maybe that was because | was waking dower and dower. You see, | didn't want them to
think | was scared, and in any case, the sack was heavy and the hill | was dimbing was very steep.

They caught up with me about a dozen paces before the dile, just at the point where the lane divided
asmdl wood, the trees crowding in on ether Sde to shut out the morning sun.

‘Open the sack and let’s see what we've got,” said a voice behind me.

It was aloud, degp voice accustomed to tdling people what to do. There was a hard edge of danger
thet told me its owner liked to cause pain and was aways looking out for his next victim.



| turned to face him but gripped the sack even tighter, keeping it firmly on my shoulder. The one
who'd spoken was the leader of the gang. There was no doubt about that. The rest of them had thin,
pinched faces, asif they werein need of a good med, but he looked asif he'd been edting for dl of them.
He was at least a head tdler than me, with broad shoulders and a neck like a bull’s. His face was broad
too, with red cheeks, but his eyes were very amdl and he didn't seem to blink at dl.

| suppose if he hadn’'t been there and hadn't tried to bully me, | might have relented. After dl, some of
the boys looked hdf starved and there were a lot of apples and cakes in the sack. On the other hand,
they weren’'t mine to give away.

‘Thisdoesn't belong to me;” | said. ‘It belongs to Mr Gregory.’

‘Hislast apprentice didn't let that bother him,” said the leader, moving hisbig face closer to mine. ‘He
used to open the sack for us. If you've any sense you'll do the same. If you won't do it the easy way
then it'll have to be the hard way. But you won't like that very much and it'll dl come down to the same
thing in the end.’

The gang began to movein closer and | could fed someone behind me tugging at the sack. Even then,
| wouldn't let go and | stared back into the piggy eyes of the leader, trying hard not to blink.

At that moment something happened that took us dl by surprise. There was a movement in the trees
somewhere to my right and we dl turned towardsiit.

There was a dark shape in the shadows, and as my eyes adjusted to the gloom, | saw thet it was a
girl. She was moving dowly towards us, but her approach was so slent that you could have heard a pin
drop and so smooth that she seemed to be floaing rather than waking. Then she stopped just on the
edge of the tree shadows, asif she didn’'t want to step into the sunlight.

‘Why don’'t you leave im be? she demanded. It seemed like a question but the tone in her voice told
meit was a command.

‘What's it to you? asked the leader of the gang, jutting his chin forwards and bunching hisfigts.

‘Ain't me you need to worry about,” she answered from the shadows. ‘Lizzi€ s back, and if you don't
dowhat | say, it'sher you'll answer to.’

‘Lizzie? asked the lad, taking a step backwards.
‘Bony Lizzie She'smy aunt. Don't tdl meyou ain't heard of her...’

Have you ever fdt time dow so much that it dmost appears to stop? Ever ligened to a clock when
the next tick seems to take for ever to follow the last tock? Well, it was jugt like that urtil, very suddenly,
the gill hissed loudly through her clenched teeth. Then she spoke again.

‘Go on,” she said. ‘Be off with you! Be gone, be quick or be dead!’

The effect on the gang was immediate. | glimpsed the expression on some of their faces and saw that
they weren't just afraid. They were terified and close to panic. Ther leader turned on his heds and
immediatdly fled down the hill with the others close behind him.

| didn’'t know why they were s0 scared but | fdt like running too. The girl was staring a me with wide
eyes and | didn't fed able to control my limbs properly. | fdt like a mouse pardysed by the stare of a



stoat about to pounce at any moment.

| forced my left foot to move and dowly turned my body towards the trees to follow the direction my
nose was pointing, but | was 4ill gripping the Spook’s sack. Whoever she was, | Hill wasn't going to
giveit up.

‘Ain't you going to run as wdl? she asked me.

| shook my head but my mouth was very dry and | couldn’t trust mysdf to try and speak. | knew the
words would come out wrong.

She was probably about my own age - if anything dightly younger. Her face was nice enough, for she
hed large brown eyes, high cheekbones and long black hair. She wore a black dress tied tightly at the
wag with a piece of white sring. But as | took dl thisin, | suddenly noticed something that troubled me.

The girl was wearing pointy shoes, and immediatdy | remembered the Spook’s warning. But | stood
my ground, determined not to run like the others.

‘Ain't you going to thank me? she asked. ‘Be nice to get some thanks.’
‘Thanks,’ | sad lamdly, just managing to get the word out firg time.

‘W, that's a start,” she said. ‘But to thank me properly, you need to give me something, don't you?
A cake and an apple will do for now. It an't much to ask. There's plenty in the sack and OId Gregory
won't natice, and if he does, he won't say anything.’

| was shocked to hear her cdl the Spook ‘Old Gregory’. | knew he wouldn't like being cdled that
and it told me two things. Firgly, the girfl had little respect for him, and secondly, she wasn't the least bit
afrad of him. Back where | came from, most people shivered even at the thought that the Spook might
be in the neighbourhood.

‘I'msorry.” | said, ‘but | can't do that. They're not mineto give’

She glared a me hard then and didn’t speak for along time. | thought a one point that she was going
to hiss a me through her teeth. | stared back & her, trying not to blink, until a last a faint samile lit up her
face and she spoke again.

‘Then I'll have to sttle for a promise’

‘A promise? | asked, wondering what she meant.

‘A promise to hdp me just as | helped you. | don’'t need any help right now, but perhaps one day |
might.

‘Thet'sfine’ | told her. *If you ever need any help in the future then just ask.’

‘What's your name? she asked, giving me aredly broad smile

‘Tom Ward.’

‘Wdl, my name's Alice and | live yonder,” she said, pointing back through the trees. ‘I'm Bony
Lizzi€ sfavourite niece’



Bony Lizzie was a strange name but it would have been rude to mention it. Whoever she was, her
name had been enough to scare the village lads.

That was the end of our conversation. We both turned then to go our separate ways, but as we
waked away, Alice cdled over her shoulder, ‘Take care now. You don't want to end up like Old
Gregory's last apprentice.’

‘What happened to him? | asked.

‘Better ask Old Gregory!” she shouted, as she disappeared back into the trees.

When | got back, the Spook checked the contents of the sack carefully, ticking things off from a ligt.
‘Did you have any trouble down in the village? he asked, when he' d findly finished.
‘Some lads followed me up the hill and asked me to open the sack but | told them no,’ | said.

‘That was very brave of you,” said the Spook. ‘Next timeit won't do any harm to let them have a few
apples and cakes. Lifeé's hard enough as it is, but some of them come from very poor families | dways
order extrain case they ask for some.

| fdt annoyed then. If only he’' d told me that in advance! ‘I didn't like to do it without asking you first,
| sad.

The Spook raised his eyebrows. *Did you want to give them a few apples and cakes?

‘I don't like being bullied,” | said, ‘but some of them did look redly hungry.’

‘Then next time trugt your indincts and use your initiative, said the Spook. ‘Trust the voice indde you.
It srardly wrong. A spook depends alat on that because it can sometimes mean the difference between

life and death. So that’s another thing we need to find out about you. Whether or not your ingincts can
berdied on’

He paused, garing a me hard, his green eyes searching my face. ‘Any trouble with girls? he asked
suddenly.

It was because | was dill annoyed thet | didn't give a Sraight answer to his question.
‘No trouble a dl,’ | answered.

It wasn't alie because Alice had helped me, which was the opposite of trouble. Sill, | knew he redly
meant had | met any girlsand | knew | should have told him about her. Especidly with her wearing pointy
shoes.

I made lots of mistakes as an apprentice and that was my second serious one - not tdling the Spook
the whole truth.

The firgt, even more serious one was making the promise to Alice



Chapter Seven

SomeoneHas To Do It

After that my life settled into a busy routine. The Spook taught me fast and made me write until my
wrigt ached and my eyes sung.

One afternoon he took me to the far end of the village, beyond the last stone cottage to a smdl circle
of willow trees, which are caled ‘withy trees in the County. It was a gloomy spot and there, hanging
from a branch, was arope. | looked up and saw a big brass bell.

“When somebody needs hep,” said the Spook, ‘they don’'t come up to the house. Nobody comes
unless they're invited. I'm drict about that. They come down here and ring that bell. Then we go to
them.

The trouble was that even after weeks had gone by, nobody came to ring the bell, and | only ever got
to go further than the western garden when it was time to fetch the weekly provisons from the village. |
was londy too, missing my family, so it was a good job the Spook kept me busy - that meant | didn't
have time to dwell on it. | dways went to bed tired and fdl adeep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

The lessons were the mogt interesting part of each day but | didn’'t learn much about ghasts, ghosts
and witches. The Spook had told me that the main topic in an apprentice’s fird year was boggarts,
together with such subjects as botany, which meant learning dl about plants, some of which were redly
useful as medicines or could be eaten if you had no other food. But my lessons weren't just writing.
Some of the work was just as hard and physicd as anything I d done back home on our farm.

It started on a warm, sunny morning, when the Spook told me to put away my notebook and led the
way towards his southern garden. He gave me two things to carry: a spade and along measuring rod.

‘Free boggarts travel down leys’ he explained. ‘But sometimes something goes wrong. It can be the
result of astorm or maybe even an earthquake. In the County there hasn't been a serious earthquake in
living memory but that doesn’'t matter, because leys are dl interconnected and something happening to
one, even a thousand miles away, can disturb dl the others. Then boggarts get stuck in the same place for
years and we cdl them "naturdly bound". Often they can’t move more than a few dozen paces in ay
direction and they cause little trouble. Not unless you happen to get too close to one. Sometimes, though,



they can be stuck in awkward places, close to a house or even indgde one. Then you might need to move
the boggart from there and atificdly bind it e seswhere.’

‘What'saley? | asked.

“Not everybody agrees, lad,” he told me. ‘Some think they’re just ancient paths that crisscross the
land, the paths our forefathers walked in ancient times when men were real men and darkness knew its
place. Hedlth was better, lives were longer and everyone was happy and content.’

‘What happened?

‘lce moved down from the north and the earth grew cold for thousands of years’ the Spook
explaned. ‘It was 0 difficult to survive that men forgot everything they’d learned. The old knowledge
was unimportant. Keegping warm and eating was dl that mattered. When the ice findly pulled back, the
aurvivors were hunters dressed in animd skins. They'd forgotten how to grow crops and husband
animds. Darkness was dl-powerful.

‘Wdl, it's better now, dthough we ill have along way to go. All that's left of those times are the
leys but the truth is they’re more than just paths. Leys are redly lines of power far benesth the earth.
Secret invigble roads that free boggarts can use to trave at great speed. It's these free boggarts that
cause the mogt trouble. When they set up homein a new location, often they’re not welcome. Not being
welcome makes them angry. They play tricks - sometimes dangerous tricks - and that means work for
us Then they need to be atifiddly bound in a pit. Just like the one that you're going to dig now . . .

‘Thisis a good place, he said, pointing a the ground near a big, ancient oak tree. ‘I think there
should be enough space between the roots.’

The Spook gave me a measuring rod o that | could make the pit exactly Sx feet long, 9x feet deep
and three feet wide. Even in the shade it was too warm to be digging and it took me hours and hours to
et it right because the Spook was a perfectionist.

After digging the pit, | had to prepare a smdly mixture of sdt, iron filings and a specid sort of glue
made from bones.

‘St can burn a boggart,’” said the Spook. ‘Iron, on the other hand, earths things just as lightning finds
itsway to earth and losesiits power, iron can sometimes bleed away the srength and substance of things
that haunt the dark. It can end the mischief of troublesome boggarts. Used together, sdt and iron form a
barrier that a boggart can't cross. In fact sdt and iron can be useful in lots of Stuations’

After girring the mixture up in abig metd bucket, | used a big brush to line the ingde of the pit. It was
like painting but harder work, and the coating had to be perfect in order to stop even the craftiest boggart

from escaping.

‘Do athorough job, lad,” the Spook told me. *A boggart can escape through a hole no bigger than a
pinhead.’

Of course, as soon as the pit was completed to the Spook’s satisfaction, | had to fill it in and begin
agan. He had me digging two practice pits a week, which was hard, sweaty work and took up a lot of
my time. It was a bit scary too because | was working near pits that contained red boggarts, and even in
daylight it was a creepy place. | noticed that the Spook never went too far away though, and he dways
seemed watchful and dert, tdling me you could never take chances with boggarts even when they were
bound.



The Spook aso told me that I'd need to know every inch of the County - dl its towns and villages
and the quickest route between any two points. The trouble was that dthough the Spook said he had lots
of maps updarsin hislibrary, it seemed | dways had to do things the hard way, so he started me off by
meking me draw a map of my own.

At its centre was his house and gardens and it had to indude the village and the nearest of the fdls
The idea was that it would gradudly get bigger to include more and more of the surrounding countryside.
But drawing wasn't my strong point, and as | said, the Spook was a perfectionist so the map took a long
time to grow. It was only then that he started to show me his own maps, but he made me spend more
time carefully folding them up afterwards than actualy sudying them.

| dso began to keep a diary. The Spook gave me another notebook for this tdling me for the
umpteenth time that 1 needed to record the past so that | could learn from it. | didn’t writeinit every day,
though; sometimes | was too tired and sometimes my wrist was aching too much from scribbling at speed
inmy other notebook, whiletrying to keep up with what the Spook said.

Then, one morning at breakfast, when I’d been saying with the Spook for just one month, he asked,
‘What do you think so far, lad?

| wondered if he were talking about the breakfast. Perhaps there'd be a second course to make up
for the bacon, which had been a bit burnt that morning. So | just shrugged. | didn't want to offend the
boggart, which was probably ligening.

‘W, it sahard job and | wouldn't blame you for deciding to giveit up now,” he said. ‘After the firg
month’s passed, | dways give each new gpprentice the chance to go home and think very carefully about
whether he wants to carry on or not. Would you like to do the same?

| did my best not to seem too eager but | couldn’t keep the amile off my face. The trouble was, the
more | amiled the more miserable the Spook looked. | got the feding that he wanted me to stay but |
couldn’'t wait to be off. The thought of seeing my family again and getting to taste Mam'’ s cooking seemed
like a dream.

| left for home within the hour. “Y ou're a brave lad and your wits are sharp,” he said to me a the gate.
“You've passed your month's trid so you can tdl your dad thet, if you want to carry on, I'll be vigting
himin the autumn to collect my ten guineas. Y ou' ve the makings of a good apprentice, but it's up to you,
lad. If you don’t come back, then I'll know you've decided againg it. Otherwise I'll expect you back
within the week. Then I'll give you five years training thet'll make you amog as good & the job as |
am.

| set off for home with alight heart. You see, | didn't want to tdl the Spook, but the moment he'd
given me the chance to go home and maybe never come back, 1’d dready made up my mind to do just
that. It was aterrible job. From what the Spook had told me, apart from the londiness, it was dangerous
and terrifying. Nobody redly cared whether you lived or died. They just wanted you to get rid of
whatever was plaguing them but didn’t think for a second about what it might cost you.

The Spook had described how he' d once been hdf killed by a boggart. It had changed, in the blink of
an eye, from a hal-knocker to a stone-chucker and had nearly brained him with a rock as hig as a
blacksmith's fig. He said that he hadn’t even been paid yet but expected to get the money next spring.
Wi, next soring was along time off, so what good was that? As | set off for home, it seemed to me that
I’d be better off working on the farm.



The trouble was, it was nearly two days journey and waking gave me a lot of time to think. |
remembered how bored I'd sometimes been on the farm. Could | redly put up with working there for the
rest of my life? Next | started to think about what Mam would say. She' d been redly set on me being the
Spook’ s apprentice and if | stopped I'd redly let her down. So the hardest part would be tdling her and
watching her reaction.

By nightfal on the firg day of my journey home, I'd finished dl the cheese the Spook had given me
for the trip. So the next day | only stopped once, to bathe my feet in a stream, reaching home just before
the evening milking.

As| opened the gate to the yard, Dad was heading for the cow shed. When he saw me, hisface lit up
with abroad amile. | offered to hep with the milking so we could talk but he told me to go in right away
and speak to my mam.

‘She’s missed you, lad. You'll be adght for sore eyes’

Patting me on the back, he went off to do his milking, but before I'd taken hdf a dozen paces Jack
came out of the barn and made dtraight for me.

‘What brings you back so soon? he asked. He seemed a little bit cool. Well, to be honest, he was
more cold than cool. His face was sort of twisted up, as if he were trying to scowl and grin a the same
time

‘“The Spook’ s sent me home for afew days. I’ ve to make up my mind whether to carry on or not.’
‘So what will you do?

‘I'm going to talk to Mam about it.’

“No doubt you'll get your own way as usud,” Jack said.

By now Jack was definitdly scowling and it made me fed that something had happened while I’d been
away. Why dse was he suddenly so unfriendly? Was it because he didn’t want me coming home?

‘And | can’t believe you took Dad’ s tinderbox,” he said.
‘He gaveto me’ | sad. ‘He wanted meto haveit’

‘He offered it, but that didn't mean you had to take it. The trouble with you is that you only think
about yoursdf. Think of poor Dad. He loved that tinderbox.’

| didn’'t say anything because | didn't want to get into an argument. | knew he was wrong. Dad had
wanted me to have the tinderbox, | was sure of it.

‘While I’'m back, I'll be ableto hdp out,’ | said, trying to change the subject.

‘If you redlly want to earn your keep, then feed the pigd’ he cdled, as he turned to walk away. It was
ajob neither of usliked much. They were big, hary, smdly pigs and dways so hungry that it was never
sdfe to turn your back on them.

Despite what Jack had said, | was il glad to be home. As | crossed the yard | glanced up a the



house. Mam’s dimbing roses covered most of thewadl at the back, and dways did wel even though they
faced north. Now they were just shooting, but by mid-June they’ d be covered in red blossoms.

The back door was aways jamming because the house had once been struck by lightning. The door
hed caught fire and had been replaced, but the frame was 4ill dightly warped, so | had to push hard to
forceit open. It was worth it because the firg thing | saw was Mam'’ s amiling face.

She was stting in her old rocking chair in the far corner of the kitchen, a place where the setting sun
couldn’t reach. If the light was too bright, it hurt her eyes. Mam preferred winter to summer and night to

day.

She was glad to see me dl right, and at firg | tried to delay tdling her I'd come home to stay. | put on
abrave face and pretended to be happy but she saw right through me. | could never hide anything from
her.

‘What' s wrong? she asked.
| shrugged and tried to amile, probably doing even worse than my brother at disguisng my fedings
‘Speak up,” she said. ‘There' s no point in kegping it bottled up.’

| didn’'t answer for along time because | was trying to find a way to put it into words. The rhythm of
Mam's rocking chair gradudly dowed, until a last it came to a complete hdt. That was dways a bad
sgn.

‘I've passed my month'strid and Mr Gregory says it's up to me whether | carry on or not. But I'm
londy, Mam,” | confessed at last. “It's just as bad as | expected. I've got no friends. Nobody of my own
ageto tak to. | fed so done - I'd like to come back and work here’

| could have said more and told her how happy we used to be on the farm when dl my brothers were
living a home. | didn't -1 knew that she missed them too. | thought she'd be sympeathetic because of that
but | was wrong.

There was a long pause before Mam spoke and | could hear Hllie swesping up in the next room,
snging Softly to hersdf as she worked.

‘Londy? Mam asked, her voice full of anger rather than sympathy. ‘How can you be londy? You've
got yoursdlf, haven't you? If you ever lose yoursdf, then you'll redly be londy. In the meantime, stop
complaining. You're nearly a man now and a man has to work. Ever snce the world began, men have
been doing jobs they didn't like. Why should it be any different for you? You're the seventh son of a
seventh son, and thisis the job you were born to do.’

‘But Mr Gregory’s trained other apprentices,’ | blurted out. ‘ One of them could come back and look
after the County. Why does it have to be me?

‘He's trained many, but precious few completed ther time] Mam said, ‘and those that did aren't a
patch on him. They're flawved or weak or cowardly. They wak a twised path, taking money for
accomplishing little. So there's only you left now, son. You're the last chance. The last hope. Someone
has to do it. Someone has to stand againg the dark. And you' re the only one who can.’

The chair began to rock again, dowly picking up speed.



‘Wdl, I'm glad that’ s settled. Do you want to wait for supper or shdl | put you some out as soon as
it sready? Mam asked.

‘I’ve had nothing to eat dl day, Mam. Not even breskfast.’
‘Wl, it's rabbit stew. That ought to cheer you up a bit.’

| sat at the kitchen table feding as low and sad as | could ever remember while Mam bustled about
the stove. The rabbit sew smdled delicious and my mouth began to water. Nobody was a better cook
than my mam and it was worth coming home, even for just asngle medl.

With a smile, Mam carried across a big seaming plate of stew and set it down before me. “I'll go and
make up your room,” she said. ‘Now you're here, you might as wel stay a couple of days.’

I mumbled my thanks and wasted no time in garting. As soon as Mam went upstairs, Hllie came into
the kitchen.

“‘Nice to see you back, Tom,” she said with a amile. Then she looked down a my generous plate of
food. ‘“Would you like some bread with that?

‘Yes, please’ | sad, and Hllie buttered me three thick dices before stting a the table opposite me. |
finished it dl without once coming up for air, findly wiping my plate clean with the lagt big dice of freshly
baked bread.

‘Fed better now?

| nodded and tried to amile but | knew it hadn’'t worked properly because Hllie suddenly looked
worried. ‘1 couldn’'t help overhearing what you told your mam,” she said. ‘I'm sure it's not as bad as dl
that. It's just because the job's dl new and strange. You'll soon get used to the work. Anyway, you
don't have to go back right away. After a few days & home you'll fed better. And you'll dways be
welcome here, even when the faam belongs to Jack.’

‘I don't think Jack’s that pleased to see me’

‘Why, what makes you say that? Hllie asked.

‘He just didn't seem that friendly, that’s dl. | don’t think he wants me here’
‘Don’t you worry about your big mean brother. | can sort im out essly enough.’

| smiled properly then because it was true. As my mam once said, Hlie could twist Jack round her
little finger.

‘What's manly bothering him is this’ Hllie said, smoothing her hand down across her bely. ‘My
mother's Sster died in childbirth and our family il talk of it to this day. 1t's made Jack nervous, but I'm
not bothered at dl because | couldn’'t bein a better place, with your mam to look after me.” She paused.
‘But there is something else. Y our new job worries him.!

‘He seemed happy enough about it before | went away,’ | said.

“He was doing that for you because you're his brother and he cares about you. But the work a spook
does frightens people. It makes them uneasy. | suppose if you'd Ieft right away it would probably have



been dl right. But Jack said that on the day you left, you went straight up over the hill into the wood, and
that Snce then the dogs have been uneasy. Now they won't even go into the north pasture.

‘Jack thinks you've gtirred something up. | suppose it dl comes back to this; Hllie went on, patting
her bely gently. ‘He s just being protective, that’s dl. HE s thinking of hisfamily. But don’'t worry. It al
sort itsdf out eventudly.’

Inthe end | stayed three days, trying to put on a brave face, but eventualy | sensed it was time to go.
Mam was the lagt person | saw before | left. We were done in the kitchen and she gave my am a
squeeze and told me that she was proud of me.

“You're more than just seven times seven,” she said, amiling at me warmly. ‘Y ou're my son too and
you have the srength to do what has to be done’’

| nodded in agreement because | wanted her to be happy, but the amile dipped from my face just as
soon as | Ieft the yard. | trudged back to the Spook’s house with my heart right down in my boots,
feding hurt and disappointed that Mam wouldn’'t have me back home.

It rained dl the way back to Chipenden, and when | arrived, | was cold, wet and miserable. But as |
reached the front gate, to my surprise the latch lifted on its own and the gate swung open without me
touching it. It was a sort of welcome, an encouragement to go in, something 1'd thought was reserved
only for the Spook. | suppose | should have been pleased by that but | wasn't. It just fdt creepy.

| knocked at the door three times before | findly noticed that the key was in the lock. As my
knocking had brought no response, | turned the key then eased the door open.

| checked dl the downstairs rooms but one. Then | cdled up the dairs. There was no answer o |
risked going into the kitchen.

There was afire blazing in the grate and the table was set for one. At its centre was a huge, seaming
hotpot. | was so hungry | helped mysdf and had amost polished off the lot when | saw the note under
the saltshaker.

Gone east to Pendle. It switch trouble, so I'll be away for some time. Make yoursdf a
home but don’'t forget to pick up this week’s provisons. As usud, the butcher has my
sack, so go therefird.

Pendle was a hig fdl, dmost a mountain redly, far to the east of the County. That whole digtrict was
infested with witches and was a risky place to go, epecidly done. It reminded me agan of how
dangerous the Spook’ s job could be.

But a the same time | couldn’'t help feding a bit annoyed. All that time waiting for something to
happen, then the moment I’'m away the Spook goes off without mel



| dept well that night but not so deeply that | failed to hear the bell summoning me to breskfast.

| went downgtairs on time and was rewarded with the best plate of bacon and eggs I'd eaten in the
Spook’s house. | was s0 pleased that, just before leaving the table, | spoke out loud, usng the words
that my dad said every Sunday after lunch.

‘That was redly good,” | said. ‘My compliments to the cook.’

No sooner had | spoken than the fire flared up in the grate and a cat began to purr. | couldn't see a
cat but the noise it was making was so loud thet I'll swear the windowpanes were rattling. It was obvious
that I’d sad the right thing.

So, feding right pleased with mysdf, | set off for the village to pick up the provisons. The sun was
shining out of a blue, cloudless sky, the birds were snging and after the previous day’s rain the whole
world seemed bright and gleaming and new.

| started at the butcher’s, collected the Spook’s sack, moved on to the greengrocer’s and finished at
the baker’s. Some village lads were leening againg the wal nearby. There weren’t as many as lagt time
and their leader, the big lad with the neck like a bull’s, was't with them.

Remembering what the Spook had said, | walked draight up to them. ‘I'm sorry about lagt time,’ |
sad, ‘but I'm new and didn’t understand the rules properly. Mr Gregory said that you can have an gpple
and a cake each.” So saying, | opened the sack and handed each lad just what I'd promised. Their eyes
opened so wide that they dmost popped out of their sockets and each muttered his thanks.

At the top of the lane someone was waiting for me. It was the girl cdled Alice, and once again she
was sanding in the shadow of the trees asif she didn't like the sunlight.

“You can have an gpple and acake,’ | told her.

To my surprise she shook her head. ‘I’'m not hungry at the moment,” she said. ‘But there's something
that | do want. | need you to keep your promise. | need some help.’

| shrugged. A promiseis a promise and | remembered making it. So what ese could | do but keep
my word?

‘Tell mewhat you want and I’'ll do my best,” | replied.

Once more her face lit up into aredly broad smile. She wore a black dress and had pointy shoes but
that amile somehow made me forget dl that. Still, what she said next set me worrying and quite spoiled
the rest of the day.

‘Ain't going to tdl you now,” she said. ‘Tdl you this evening, | will, just as the sun goes down. Come
to me when you hear Old Gregory’s bell”

| heard the bdll just before sunset, and with a heavy heart went down the hill towards the circle of



willow trees where the lanes crossed. It didn't seem right, her ringing the bell like that. Not unless she had
work for the Spook, but somehow | doubted that.

Far above, the lagt rays of the sun were bathing the summits of the fdls in a fant orange glow, but
down below amongst the withy trees it was grey and full of shadows.

| shivered when | saw the gil because she was pulling the rope with just one hand yet making the
clappers of the big bell dance wildly. Despite her dim arms and narrow waist, she had to be very strong.

She stopped ringing as soon as | showed my face and rested her hands on her hips while the branches
continued to dance and shake overhead. We just stared at each other for ages, until my eyes were drawn
down towards a basket a her feet. There was something ingdeit covered with a black cloth.

She lifted the basket and held it out to me.

‘What isit? | asked.

‘It's for you, so that you can keep your promise.’

| accepted it but | wasn't feding very happy. Curious, | reached ingde to lift the black cloth.

‘No, leave it be, Alice snapped, a sharp edge to her voice. ‘Don't let the ar get to them or they'l
spail’

‘What are they? | asked. It was growing darker by the minute and | was garting to fed nervous.
‘They're just cakes.’
‘Thank you very much,’ | said.

‘They’re not for you,” she said, alittle smile playing at the corners of her mouth. * Those cakes are for
Old Mother Mdkin.’

My mouth became dry and a chill ran down my spine. Mother Makin, the live witch the Spook kept
inapitin his garden.

‘I don’'t think Mr Gregory would likeit,” | said. ‘He told me to keep away from her.’

‘He's a very crud man, Old Gregory,” said Alice. ‘Poor Mother Makin's been in that damp, dark
holein the ground for dmost thirteen years now. Isit right to treat an old woman so badly?

| shrugged. | hadn’t been happy about it mysdf. It was hard to defend what he'd done, but he d sad
there was a very good reason for it.

‘Look,” she sad, ‘you won't get into trouble because Old Gregory need never know. It's just
comfort you're bringing to her. Her favourite cakes made by family. Ain't nothing wrong with that. Just
something to keep up her strength againg the cold. Gets right into her bones, it does!’

Once again | shrugged. All the best arguments seemed to belong to her.

‘S0 judt give her a cake each night. Three cakes for three nights Best do it at midnight because it's
then that she gets most peckish. Give her the firg one tonight.’



Alice turned to go but stopped and turned to give me a smile. “We could become good friends, you
and me’ she said with a chuckle.

Then she disappeared into the degpening shadows.



Chapter Eight

Old Mother Malkin

Back at the Spook’s cottage, | began to worry, but the more | thought abot it, the less clear | was in
my own mind. | knew what the Spook would say. He d throw the cakes awvay and give me a long lesson
on witches and problems with girls wearing pointy shoes.

He wasn't here so that didn’'t enter into it. There were two things that made me go into the darkness
of the eastern garden, where he kept the witches. The firs was my promise to Alice.

‘Never make a promise that you're not prepared to keep,” my dad adways told me. So | had little
choice. He d taught me right from wrong, and just because | was the Spook’s apprentice, it didn't mean
I"d to change dl my ways.

Secondly, | didn’t hold with keeping an old womean as a prisoner in a hole in the ground. Doing that to
a dead witch seemed reasonable, but not to a live one. | remember wondering what terrible crime she'd
committed to deserve that.

What harm could it do just to give her three cakes? A hit of comfort from her family againg the cold
and damp, that'sdl it was. The Spook had told me to trust my indincts, and after waghing thingsin the
baance | fdt that | was doing the right thing.

The only problem was that | had to take the cakes mysdf, at midnight. It gets pretty dark by then,
epecidly if thereé' s no moon vishle

| approached the eastern garden carrying the basket. It was dark, but not quite as dark as I'd
expected. For one thing, my eyes have dways been pretty sharp at night. My mam’s dways good in the
dark and | think | get it from her sde. And for another, it was a cloudless night and the moonlight helped
meto pick out my way.

As| entered the trees, it suddenly grew colder and | shivered. By the time | reached the fird grave,
the one with the stone border and the thirteen bars, | fdt even colder. That was where the firgt witch was
buried. She was feeble, with little strength, or so the Spook had said. No need to worry there, | told
mysdf, trying hard to believeit.



Making up my mind to give Mother Makin the cakesin daylight was one thing, but now, down in the
garden close to midnight, | was no longer so sure. The Spook had told meto keep well away after dark.
He d warned me more than once so it had to be an important rule and now | was bresking it.

There were dl sorts of faint sounds. The rudlings and twitchings were probably nothing, just smdl
creatures I’ d disturbed moving out of my path, but they reminded me that I’ d no right to be here.

The Spook had told me that the other two witches were about twenty paces further on, so | counted
my steps out carefully. That brought me to a second grave which was just like the firs one. | got closer,
jugt to be sure. There were the bars and you could see the earth just benesth them, hard-packed soil
without even asingle blade of grass. Thiswitch was dead but was dill dangerous. She was the one who
had been buried head downwards. That meant that the soles of her feet were somewhere just below the
soil.

As | stared a the grave | thought | saw something move. It was a sort of twitch; probably just my
imagination, or maybe some smdl animd - amouse or a shrew or something. | moved on quickly. What
if it had been atoe?

Three more paces brought me to the place | was looking for - there was no doubt about it. Again,
there was a border of stones with thirteen bars. There were three differences though. Firdly, the area
under the bars was a square rather than an oblong. Secondly, it was bigger, probably about four paces
by four. Thirdly, there was no packed earth under the bars, just a very black hole in the ground.

| halted inmy tracks and listened carefully. There hadn’t been much noise so far, just the fant rustlings
of night creatures and a gentle breeze. A breeze <o light that I'd hardly noticed it. | noticed it when it
stopped though. Suddenly everything was very ill and the wood became unnaturdly quiet.

You see, | had been ligening to try and hear the witch and now | sensed that she was ligening to me.

The sllence seemed to go on and on for ever, until suddenly | became aware of a fant bresthing from
the pit. That sound somehow made it possible to move, so | took a few more steps till | was sanding
veary close to its edge, with the toe of my boot actudly touching the stone border.

At that moment | remembered something the Spook had told me about Mother Malkin...

‘Most of her power’s bled away into the earth but she'd love to get her hands on a lad like you

So | took a step backwards - not too far, but the Spook’ s words had set me thinking. What if a hand
came out of the pit and grabbed my ankle?

Wanting to get it over with, | cadled down gently into the darkness. "Mother Makin, | said. ‘I've
brought something for you. It's a present from your family. Are you there? Are you ligening?

There was no reply, but the rhythm of the bresthing below seemed to quicken. So wadting no more
time and desperate to get back to the warmth of the Spook’s house, | reached into the basket and fdt
under the cloth. My fingers closed upon one of the cakes. It fdt sort of soft and squishy and a bit sticky. |
pulled it out and held it over the bars.

‘Isjust a cake,’ | sad softly. ‘I hope it makes you fed better. I'll bring you another one tomorrow
night.



With those words, | let go of the cake and dlowed it to fal into the darkness.

| should have gone back to the cottage immediady but | stayed for a few more seconds to ligen. |
don’'t know what | expected to hear but it was a mistake.

There was a movement in the pit, as if something were dragging itsdf dong the ground. And then |
heard the witch begin to eet the cake.

| thought some of my brothers made unpleasant noises at the table but this was far worse. It sounded
even more revolting than our big hairy pigs with their snouts in the swill bucket, a mixture of suffling,
snorting and chewing mixed with heavy breathing. | didn't know whether or not she was enjoying the
cake, but she certainly made enough noise about it.

That night | found it very hard to deep. | kept thinking about the dark pit and worrying about having
to vist it again the fallowing night.

I only just made it down to breakfast on time and the bacon was burnt and the bread a bit on the stde
gde | couldn't understand why this was - I'd bought the bread fresh from the baker’s only the day
before. Not only that, the milk was sour. Could it be because the boggart was angry with me? Did it
know what I’d been up to? Had it spoiled the breskfast as some sort of warning?

Working on afarm is hard and that was what | was used to. The Spook hadn’t left me any tasks to
do, s0 I’d nathing to fill my day with. | did wak up to the library, thinking that he probably wouldn’'t mind
if I found mysdf something ussful to read, but to my disappointment the door was locked.

So what could | do but go for awak? | decided to explore the fdls, firgly dimbing Parlick Pike; a
the summit | sat on the cairn of stones and admired the view.

It was a clear, bright day and from up there | could see the County spread out below me, with the
digant sea an inviting, twinkling blue, way out to the northwest. The fdls seemed to go on for ever, great
hillswith names like Calder Fdll and Stake House Fdll - so many that it seemed it would take a lifetime to
explore them.

Nearby was Walf Fdl and it made me wonder whether there actudly were any wolves in the area.
Wolves could be dangerous and it was said that in winter, when the wegether was cold, they sometimes
hunted in packs. Wdll, it was spring now, and | certainly didn’t see any Sgn of them but that didn’t mean
they weren't there. It made me redlize that being up on the fdls after nightfdl would be quite scary.

Not as scary, | decided, as having to go and feed Mother Makin another of the cakes, and dl too
soon the sun began to Snk towards the west and | was forced to dimb down towards Chipenden again.

Once more | found mysdf carrying the basket through the darkness of the garden. Thistime | decided
to get it over with quickly. Wasting no time, | dropped the second gticky cake through the bars into the
black pit.

It was only when it was too late, the very second it left my ringers, thet | noticed something that sent a
chill sraight to my heart.

The bars above the pit had been bent. Last night they’d been perfectly sraight, thirteen pardld rods
of iron. Now the centre ones were dmost wide enough to get a head through.



They could have been bent by someone on the outside, above ground, but | doubted that. The Spook
hed told me that the gardens and house were guarded and that nobody could get in. He hadn’t said how
and by what but | guessed it was by some sort of boggart. Perhaps the same one that made the medls.

So it had to be the witch. She mugt have dimbed up the side of the pit somehow and begun working
a the bars. Suddenly the truth of what was heppening dawned insde my head.

I"d been s0 stupid! The cakes were making her stronger.

| heard her below in the darkness, garting to eat the second cake, making the same horrible chewing,
suffling and snorting noises. | left the trees quickly and went back to the cottage. For dl | knew she
might not even need the third one.

After another deepless night I'd made up my mind. | decided to go and see Alice, give her back the
last cake and explain to her why | couldn’'t keep my promise.

Firg | had to find her. Straight after breakfast | went down to the wood where we'd firg met and
walked through to itsfar edge. Alice had said she lived *yonder’ but there was no 9gn of any buildings,
just low hills and valeys and more woods in the distance.

Thinking it would be fagter to ask directions, | went down into the village. There were surprisngly few
people about, but as I'd expected, some of the lads were hanging about near the baker’s. 1t seemed to
be their favourite spot. Perhaps they liked the smdl. | know | did. Freshly baked bread has one of the
best andlIsindl the world.

They weren't very friendly conddering thet lagt time we'd met, 1'd given them a cake and an apple
each. That was probably because thistime the big lad with piggy eyes was with them. Still, they did ligen
to what | had to say. | didn’'t go into details - just told them | needed to find the girl we'd met a the edge
of the wood.

‘I know where she might be,” said the big lad, scowling fiercely, ‘but you’ d be stupid to go there’
‘Why's that?

‘Didn't you hear what she said? he asked, raiang his eyebrows. ‘ She said Bony Lizzie was her aunt.’
‘“Who's Bony Lizzie?

They looked a each other and shook ther heads asif | were mad. Why was it that everyone seemed
to have heard of her but me?

‘Lizze and her grandmother spent a whole winter here before Gregory sorted them out. My dad's
aways going on about them. They were just about the scariest witches there' ve ever been in these parts.
They lived with something just as scary though. It looked like a man but it was redly big, with too many
teeth to fit into its mouth. That's what my dad told me. He said that back then, during that long winter,
people never went out after dark. Some spook you'll be if you've never even heard of Bony Lizzie’

| didn’t like the sound of that one little bit. | redized I’d been redly stupid. If only I'd told the Spook
about my talk with Alice he'd have redized that Lizzie was back and would have done something about
it.

According to the big lad's dad, Bony Lizzie had lived on a fam about three miles south-east of the



Spook’ s place. It had been deserted for years and nobody ever went there. So that was the most likdy
place she' d be staying now. That seemed about right to me, because it wasin the direction that Alice had
pointed.

Jug then a group of grim-faced people came out of the church. They turned the corner in a sraggly
line and headed up the hill towards the fdls the village priest in the lead. They were dressed in wam
dothing and many of them were carrying waking sticks.

‘What' s dl that about? | asked.

‘A child went missng last night; answered one of the lads, pitting onto the cobbles. ‘A
three-year-old. They think he's wandered off up there. Mind you, it's not the first. Two days ago a baby
went missng from afarm over on the Long Ridge. It was too young to walk, so it mugt have been carried
off. They think it could be wolves. It was a bad winter and that sometimes brings them back.’

The directions | was given turned out to be pretty good. Even dlowing for going back to pick up
Alice s basket, it was less than an hour before Lizzi€ s house came into view.

At that point, in bright sunlight, | lifted the doth and examined the last of the three cakes. It amdled
bad but looked even worse. It seemed to have been made from samdl pieces of meat and bread, plus
other thingsthat | couldn’t identify. It was wet and very sticky and dmost black. None of the ingredients
had been cooked but just sort of pressed together. Then | noticed something even more horrible. There
were tiny white things crawling on the cake which looked like maggots.

| shuddered, covered it up with the cloth and went down the hill to the very neglected farm. Fences
were broken, the barn was missing hdf its roof and there was no 9gn of any animds.

One thing did worry me though. Smoke was coming from the farmhouse chimney. It meant that
someone was & home and | began to worry about the thing with too many teeth to fit into its mouth.

What had | expected? It was going to be difficult. How on earth could | manage to tak to Alice
without being seen by the other members of her family?

As| hated on the dope, trying to work out what to do next, my problem was solved for me. A dim,
dark figure came out of the back door of the farmhouse and began to dimb the hill directly towards me.
It was Alice - but how had she known | was there? There were trees between the farmhouse and me,
and the windows were facing in the wrong direction.

Sill, she wasn't coming up the hill by chance. She walked sraight up towards me and halted about
five paces away.

‘What do you want? she hissed. ‘You're stupid coming here. Lucky for you that those ingde are
adeep.

‘I can't do what you asked,’ | said, holding out the basket towards her.
Shefolded her arms and frowned. ‘Why not? she demanded. ‘Y ou promised, didn’t you?

“You didn’'t tdl me what would happen,’ | said. ‘She's eaten two cakes dready and they’ re making
her stronger. She's dready bent the bars over the pit. One more cake and hell be free and | think you



know it. Wasn't that the idea dl dong? | accused, sarting to fed angry. ‘Y ou tricked me so the promise
doesn’t count any more.’

She took a step towards me, but now her own anger had been replaced by something else. Suddenly
she looked scared.

‘It wasn't my idea. They made me do it,; she said, gesturing down towards the farmhouse. ‘If you
don’'t do as you promised it'll go hard with both of us. Go on, give her the third cake. What harm can it
do? Mother Makin's paid the price. It'stime to let her go. Go on, give her the cake and shell be gone
tonight and never trouble you again.’

‘I think Mr Gregory must’ve had a very good reason for putting her in thet pit,’ | said dowly. ‘I'm just
his new apprentice, so how can | know what’'s best? When he gets back I'm going to tdl him everything
that's happened.’

Alice gave a little amile - the sort of amile someone gives when they know something that you don't.
‘He an’'t coming back,” she said. ‘Lizzie thought of it dl. Got good friends near Pendle, Lizzie has. Do
anything for her, they would. They tricked Old Gregory. When he's on the road he'll get what's coming
to him. By now he's probably aready dead and Sx feet under. You just wait and seeif I'm right. Soon
you won't be safe even up there in his house. One night they’Il come for you. Unless, of course, you help
now. In that case, they might just leave you aone’

As soon as she'd sad that, | turned my back and climbed the hill, leaving her ganding there. | think
ghe called out to me saverd times, but | wasn't ligening. What she'd said about the Spook was spinning
around indde my head.

It was only later that | redized | was 4ill carrying the basket, so | threw it and the last of the cakes
into a river; then, back a the Spook’s cottage, it didn't take me very long to work out what had
happened and decide what to do next.

The whole thing had been planned from the start. They'd lured the Spook away, knowing that, as a
new apprentice, I'd dill be wet behind the ears and easy to trick.

| didn't believe tha the Spook would be so easy to kill or he wouldn't have survived for so many
years, but | couldn’t rely on him arriving back in time to help me. Somehow | had to stop Mother Madkin
getting out of the pit.

| needed help badly and | thought of going down to the village, but | knew there was a more specid
kind of help near a hand. So | went into the kitchen and sat a the table.

At any moment | expected to have my ears boxed, so | talked quickly. | explained everything that had
happened, leaving nothing out. Then | said that it was my fault and could | please be given some help.

| don't know what | expected. | didn't fed foolish taking to the empty air because | was so upset and
frightened, but as the slence lengthened, | gradudly redized that I'd been wadting my time. Why should
the boggart help me? For dl | knew it was a prisoner, bound to the house and garden by the Spook. It
might just be a dave, desperate to be freg; it might even be hagppy because | wasin trouble.

Jugt when | was about to give up and leave the kitchen, | remembered something my dad often sad
before we went off to the loca market: ‘Everyone has his price. It's just a case of making an offer that
pleases him but doesn’'t hurt you too much!’



So | made the boggart an offer ...

‘If you hdp me now, | won't forget it,; | said. ‘When | become the next Spook, I'll give you every
Sunday off. On that day I'll make my own meds so that you can have arest and please yoursdf what
you do.’

Suddenly | fdt something brush againgt my legs under the table. There was a hoise too, a fant purring,
and a big ginger cat srolled into view and moved dowly towards the door.

It mugt have been under the table dl the time - that's what common sense told me. | knew different
though, so | followed the cat out into the hdlway and then up the dairs, where it hdted outsde the
locked door of the library. Then it rubbed its back againg it, the way cats do againg table legs. The door
dowly siwung open to reved more books than anyone could ever have read in one lifetime, arranged
neatly on rows of pardld racks of shelves. | stepped insde, wondering where to begin. And when |
turned round again, the big ginger cat had vanished.

Each book had its title neatly displayed on the cover. A lot were written in Lain and quite a few in
Greek. There was no dust or cobwebs. The library was just as clean and well cared for as the kitchen.

| waked dong the firg row until something caught my eye. Near the window there were three very
long shelves full of leather-bound notebooks, just like the one the Spook had given me, but the top shdlf
hed larger books with dates on the covers. Each one seemed to record a period of five years, so |
picked up the one a the end of the shef and opened it carefully.

| recognized the Spook’ s handwriting. Hicking through the pages, | redized thet it was a sort of diary.
It recorded each job he'd done, the time taken in travdling and the amount he d been paid. Most
importantly, it explained just how each boggart, ghost and witch had been dedt with.

| put the book back on the shdf and glanced dong the other spines. The diaries extended amost up
to the present day but went back hundreds of years. Either the Spook was a lot older than he looked or
the earlier books had been written by other spooks who'd lived ages ago. | suddenly wondered whether,
even if Alice was right and the Spook didn’'t come back, there was a possibility that 1 might be able to
learn dl | needed to know just by studying those diaries. Better Hill, somewhere in those thousands upon
thousands of pages there might be information that would help me now.

How could | find it? Wdl, it might take time, but the witch had been in the pit for dmogt thirteen
years. There had to be an account of how the Spook had put her there. Then, suddenly, on a lower shdf,
| saw something even better.

There were even bigger books, each dedicated to a particular topic. One was labelled, Dragons and
Wormes. As they were displayed in dphabeticad order, it didn't take me long to find just what | was
looking for.

Witches.
| opened it with trembling hands to find it was divided into four predictable sections ...
The Malevolent, The Benign, The Falsely Accused and The Unaware.

| quickly turned to the first section. Everything was in the Spook’s neat handwriting and, once agan,
carefully organized into dphabetica order. Within seconds | found a page titled: Mother Malkin.



It was worse then I'd expected. Mother Makin was just about as evil as you could imagine. She'd
lived in lots of places, and in each area she'd stayed something terrible had happened, the worst thing of
dl occurring on a moss to the west of the County.

She'd lived on afarm there, offering a place to stay to young women who were expecting babies but
had no husbands to support them. That was where she'd got the title ‘Mother’. This had gone on for
years, but some of the young women had never been seen again.

She'd had a son of her own living with her there, a young men of incredible strength caled Tusk. He
hed big teeth and frightened people so much that nobody ever went near the place. But at last the locals
hed roused themselves and Mother Makin had been forced to flee to Pendle. After she'd gone they'd
found the firg of the graves. There was awhole fidd of bones and rotting flesh, manly the remans of the
children she’ d murdered to supply her need for blood. Some of the bodies were those of women; in each
case the body had been crushed, the ribs broken or cracked.

The lads in the village had talked about a thing with too many teeth to fit in its mouth. Could that be
Tusk, Mother Makin's son? A son who'd probably killed those women by crushing the life out of them?

That set my hands trembling so much that | could hardly hold the book steady enough to read it. It
seemed that some witches used ‘bone magic. They were necromancers who got their power by
summoning the dead. But Mother Makin was even worse. Mother Makin used ‘blood magic’. She got
her power by usng human blood and was particularly fond of the blood of children.

| thought of the black, sticky cakes and shuddered. A child had gone missng from the Long Ridge. A
child too young to walk. Had it been snatched by Bony Lizzie? Had its blood been used to make those
cakes? And what about the second child, the one the villagers were searching for? Whet if Bony Lizzie
hed snatched that one too, ready for when Mother Makin escaped from her pit so that she could use its
blood to work her magic? The child might be in Lizzi€ s house now!

| forced mysdlf to go on reading.

Thirteen years ago, early in the winter, Mother Makin had come to live in Chipenden, bringing her
granddaughter, Bony Lizzie, with her. When he'd come back from his winter house in Anglezarke, the
Spook had wasted no timein deding with her. After driving Bony Lizze off, he’'d bound Mother Makin
with adlver chain and carried her back to the pit in his garden.

The Spook seemed to be arguing with himsdlf in the account. He dearly didn't like burying her dive
but explained why it had to be done. He bdlieved that it was too dangerous to kill her: once dain, she had
the power to return and would be even stronger and more dangerous than before.

The point was, could she il escape? One cake and she'd been able to bend the bars. Although she
wouldn't get the third, two might just be enough. At midnight she might gill dimb out of the pit. What
could | do?

If you could bind awitch with a dlver chain, then it might have been worth trying to fasten one across
the top of the bent bars to stop her dimbing out of her pit. The trouble was, the Spook’s slver chain was
inhis bag, which dways travelled with him.

| saw something else as | Ieft that library. It was beside the door, so | hadn’t noticed it as | came in. It
was a long lig of names on ydlow paper, exactly thirty and dl written in the Spook’ s own handwriting.
My own name, Thomas J. Ward, was at the very bottom, and directly above it was the name William
Bradley, which had been crossed out with a horizontd line next to it were the letters RIP.



| fet cold dl over then because | knew that they meant Rest in Peace and that Billy Bradley had died.
More than two thirds of the names on the paper had been crossed off; of those, another nine were dead.

| supposed that alot were crossed out Smply because they’ d faled to make the grade as apprentices,
perhaps not even making it to the end of the fird month. Those who had died were more worrying. |
wondered what had happened to Billy Bradley and | remembered what Alice had sad: * You don’t want
to end up like Old Gregory’'s last apprentice.’

How did Alice know what had happened to Billy? It was probably just that everybody in the locdity
knew about it, whereas | was an outsider. Or had her family had something to do with it? | hoped not,
but it gave me something €lse to worry about.

Wadting no more time, | went down to the village. The butcher seemed to have some contact with the
Spook. How ese had he got the sack to put the mest into? So | decided to tdl him about my suspicions
and try to persuade him to search Lizzi€ s house for the missing child.

It was late in the afternoon when | arrived at his shop and it was closed. | knocked on the doors of
five cottages before anyone came to answer. They confirmed what | dready suspected: the butcher had
gone off with the other men to search the fdls They wouldn't be back until noon the falowing day. It
seemed that after searching the locd fells, they were going to cross the vdley to the village at the foot of
the Long Ridge, where the fird child had gone missng. There they’d carry out a wider search and stay
overnight.

| had to faceit. | was on my own.

Soon, both sad and afraid, | was dimbing the lane back towards the Spook’s house. | knew that if
Mother Mdkin got out of her grave, then the child would be dead before morning.

| knew dso thet | was the only one who might even try to do something about it.



Chapter Nine

On The River Bank
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Back at the cottage, | went to the room where the Spook kept hiswaking clothes. | chose one of his
old cloaks. It was too big, of course, and the hem came down amog to my ankles while the hood kept
fdling down over my eyes. Stll, it would keep out the worst of the cold. | borrowed one of his g&ffs too,
the one most ussful to me as awaking stick: it was shorter than the others and dightly thicker at one end.

When | findly left the cottage, it was close to midnight. The sky was bright and there was a full moon
just rigng above the trees, but | could amdl rain and the wind was freshening from the west.

| walked out into the garden and headed directly for Mother Makin's pit. | was afraid, but someone
hed to do it and who ese was there but me? It was dl my fault anyway. If only I'd told the Spook about
medting Alice and what she'd told the lads about Lizzie being back! He could have sorted it dl out then.
He wouldn’'t have been lured away to Pendle.

The more | thought about it, the worse it got. The child on the Long Ridge might not have died. | fdt
quilty, so guilty, and | couldn’'t stand the thought that another child might die and that would be my fault
too.

| passed the second grave where the dead witch was buried head down, and moved very dowly
forward on my tiptoes until | reached the pit.

A shaft of moonlight fdl through the trees to light it up, so there was no doubt about what had
happened.

| was too late.

The bars had been bent even further apart, dmogt into the shape of a circle. Even the butcher could
have eased his massve shoulders through thet gap.

| peered down into the blackness of the pit but couldn’t see anything. | suppose | had a forlorn hope
that she might have exhausted hersdlf bending the bars and was now too tired to dimb out.



Fat chance. At that moment a cloud drifted across the moon, making things a lot darker, but | could
see the bent ferns. | could see the direction she' d taken. There was enough light to follow her trall.

So | followed her into the gloom. 1 wasn't moving too quickly and | was being very, very cautious.
What if she was hiding and waiting for me just ahead? | dso knew that she probably hadn’t got very far.
For one thing, it wasn't more than five minutes or so after midnight. Whatever was in the cakes she'd
egten, | knew that dark megic would have played some part in getting her strength back. 1t was a magic
that was supposed to be more powerful during the hours of darkness - particulaly at midnight. She'd
only eaten two cakes, not three, so that was inmy favour, but | thought of the terrible strength needed to
bend those bars.

Once out of the trees, | found it easy to follow her tral through the grass. She was heading downhill
but in a direction that would take her awvay from Bony Lizzi€'s cottage. That puzzled me at firgt, until |
remembered the river in the gully below. A maevolent witch couldn’t cross running water - the Spook
hed taught me that - so she would have to move dong its banks until it curved back upon itsdf, leaving
her way clear.

Onceingght of the river, | paused on the hillsde and searched the land below. The moon came out
from behind the cloud, but at fird, even with its help, | couldn’t see anything much down by the river
because there were trees on both banks, cagting dark shadows.

And then suddenly | noticed something very strange. There was a dlver tral on the near bank. It was
only visble where the moon touched it, but it looked just like the gligening trall made by a snal. A few
seconds later | saw a dark, shadowy thing, dl hunched up, shuffling dong very close to the riverbank.

| started off down the hill as quickly as | could. My intention was to cut her off before she reached the
bend in the river and was able to head directly for Bony Lizzie's place. | managed that and stood there,
the river on my right, facing downstream. But next came the difficult part. Now | had to face the witch.

| was trembling and sheking and so out of bresth that you'd have thought I'd spent an hour or so
running up and down the fells. It was a mixture of fear and nerves, and my knees fdt asif they were going
to give way any minute. It was only by leaning heavily on the Spook’ s g&ff that | was adle to stay on my
feat a dll.

As rivers went it wasn't that wide, but it was deep, swallen by the soring rains to a levd where it had
amog burg its banks. The water was moving fagt too, rushing awvay from me towards the darkness
benegth the trees where the witch was. | looked very carefully, but it ill took me quite afew moments to
find her.

Mother Mdkin was moving towards me. She was a shadow darker than the tree shadows, a sort of
blackness that you could fdl into, a darkness that would swalow you up for ever. | heard her then, even
above the noise made by the fast-flowing river. It wasn't just the sound of her bare feet, which were
meking a sort of dithery noise as they moved towards me through the long grass a the stream’s edge.
No - there were other sounds that she was making with her mouth and perhaps her nose. The same sort
of noises she'd made when I'd fed her the cake. There were snortings and ufflings that once again
brought into my mind the memory of our hairy pigs feeding from the swill bucket. Then a different sound,
asucking noise,

When she moved out from under the trees into the open, the moonlight fdl on her and | saw her
properly for the firg time. Her head was bowed low, her face hidden by a tangled mass of white and
grey hair, 0 it seemed that she was looking at her feet, which were just visble under the dark gown that



came down to her ankles. She wore a black cloak too, and ether it was too long for her or the years she
had spent in the damp earth had made her ghrink. It hung down to the ground behind her and it was this,
dragging over the grass, that seemed to be making the Slver trall.

Her gown was stained and torn, which wasn't redlly surprisng, but some were fresh gains - dark, wet
patches. Something was dripping onto the grass a her sde and the drips were coming from what she
gripped tightly in her |eft hand.

It was arat. She was edting a rat. Eaing it raw.

She didn't seem to have noticed me yet. She was very close now, and if nothing happened, she'd
bump right into me. | coughed suddenly. It wasn't to warn her. It was a nervous cough and | hadn’t
meant it to happen.

She looked up a me then, lifting into the moonlight a face that was something out of a nightmare, a
face that didn’'t belong to aliving person. Oh, but she was divedl right. You could tdl that by the noises
she was miking egting that rat.

But there was something else about her thet terrified me so much that | amogt fainted away on the
spot. It was her eyes. They were like two hot cods burning ingde their sockets, two red points of fire.

And then she spoke to me, her voice something between a whisper and a croak. It sounded like dry
dead leaves rudling together in a late autumn wind.

‘Itsaboy,” shesad. ‘I like boys. Come here, boy.’
| didn't move, of course. | just stood there, rooted to the spot. | fdt dizzy and light-headed.

She was dill moving towards me and her eyes seemed to be growing larger. Not only her eyes, her
whole body seemed to be sweling up. She was expanding into a vast dloud of darkness that within
moments would darken my own eyes for ever.

Without thinking, | lifted the Spook’ s gtaff. My hands and arms diid it, not me.

‘What's that, boy, a wand? she croaked. Then she chuckled to hersdf and dropped the dead rat,
lifting both her arms towards me.

It was me she wanted. She wanted my blood. In absolute terror, my body began to sway from sde to
gde. | was like a sapling agitated by the firg dirrings of awind, the fird storm wind of a dark winter that
would never end.

| could have died then, on the bank of that river. There was nobody to hdp and | fet powerless to
hep mysdif.

But suddenly it happened ...

The Spook’s gaff wasn't a wand, but there's more than one kind of magic. My arms conjured up
something specia, moving faster than | could even think.

They lifted the Saff and swung it hard, catching the witch a terrible blow on the sde of the head.

She gave a sort of grunt and fdl sideways into the river. There was a big splash and she went right



under but came up very close to the bank about five or 9x paces downstream. At firg | thought that thet
was the end of her, but to my horror her left am came out of the water and grabbed a tussock of grass.
Then the other arm reached for the bank and she started to drag hersdlf out of the water.

| knew | had to do something before it was too late. So, usng dl my willpower, | forced mysdf to
take a step towards her, as she heaved more of her body up onto the bank.

When | got close enough, | did something that | can Hill remember vividly. | dill have nightmares
about it. But what choice did | have? It was her or me. Only one of us was going to survive.

| jabbed the witch with the end of the aff. | jabbed her hard and | kept on jabbing her until she findly
logt her grip on the bank and was swept away into the darkness.

But it dill was't over. What if she managed to get out of the water further downstream? She could
dill go to Bony Lizzi€'s house. | had to make sure that didn’'t happen. | knew it was the wrong thing to
kill her and that one day she'd probably come back stronger than ever, but | didn’'t have a siver chain,
50 | couldn’t bind her. 1t was now that mattered, not the future. No matter how hard it was, | knew | had
to follow the river into the trees.

Very dowly | began to wak dong the riverbank, pausing every five or sx steps to lisen. All | could
hear was the wind sghing faintly through the branches above. It was very dark, with only the occasiond
thin shaft of moonlight managing to penetrate the leef canopy, each like along silver spear embedded in
the ground.

The third time | paused, it happened. There was no warning. | didn't hear athing. | Smply fdt it. A
hand dithered up onto my boot, and before | could move away, it gripped my left ankle hard.

| fdt the strength in that grip. It was as if my ankle was being crushed. When | looked down, dl |
could see was a pair of red eyes glaring up a me out of the darkness. Terrified, | jabbed down blindly
towards the unseen hand that was dutching my ankle.

| was too late. My ankle was jerked vidlently and | fdl to the ground, the impact driving dl the bresth
from my body. What was worse, the saff went flying from my hand, leaving me defenceless.

| lay there for a moment or two, trying to catch my breath, until | fdt mysdf being dragged towards
the riverbank. When | heard the splashing, | knew what was happening. Mother Makin was usng me to
drag hersdf out of the river. The witch's legs were thrashing about in the water and | knew that one of
two things would happen: elther she'd manage to get out or I'd end up in the river with her.

Desperate to escape, | rolled over to my left, twisting my ankle away. She held on, so | rolled again
and came to a hdt with my face pressed againg the damp earth. Then | saw the gtaff, its thicker end lying
ina shaft of moonlight. It was out of reach, about three or four paces away.

| rolled towards it. Rolled again and again, digging my fingersinto the soft earth, twisting my body like
acorkscrew. Mother Mdkin had atight grip on my ankle but that was dl she had. The lower hdf of her
body was dill in the water, so despite her great srength she couldn’t stop me ralling over and twiding her
through the water after me,

At lag | reached the gaff and thrust it hard towards the witch. But her own hand moved into the
moonlight and gripped the other end.

| thought it was over then. | thought that was the end of me, but to my surprise Mother Makin



suddenly screamed very loudly. Her whole body became rigid and her eyes rolled up in her head. Then
she gave along, deep 9gh and became very dill.

We both lay there on the riverbank for what seemed along time. Only my chest was risng and fdling,
as | gulped in ar; Mother Makin wasn't moving a al. When, findly, she did, it wasn't to take a breath.
Very dowly, one hand let go of my ankle and the other released the aff and she did down the bank into
the river, entering the water with hardly a splash. | didn’'t know what had happened but she was dead - |
was sure of it.

| watched her body being carried away from the bank by the current and swirled right into the middle
of the river. Still lit by the moon, her head went under. She was gone. Dead and gone.



Chapter Ten

Poor Billy

| was 0 weak afterwards that | fell to my knees, and within moments | was sick - sicker than I'd ever
been before. | kept heaving and heaving even when there was nothing but bile coming out of my mouith,
heaving until my ingdes fdt torn and twisted.

At lagt it ended and | managed to stand. Even then, it was a long time before my breathing dowed
down and my body stopped trembling. | just wanted to go back to the Spook’s house. I’d done enough
for one night, surdy?

But | couldn’t - the child wasin Lizzi€ s house. That was what my indincts told me. The child was the
prisoner of awitch who was capable of murder. So | had no choice. There was nobody €se but me and
if 1 didn’'t help, then who would? | had to set off for Bony Lizzi€ s house.

There was a gorm surging in from the west, a dark jagged line of cloud that was edting into the stars.
Very soon now it would begin to rain, but as | started down the hill towards the house, the moon was ill
out - afull moon, bigger than | ever remembered it.

It was cagting my shadow before me as | went. | watched it grow, and the nearer | got to the house,
the bigger it seemed to get. | had my hood up and | was carrying the Spook’s gaff in my left hand, so
thet the shadow didn’t seem to belong to me any more. It moved on ahead of me until it fdl upon Bony
Lizzie's house.

| glanced backwards then, hdf expecting to see the Spook standing behind me. He wasn't there. It
was just atrick of thelight. So | went on until I'd passed through the open gate into the yard.

| paused before the front door to think. What if | was too late and the child was dready dead? Or
what if its disgppearance was nothing to do with Lizze and | was just putting mysdf in danger for
nothing? My mind carried on thinking, but just as it had on the riverbank, my body knew whet to do.
Before | could stop it, my left hand rapped the gaff hard againgt the wood three times.



For afew moments there was silence, followed by the sound of footsteps and a sudden crack of light
under the door.

As the door swung dowly open, | took a step backwards. To my rdief it was Alice. She was holding
alantern levd with her head so that one hdf of her face was lit while the other was in darkness.

"What do you want? she asked, her voice filled with anger.
“You know what | want,” | replied. ‘I've come for the child. For the child that you' ve stolen.’

‘Don’t be afool,” she hissed. ‘Go away before it' s too late. They’ ve gone off to meet Mother Mdkin.
They could be back any minute’

Suddenly a child began to cry, athin wall coming from somewhere insde the house. So | pushed past
Alice and went insde.

There was just asngle candle flickering in the narrow passageway, but the rooms themsdves were in
darkness. The candle was unusud. I'd never seen one made of black wax before, but | snatched it up
anyway and let my ears guide meto the right room.

| eased open the door. The room was empty of furniture and the child was lying on the floor on a
hegp of straw and rags.

‘What's your name? | asked, trying my best to smile | leaned my daff againgt the wal and moved
closer.

The child stopped crying and tottered to its fedt, its eyes very wide. ‘Don’'t worry. There's no need to
be scared,’ | said, trying to put as much reassurance into my voice as possible. ‘I’'m going to take you
home to your mam.’

| put the candle on the floor and picked up the child. It smelled as bad as the rest of the room and it
was cold and wet. | cradled it with my right arm and wrapped my cloak about it as best | could.

Suddenly the child spoke. ‘I'm Tommy,’ it said. ‘I’'m Tommy.

‘Wdl, Tommy," | said, ‘we ve got the same name. My name' s Tommy too. Y ou're safe now. You're
going home.’

With those words, | picked up my saff and went into the passageway and out through the front door.
Alice was ganding in the yard near the gate. The lantern had gone out, but the moon was 4ill shining, and
as | walked towards her, it threw my shadow onto the side of the barn, a giant shadow ten times bigger
then | was.

| tried to pass her but she stepped directly into my path so that | was forced to halt.

‘Don’'t meddlel’ she warned, her voice dmogt a snarl, her teeth gleaming white and sharp in the
moonlight. *Ain't none of your business, this’

| was in no mood to waste time arguing with her, and when | moved directly towards her, Alice didn’t
try to stop me. She stepped back out of my way and cdled out after me, ‘You're afool. Give it back
before it'stoo late. They'll come &fter you. You'll never get away.’



| didn’'t bother to answer. | never even looked back. | went through the gate and began to dimb away
from the house.

It started to rain then, hard and heavy, sraight into my face. It was the kind of rain that my dad used
to cdl ‘wet ran’. All rainis wet, of course, but some kinds do seem to make a better and a faster job of
soaking you than others. Thiswas as wet asit got and | headed back towards the Spook’s house as fast
as| could.

| waan't sureif I'd be safe even there. What if the Spook redly was dead? Would the boggart ill
guard his house and garden?

Soon | had more immediate things to worry about. | began to sense that | was being followed. The
firgtimel fdtit, | came to ahdt and listened, but there was nathing but the howling of the wind and the
rain lashing into the trees and drumming onto the earth. | couldn’'t see much either because it was very
dark now.

So | carried on, teking even bigger strides, just hoping that | was Hill heading in the right direction.
Once | came up againg a thick, high hawthorn hedge and had to make along detour to find a gate, dl the
time feding that the danger behind was getting closer. It was just after I'd come through a smdl wood
that | knew for certain that there was someone there. Climbing a hill, | paused for breath close to its
summit. The rain had eased for amoment and | looked back down into the darkness, towards the trees.
| heard the crack and snap of twigs. Someone was moving very fagt through the wood towards me, not
caring where they put their feet.

At the crest of the hill 1 looked back once more. The fird flash of lightning lit up the sky and the
ground below, and | saw two figures come out of the trees and begin to dimb the dope. One of them
was femdle, the other shaped like aman, big and burly.

When the thunder crashed again Tommy began to cry. ‘Don't like thunder!’” he wailed. ‘Don't like
thunder!”

‘Storms can’'t hurt you, Tommy,’ | told him, knowing it wasn't true. They scared me as well. One of
my uncles had been struck by lightning when he' d been out trying to get some cattle in. He'd died later. It
wasn't safe baing out in the open in westher like this. But dthough lightning terrified me, it did have its
uses. It was showing me the way, each vivid flash lighting up my route back to the Spook’ s house.

Soon the breath was sobbing in my throat too, a mixture of fear and exhaugtion, as | forced mysdf to
go fagter and fagter, just hoping that we' d be safe as soon as we entered the Spook’s garden. Nobody
was dlowed on the Spook’s property unless invited -1 kept tdling mysdf that over and over agan,
because it was our only chance. If we could just get there firg the boggart would protect us.

| wasin 9ght of the trees, the bench beneath them, the garden waiting beyond, when | dipped on the
wet grass. Thefdl wasn't hard but Tommy began to cry even louder. When I'd managed to pick him up,
| heard someone running behind me, feet thumping the earth.

| glanced back, struggling for breath. It was a mistake. My pursuer was about five or Sx paces ahead
of Lizzie and catching me fast. Lightning flashed again and | saw the lower hdf of his face. It looked as if
he had horns growing out of each side of his mouth, and as he ran, he moved his head from side to side. |
remembered what 1'd read in the Spook’s library about the dead women who'd been found with their
ribs crushed. If Tusk caught me, he'd do the same to me.

For amoment | was rooted to the spot, but he started to make a belowing sound, just like a bull, and



that started me moving again. | was dmost running now. | would have sprinted if | could but | was
carying Tommy and | was too weary, my legs heavy and duggish, the breath rasping in my throat. At
any moment | expected to be grabbed from behind, but | passed the bench where the Spook often gave
me lessons and then, at lagt, | was beneath the firg trees of the garden.

But was | safe? If | wasn't it was dl over for both of us because there was no way | could outrun
Tusk to the house. | stopped running and dl | could manage was a few steps before | came to a
complete hdt, trying to regain my breath.

It was at that moment that something brushed past my legs. | looked down but it was too dark to see
anything. Fird | fdt the pressure, then | heard something purr, a deep throbbing sound that made the
ground beneasth my feet vibrate. | sensed it move on beyond me, towards the edge of the trees,
postioning itsdf between us and those who'd been following. | couldn’t hear any running now, but |
heard something else.

Imegine the angry howl of atorn cat multiplied a hundred times. It was a mixture between a throbbing
growl and a scream, filling the air with its warning chalenge, a sound that could have been heard for
miles It was the mogt terrifying and threstening sound I'd ever heard and | knew then why the villagers
never came anywhere near the Spook’ s house. That cry was filled with degth.

Cross this line, it said, and I'll rip out your heart. Cross this line and I'll gnaw your bones to
pulp and gore. Cross this line and you'll wish you'd never been born.

So for now we were safe. By now Bony Lizzie and Tusk would be running back down the hill.
Nobody would be foolish enough to tangle with the Spook’ s boggart. No wonder they’d needed me to
feed Mother Makin the blood cakes.

There was hot soup and a blazing fire waiting for usin the kitchen. | wrapped little Tommy in a warm
blanket and fed hm some soup. Later | brought down a couple of pillows and made up a bed for him
close to the fire. He dept like alog while | listened to the wind howling outside and the rain pettering
agand the windows.

It was along night but | was warm and comfortable and | fdt at peace in the Spook’s house, which
was one of the safest places in the whole wide world. | knew now that nothing unwelcome could even
enter the garden, never mind cross the threshold. It was safer than a castle with high battlements and a
wide moat. | began to think of the boggart as my friend, and a very powerful friend at thet.

Jugt before noon | carried Tommy down to the village. The men were adready back from the Long
Ridge, and when | went to the butcher’s house, the indant he saw the child, his weary frown turned into a
broad amile. | briefly explained what had happened, only going into as much detall as was necessary.

Once I'd finished, he frowned again. ‘ They need sorting out once and for dl,” he said.

| didn’'t stay long. After Tommy had been given to his mother and she’'d thanked me for the fifteenth
time, it became obvious what was going to happen. By then, about thirty or so of the village men had
gathered. Some of them were carying clubs and stout sticks and they were muttering angrily about
‘goning and burning'.

| knew that something had to be done but | didn't want to be a part of it. Despite dl that had
happened, | couldn’t stand the thought of Alice being hurt, so | went for awalk on the fdls for an hour or



S0 to clear my head, before waking dowly back towards the Spook’s house. I'd decided to St on the
bench for awhile and enjoy the afternoon sun, but someone was there aready.

It was the Spook. He was safe after dl! Until that moment I'd avoided thinking about what | was
going to do next. | mean, how long would | have stayed in his house before deciding that he wasn't going
to come back? Now it was dl sorted out because there he was, saring across the trees to where a
plume of brown smoke was risng. They were burning Bony Lizzi€ s house.

When | got close to the bench, | noticed a big, purple bruise over his left eye. He saw me glance at it
and gave me atired smile,

‘We make a lot of enemiesin this job,” he said, ‘and sometimes you need eyes in the back of your
head. Still, things didn’t work out too badly because now we ve one less enemy to worry about near
Pendle. Take a pew,’ he said, paiting the bench at his side. “What have you been up to? Tdl me what's
been happening here. Start at the beginning and finish at the end, leaving nothing out.”

So | did. | told him everything. When 1" d finished he stood up and looked down a me, his green eyes
daing into mine very hard.

‘I wish I'd known Lizzie was back. When | put Mother Mdkin into the pit, Lizzie I€ft in a bit of a
hurry and | didn't think she'd ever have the nerve to show her face again. Y ou should have told me about
medting the girl. 1t would have saved everybody alot of trouble.’

| looked down, unable to meet his eyes.
‘What was the worst thing that happened? he asked.

The memory came back, sharp and clear, of the old witch grabbing my boot and trying to drag hersdlf
out of the water. | remembered her scream as she gripped the end of the Spook’ s Staff.

When | told him about it, he Sghed long and deep.
‘Are you sure she was dead? he asked.

| shrugged. ‘ She was't bregthing. Then her body was carried to the middle of the river and swept
awvay.’

‘Well, it was a bad business, dl right, he said, ‘and the memory of it will stay with you for the rest of
your life, but you'll just have to live with it. You were lucky in taking the smdlest of my daffs with you.
That'swhat saved you inthe end. It's made of rowan, the mogt effective wood of dl when deding with
witches. It wouldn't usudly have bothered awitch that old and that strong, but she was in running water.
So you were lucky, but you did dl right for a new apprentice. You showed courage, rea courage, and
you saved a child's life. But you made two more serious mistakes.”

I bowed my head. | thought I'd probably made more than two but | wasn't going to argue.

“Your most serious mistake was in killing that witch,” the Spook said. * She should have been brought
back here. Mother Mdkinis so strong that she could even break free of her bones. It's very rare but it
can happen. Her spirit could be born into this world again, complete with dl her memories. Then she'd
come looking for you, lad, and she’' d want revenge.’

‘That would take years though, wouldn't it? | asked.



‘A newborn baby can't do much. She'd have to grow up firs

"That's the worst part of it,” the Spook said. ‘It could happen sooner than you think. Her spirit could
seize someone ese's body and use it as her own. It's cdled "possession” and it's a bad busness for
everybody concerned. After that, you'll never know when, and from which direction, the danger will
come.

‘She might possess the body of a young woman, a lass with a dazzling smile, who'll win your heart
before she takes your life. Or she might use her beauty to bend some strong man to her will, aknight or a
judge, who'll have you thrown into a dungeon where you'll be a her mercy. Then again, time will be on
her sde. She might attack when I’'m not here to help -maybe years from now when you're long past your
prime, when your eyesight’ sfaling and your joints are sarting to creak.

‘But there's another type of possession - one that's more likdy in this case. Much more likely. You
see, lad, there's a problem with keeping a live witch in a pit like that. Epecidly one so powerful who's
spent her long life practisng blood magic. She'll have been edling worms and other dithery things, with
the wet congtantly soaking into her flesh. So in the same way that a tree can dowly be petrified and
turned into rock, her body will have been dowly sarting to change. Gripping the rowan gaff would have
stopped her heart, pushing her over the barrier into death, and being washed away by the river might
have speeded up the process.

‘Inthis case, el ill be bound to her bones, like most other maevolent witches, but because of her
great strength e ll be able to move her dead body. You see, lad, €l be what we cal "wick". It's an
old County word that you' re no doubt familiar with. Just as a head of hair can be wick with lice, her dead
body is now wick with her wicked spirit. It'll be heaving like a bowl of maggots and she'll crawl, dither
or drag hersdf towards her chosen victim. And insteed of being hard, like a petrified tree, her dead body
will be soft and pliable, able to squeeze into the tiniest space. Able to 0oze up someone' s nose or into
their ear and possess their body.

‘There are only two ways to make sure that awitch as powerful as Mother Makin can’'t come back.
The firg is to burn her. But nobody should have to suffer pan like that. The other way is too horrible
even to think about. 1t's a method few have heard about because it was practised long ago, in a land far
away over the sea. According to their ancient books, if you eat the heart of a witch she can never return.
And you have to edt it raw.

‘If we practise e@ther method, we're no better than the witch we kill,; said the Spook. ‘Both are
barbaric. The only dterndive It is the pit. That's crud as wel, but we do it to protect the innocents,
those who'd be her future victims Wdll, lad, one way or the other, now she's free. There' s trouble ahead
for sure, but there' s little we can do about it now. WE I just have to be on our guard.’

‘I'll bedl right,’ | said. ‘I'll manage somehow.’

‘W, you'd better start by learning how to manage a boggart,” the Spook said, sheking his head
sadly.

‘That was your other big misake. A whole Sunday off every week? That's far too generous
Anyway, what should we do about that? he asked, gesturing towards a thin plume of smoke that was
dill just visble to the south-east.

| shrugged. ‘I suppose it'll be dl over by now,’ | said. ‘There were alot of angry villagers and they
were taking about stoning.’



‘All over with? Don’t you believe it, lad. A witch like Lizzie has a sense of andl better than any
hunting dog. She can Tiff out things before they happen and would' ve been gone long before anyone got
near. No, el have fled back to Pendle, where most of the brood live We should follow now, but I've
been on the road for days and I'm too weary and sore and need to gather my strength. But we can't
leave Lizzie free for too long or shell gart to work her mischief again. I'll have to go after her before the
end of the week and you'll be coming with me. It won't be easy but you might as well get used to the
idea. But firg thingsfird, so follow me ...’

As | followed, | noticed that he had a dight limp and was waking more dowly than usud. So
whatever had happened on Pendle, it hadn’t been without cost to himsdf. He led me into the house, up
the stairs and into the library, hating beside the furthest shelves, the ones near the window.

‘I like to keep my booksinmy library,” he said, ‘and | likemy library to get bigger rather than smdler.
But because of what's happened, I’'m going to make an exception.’

He reached up and took a book from the very top shdf and handed it to me. “You need this more
than | do,” he said. ‘A lot more!’

As books went it was't very big. It was even amdler than my notebook. Like most of the Spook’s
books, it was bound in lesther and had its title printed both on the front cover and on the spine. It sad:
Possession: the Damned, the Dizzy and the Desperate.

‘“What does thetitle mean? | asked.
‘What it says, lad. Exactly whét it says. Read the book and you'll find out.’

When | opened the book, | was disgppointed. Insde, every word on every page was printed in Latin,
alanguage | couldn’t read.

‘Study it well and carry it with you at dl times;” said the Spook. ‘It's the definitive work.’

He mugt have seen me frowning because he smiled and jabbed at the book with his finger. ‘ Definitive
means that so far it's the best book that's ever been written about possession, but it's a very difficult
subject and it was written by a young man who 4ill had a lat to learn. So it's not the last word on the
subject and there' s more to discover. Turn to the back of the book.’

| did as he told me and found that the last ten or so pages were blank.

‘If you find out anything new, then just write it down there. Every little bit heps. And don’t worry
about the fact that it'sin Latin. I'll be starting your lessons as soon as we' ve eaten.’

We went for our afternoon med, which was cooked dmogt to perfection. As | swalowed down my
last mouthful, something moved under the table and began to rub itsdf againgt my legs. Suddenly the
sound of purring could be heard. It gradudly got louder and louder until dl the plates and dishes on the
sideboard began to rattle.

‘No wonder it's happy,” sad the Spook, shaking his head. ‘One day off a year would have been
nearer the mark! Still, not to worry, it's business as usua and life goes on. Bring your notebook with you,
lad, we' ve alot to get through today.’

So | followed the Spook down the path to the bench, uncorked the bottle of ink, dipped in my pen
and prepared to take notes.



‘Once they’ ve passed the test in Horshaw,” said the Spook, starting to limp up and down in front of
the bench, ‘I usudly try to ease my apprentices into the job as gently as possible. But now that you've
been face to face with awitch, you know how difficult and dangerous the job can be and | think you're
ready to find out what happened to my last gpprentice. It’'s linked to boggarts, the topic we ve been
sudying, so you might as wel learn from it. Find a clean page and write down thisfor a heeding ...’

| did as | wastold. | wrote down, ‘How to Bind a Boggart’. Then, as the Spook told the tde, | took
notes, sruggling to keep up as usud.

As | dready knew, binding a boggart involved a lot of hard work which the Spook caled ‘laying'.
Frg apit had to be dug as close as possible to the roots of a large, mature tree. After dl the digging the
Spook had made me do, | was surprised to learn that a spook rarely dug the pit himsdf. That was
something only done in an absolute emergency. A rigger and his mate usudly attended to that.

Next you had to employ a mason to cut a thick dab of stone to fit over the pit like a gravestone. It
was very important that the stone was cut to Sze accurately so as to make a good sed. After you'd
coated the lower edge of the stone and the ingde of the pit with the mixture of iron, sdt and strong glue, it
was time to get the boggart safely indde.

That wasn't too difficult. Blood, milk or acombination of the two worked every time. The
redly difficult bit was dropping the stone into postion as it fed. Success depended on the qudity of the
help you hired.

It was best to have a mason sanding by and a couple of riggers usng chains controlled from a
wooden gantry placed above the pit, so as to lower the sone down quickly and safely.

That was the migtake that Billy Bradley made. It was late winter and the weather was foul and Billy
wasin arush to get back to hiswarm bed. So he cut corners.

He used locd labourers, who hadn’t done that type of work before. The mason had gone off for his
supper, promisng to return within the hour, but Billy was impatient and couldn’'t wait. He got the boggart
into the pit without too much trouble but ran into difficulties with the dab of stone. It was a wet night and
it dipped, trapping hisleft hand under its edge.

The chain jammed so they couldn't lift the stone, and while the labourers struggled with it, and one of
them ran back to get the mason, the boggart, in a fury a being trapped under the stone, began to attack
Billy's fingers. You see, it was one of the most dangerous boggarts of dl. They're cdled ‘Rippers and
they usudly just feed from cattle, but this one had got the taste for human blood.

By the time the stone was lifted, dmogt hdf an hour had passed, and by then it was too late. The
boggart had bitten off Billy’sfingers as far down as the second knuckle and had been busly sucking the
blood from his body. His screams of pain had faded away to a whimper, and when they got his hand
free, only histhumb was left. Soon afterwards he died of shock and loss of blood.

‘It was a sad business; sad the Spook, ‘and now he's buried under the hedge, just outsde the
churchyard at Layton - those who follow our trade don't get to rest their bones in halowed ground. It
happened just over ayear ago, and if Billy had lived, | wouldn't be taking to you now because he'd ill
be my apprentice. Poor Billy, he was a good lad and he didn't deserve thet, but it's a dangerous job and
if it's not done right...’

The Spook looked a me sadly then shrugged. ‘Learn fromiit, lad. We need courage and patience, but
above dl, we never rush. We use our brains, we think carefully, then we do what has to be done. In the



norma course of events | never send an gpprentice out on his own urtil his first year of traning is over.
Unless, of course,’ he added with afaint amile, ‘ he takes mattersinto his own hands. Then again, I’ ve got
to fed sure he's ready for it. Anyway, fird things firdt,” he said. ‘Now it's time for your fird Latin
lesson...’



Chapter Eleven

The Pit

It happened just three days later ... The Spook had sent me down into the village to collect the
week’s groceries. It was very late in the afternoon, and as | left his house carrying the empty sack, the
shadows were adready beginning to lengthen.

As | approached the dile, | saw someone standing right on the edge of the trees near the top of the
narrow lane. When | redlized thet it was Alice, my heart lurched into a more rapid beat. What was she
doing here? Why hadn’t she gone off to Pendle? And if she was dill here, what about Lizzie?

| dowed down but | had to pass her to get to the village. | could ve gone back and taken a longer
route but | didn't want to give her the satisfaction of thinking | was scared of her. Even so, once I'd
cdimbed over the dile, | stayed on the left-hand side of the lane, keeping close to the high hawthorn
hedge, right on the edge of the deep ditch than ran dong its length.

Alice was ganding in the gloom, with just the toes of her pointy shoes poking out into the sunlight.
She beckoned me closer but | kept my distance, saying a{ good three paces away. After dl that had
happened, | didn't trugt her one little bit, but | was il glad that she hadn’t been burned or stoned.

‘I've come to say goodbye,’ Alice said, ‘and warn you never to go waking near Pendle. That's
where we're going. Lizzie has family living there.’

‘I'm glad you escaped,’ | said, coming to a hdt and turning to face directly towards her. ‘1 watched
the smoke when they burned your house down.’

‘Lizzie knew they were coming,” Alice said, ‘so we got away with plenty of time to spare. Didn't sniff
you out though, did she? Knows what you did to Mother Makin, though, but only found out after it
happened.

Didn't sniff you out at al and that worries her. And she said your shadow had afunny smdl.
| laughed out loud at that. | mean, it was crazy. How could a shadow have a amdl?

‘Ain't funny, Alice accused. ‘Ain’'t nothing to laugh at. She only smeled your shadow where it hed
fdlen on the barn. | actudly saw it and it was dl wrong. The moon showed the truth of you.”



Suddenly she took two steps nearer, into the sunlight, then leaned forward a little and sniffed & me.
‘“You do ardl funny,” she said, wrinkling up her nose. She stepped backwards quickly and suddenly
looked afraid.

I smiled and put on my friendly voice. ‘Look,” | said, ‘don’'t go to Pendle. You're better off without
them. They’re just bad company.’

‘Bad company don't maiter to me. Won't change me, will it? I'm bad dready. Bad insde. You
wouldn't believe the things I’ ve been and done. I'm sorry,” she said. ‘I’ ve been bad again. I'm just not

grong enough to say no—'

Suddenly, too late, | understood the red reason for the fear on Alice's face. It wasn't me she was
scared of. It was what was standing right behind me.

I"d seen nothing and heard nothing. When | did, it was aready too late. Without warning, the empty
sack was snatched out of my hand and dropped over my head and shoulders and everything went dark.
Strong hands gripped me, pinning my arms to my sides. | struggled for a few moments, but it was usdess
| was lifted and carried as easlly as a faam hand carries a sack of potatoes. While | was being carried, |
heard voices - Alice's voice and then the voice of a woman; | supposed it was Bony Lizzie The person
carying me just grunted, so it had to be Tusk.

Alice had lured me into a trap. It had dl been carefully planned. They must have been hiding in the
ditch as | came down the hill from the house.

| was scared, more scared than I'd ever been inmy life before. | mean, I'd killed Mother Makin and
she' d been Lizzi€ s grandmother. So what were they going to do to me now?

After an hour or so | was dropped onto the ground so hard thet dl the air was driven from my lungs

As soon as | could breathe again, | struggled to get free of the sack, but somebody thumped me twice
inthe back - thumped me so hard that | kept very ill. I'd have done anything to avoid being hit like that
agan so | lay there, hardly daring to bresthe while the pain dowly faded to adull ache.

They used rope to tie me then, binding it over the sack, around my arms and head and knotting it
tightly. Then Lizzie said something that chilled me to the bone.

‘There, we ve got him safe enough. You can start digging now.’

Her face came very close to mine so that | could smdl her foul breath through the sacking. It was like
the breath of a dog or a cat. ‘Wdll, boy,” she said. ‘How does it fed to know that you'll never see the

light of day agan?

When | heard the sound of distant digging, | began to shiver with fright. I remembered the Spook’s
tde of the mine’ swife, especidly the worgt bit of dl when she'd lain there paralysed, unable to cry out
while her husband dug her grave. Now it was going to happen to me. | was going to be buried dive and
I’d have done anything just to see daylight again, even for a moment.



At firg, when they cut my ropes and pulled the sack from me, | was rdlieved. By then the sun had
gone down, but | looked up and could see the stars, with the waning moon low over the trees. | fdt the
wind on my face and it had never fdt so good. My feding of rdief didn’t last more than a fev moments
though, because | started to wonder exactly what they had in mind for me. | couldn’t think of anything
worse than being buried dive, but Bony Lizzie probably could.

To be honest, when | saw Tusk close up for the fird time, he wasn't quite as bad as | expected. In a
way he'd looked worse the night he was chasing me. He waan't as old as the Spook but his face was
lined and wesatherbeaten, and a mass of greasy grey hair covered his head. His teeth were too big to fit
into his mouth, which meant that he could never close it properly, and two of them curved upwards like
ydlow tusks on ether Sde of his nose. He was big too, and very hary with powerful muscular ams. I'd
fdt thet grip and had thought it bad enough, but | knew that he had the power in those shoulders to
squeeze me so tightly that dl the air would be forced from my body and my ribs would shatter.

Tusk had a big curved knife at his belt, with a blade that looked very sharp. But the worst thing about
hm was his eyes. They were completely dull. It was as if there was nothing dive insde his head; he was
just something that obeyed Bony Lizzie without even a thought. | knew that he'd do anything she told him
without question, no matter how terrible it was.

Asfor Bony Lizzie, she waan't skinny at dl and | knew, from my reading in the Spook’s library, that
she was probably cdled that because she used bone magic. I'd dready andled her breath, but a a
glance you'd never have taken her for a witch. She wasn't like Mother Mdkin, dl giveled with age,
looking like something that was dready dead. No, Bony Lizzie was just an older verson of Alice
Probably no older than thirty-five, she had pretty brown eyes and harr as black as her niece's. She wore
agreen shawl and a black dress fastened neeily at her dim waist with a narrow legther belt. There was
catanly afamily resemblance - except for her mouth. It wasn't the shape of it, it was the way she moved
it; the way it twisted and sneered when she talked. One other thing | noticed was that she never looked
mein the eye.

Alice wasn't like that. She had a nice mouth, il shaped for amiling, but | redized then that she would
eventualy become just like Bony Lizzie

Alice had tricked me. She was the reason | was here rather than safe and sound back in the Spook’s
house, egting my supper.

At anod from Bony Lizzie, Tusk grabbed me and tied my hands behind my back. Then he seized me
by the arm and dragged me through the trees. Firgt of dl | saw the mound of dark soil, then the deep pit
besdeit, and | smdled the wet, loamy stink of freshly turned earth. It samelled sort of dead and dive a
the same time, with things brought to the surface that redly belonged deep underground.

The pit was probably more than seven feet deep, but unlike the one the Spook had kept Mother
Mdkin in, it was irregular in shape, just a greet big hole with steep sides. | remember thinking that with dl
the practice I'd had, | could have dug one far better.

At tha moment the moon showed me something dse - something I'd have preferred not to see.
About three paces away, to the left of the pit, there was an oblong of freshly turned soil. It looked just
like anew grave.

Without time even to begin worrying about that, | was dragged right to the edge of the pit and Tusk
forced my head back. | had a glimpse of Bony Lizzi€ s face close to mine, something hard was janmed
into my mouth and a cold, bitter-tasting liquid was poured down my throat. It tasted vile and filled my



throat and mouth to the brim, sailling over and even erupting out of my nose so that | began to choke,
gasping and struggling for breath. | tried to soit it out but Bony Lizzie pinched my nodtrils hard with her
finger and thumb, so that in order to bresathe | first had to swallow.

That done, Tusk let go of my head and transferred his grip back to my left am. | saw then what had
been forced into my mouth - Bony Lizzie held it up for meto see. It was a smdl bottle made out of dark
glass. A bottle with along, narrow neck. She turned it so that its neck was pointing to the ground and a
few drops fdl to the earth. The rest was dready in my stomach.

What had | drunk? Had she poisoned me?

‘That'll keep your eyes wide open, boy,” she said with a sneer. “Wouldn't want you dozing off, would
we? Wouldn't want you to miss anything.’

Without warning, Tusk swung me round vidlently towards the pit and my ssomach lurched as | fdl into
space. | landed heavily but the earth a the bottom was soft, and dthough the fal winded me, | was
unhurt. So | twisted round to look up at the stars, thinking that maybe | was going to be buried dive after
dl. But ingead of a shovdful of dirt fdling towards me, | saw the outline of Bony Lizzieés head and
shoulders peering down, a slhouette againgt the tars. She started to chant in a strange sort of throaty
whisper, though | couldn’t catch the actud words.

Next she stretched her arms out above the pit and | could see that she was holding something in each
hand. Giving a strange cry, she opened her hands and two white things dropped towards me, landing in
the mud close to my knees.

By the moonlight | saw dearly what they were. They dmost seemed to be glowing. She'd dropped
two bones into the pit. They were thumb-bones - | could see the knuckles,

‘Enjoy your last night on this earth, boy,” she caled down to me. ‘But don’t worry, you won't be
londy because I'll leave you in good company. Dead Billy will be coming to dam his bones. Just next
door, heis so he's not got too far to go. HE Il be with you soon and you two have a lot in common. He
was Old Gregory’s lagt gpprentice and he won't take kindly to you having taken his place. Then, just
before dawn, we'll be paying you one last vigt. Well be coming to collect your bones. They're specid,
your bones are, even better than Billy’s and taken fresh they’ll be the most useful I've had for a long
time’

Her face drew back and | heard footsteps waking away.

So that was what was going to happen to me. If Lizzie wanted my bones it meant that she was going
to kill me. | remembered the big curved blade that Tusk wore & his bet and | began to tremble.

Before thet | had Dead Billy to face. When she'd said, ‘ Just next door’, she must have meant the new
grave next to the pit. But the Spook had said that Billy Bradley was buried just outsde the churchyard a
Layton. Lizzie must have dug up his body, cut off his thumbs and buried the rest of hm here amongst the
trees. Now he’'d be coming to get his thumbs back.

Would Billy Bradley want to hurt me? I’d never done him any harm but he'd probably enjoyed being
the Spook’ s apprentice. Maybe he' d looked forward to finishing histime and becoming a spook himsdf.
Now I’d taken what he once had. Not only that - what about Bony Lizzie€'s spdl? He might think | was
the one who'd cut off his thumbs and thrown them into the pit...

I managed to kned up and spent the next few minutes desperately trying to untie my hands. It was



hopeless. My gruggles seemed to be making the rope even tighter.

| fet strange too: light-headed and dry-mouthed. When | looked up at the stars they seemed to be
very bright and each star had atwin. If | concentrated hard, | could make the double stars become angle
agan, but as soon as | relaxed, they drifted apart. My throat was burning and my heart pounding three or
four times faster than its normd pace.

| kept thinking about what Bony Lizzie had said. Dead Billy would be coming to find his bones. Bones
that were lying in the mud less than two paces from where | was kneding. If my hands had been freg, I'd
have hurled them from the pit.

Suddenly | saw a dight movement to my left. Had | been standing, it would' ve been just about leve
with my head. | looked up and watched as along, plump, white, maggoty head emerged from the sde of
the pit. It was far, far bigger than any worm I’d ever seen before. Its blind, bloated head moved in a dow
arde asit wriggled out the rest of its body. What could this be? Was it poisonous? Could it bite?

And then it came to me. It was a coffin worm! It must be something that had been living in Billy
Bradley’s coffin, growing fat and deek. Something white that had never seen the light of day!

| shuddered as the coffin worm wriggled out of the dark earth and plopped into the mud a my feet. |
logt gght of it then asiit quickly burrowed benesth the surface.

Being so big, the white worm had didodged quite a bit of soil from the side of the pit, leaving behind a
hale like a narrow tunnd. | watched it, horrified but fascinated, because there was something else moving
ingde it. Something disturbing the earth, which was cascading from the hole to form a growing mound of
s0il.

Not knowing what it was made it worse. | had to see what wasindgde so | struggled to get to my fedt.
| staggered, feding light-headed again, the stars garting to spin. | dmog fdl but | managed to take a
step, lurching forward so that | was close to the narrow tunne, now just about leve with my head.

When | looked indde, | wished | hadn't.

| saw bones. Human bones. Bones that were joined together. Bones that were moving. Two hands
without thumbs. One of them without fingers. Bones squeching in the mud, dragging themselves towards
me through the soft earth. A grinning skull with gaping teeth.

It was Dead Billy, but instead of eyes, his black sockets stared back a me, cavernous and empty.
When a white, fleshless hand emerged into the moonlight and jerked towards my face, | stepped
backwards, nearly fdling, sobbing with fear.

At that moment, just when | thought 1 might go out of my mind with terror, the ar suddenly became
much colder and | sensed something to my right. Someone dse had joined me in the pit. Someone who
was ganding where it was impossible to stand. Haf his body was on view; the rest was embedded in the
wadl of earth.

It was a boy not much older than me. | could only see his left-hand Sde because the rest of him was
somewhere behind, dill in the soil. Just as easily as stepping through a door, he svung his right shoulder
towards me and the rest of him entered the pit. He amiled a me. A warm, friendly amile

‘The difference between waking and dreaming,” he said. ‘That's one of the hardest lessons to learn.
Learn it now, Tom. Learn it now beforeit'stoo late ...’



For the fird time | noticed his boots. They looked very expensve and had been crafted from best
qudity leather. They were just like the Spook’s.

He lifted his hands up then, so that they were at each Sde of his head, pams facing outwards. The
thumbs were missng from each hand. His left hand was aso without fingers.

It was the ghost of Billy Bradley.

He crossed his hands over his chest and smiled once more. As Billy faded away he seemed happy
and a peace.

| understood exactly what he'd told me. No, | was't adeep, but in a way I'd been dreaming. I'd
been dreaming the dark dreams that had come out of the bottle that Lizzie had forced into my mouth.

When | turned back to look a the hole, it had gone. There never had been a skeleton crawling
towards me. Nether had there been a coffin worm.

The potion must have been some kind of poison: something that made it difficult to tdl the difference
between waking and dreaming. That was what Lizzie had given me. It had made my heart beat faster and
made it impossble for me to deep. It had kept my eyes wide open, but it had dso made them see things
that weren't redly there,

Soon afterwards the stars disappeared and it began to rain heavily. It was a long, uncomfortable, cold
night and | kept thinking about what would happen to me before dawn. The nearer it got the worse | felt.

About an hour before sunrise the rain eased to a light drizzle before fading away dtogether. Once
more | could see the stars, and by now they no longer seemed double. | was soaked and cold but my
throat had stopped burning.

When a face appeared overhead looking down into the pit, my heart began to race because | thought
it was Lizzie come to collect my bones. But to my rdief it was Alice.

‘Lizzieé s sent me to see how you're getting on,” she caled down softly. ‘Has Billy been yet?
‘He' s been and gone,’ | told her angrily.
‘1 never meant for thisto happen, Tom. If only you hadn’t meddied, it would have been dl right.’

‘Been dl right? | said. ‘By now another child would be dead and the Spook too, if you'd had your
way. And those cakes had the blood of a baby insde. Do you cdl that being dl right? Y ou come from a
family of murderers and you' re a murderer yoursdlf!’

‘Aint true. It an't true, that!” Alice protested. ‘ There was no baby. All | did was give you the cakes.’

‘BEven if that were s0,” | indgted, ‘you knew what they were going to do afterwards. And you
would've let it happen.’

‘I an't that strong, Tom. How could | stop it? How could | stop Lizzie?

‘I"'ve chosen what | want to do,’ | told her. ‘But what will you choose, Alice? Bone magic or blood
meagic? Which one? Which one will it be?



‘Ain't going to do ether. | don’t want to be like them. I'll run away. As soon as | get the chance, I'll
be off.’

‘If you meen that, then help me now. Help me to get out of the pit. We could run away together.’

‘It's too dangerous now,” Alice said. ‘I'll run away later. Maybe weeks from now when they ain't
expecting it

“You meen after I'm dead. When you' ve got more blood on your hands ...’

Alice didn't reply. | heard her begin to cry softly, but just when | thought she was on the verge of
changing her mind and helping me, she walked away.

| sat there in the pit, dreading what was going to happen to me, remembering the hanging men and
now knowing exactly how they must have fdt before they died. | knew that I'd never go home. Never
see my family again. 1'd just about given up dl hope when footsteps approached the pit. 1 stood up,
terrified, but it was Alice again.

‘Oh, Tom, I'm sorry,” she said. "They're sharpening their knives ...

The worst moment of al was approaching and | knew that | only had one chance. The only hope |
hed was Alice.

‘If you'reredly sorry, then you'll hdp me;” | said softly.
‘Ain't nothing | can do,” she cried. ‘Lizzie could turn on me. She don't trust me. Thinks I’'m soft.’
‘Go and fetch Mr Gregory,’ | said. ‘Bring him here’

‘Too late for that, an't it,” Alice sobbed, shaking her head. ‘Bones taken in daylight are no use to
Lizzie No use a dl. The best time to take bones is just before the sun comes up. So they’ll be coming
for you in afew minutes That's dl the time you've got.’

‘Then get me aknife’ | said.
‘No usg, that,” she said. ‘' Too strong, they are. Can't fight ‘em, can you?
‘No,’ | sad. ‘I want it to cut the rope. I'm going to run for it

Suddenly Alice was gone. Had she gone to fetch a knife or would she be too scared of Lizzie? |
waited afew moments, but when she didn’t come back | became desperate. | struggled, trying to pull my
wrids gpart, trying to snap the rope, but it was no use.

When aface peered down a me, my heart jumped with fear, but it was Alice holding something out
over the pit. She dropped it, and asit fdl, metd gleamed in the moonlight.

Alice hadn't let me down. It was a knife. If | could just cut the rope I'd be free ...

At firgt, even with my hands tied behind my back, | never had any doubt inmy mind that | could do it.
The only danger was that | might cut mysdf a bit, but what did that matter compared to what they’d do
to me before the sun came up? It didn’t take me long to get a grip on the knife. Pogitioning it againg the
rope was more difficult and it was very hard to move it. When | dropped it for the second time, | began
to panic. There couldn’t be more than aminute or o before they came for me.



“You'll have to do it for me’ | cdled up to Alice. *Come on, jump down into the pit.’

| didn’t think she'd redlly do it, but to my surprise she did. She didn’t jump but lowered hersdf down
feet fird, facing the sde of the pit and hanging onto the edge with her arms. When her body was fully
extended, she dropped the find two feet or so.

It didn’t take her long to cut the rope. My hands were free and dl we had to do was get out of the pit.
‘Let me stand on your shoulders,” | said. "Then I'll pull you up.’

Alice didn't argue, and at the second attempt | managed to baance on her shoulders and drag mysdf
up onto the wet grass. Then came the redly hard part - pulling Alice out of the pit.

| reached down with my left hand. She gripped it hard with her own and placed her right hand on my
wrig for extra support. Then | tried to pull her up.

My firg problem was the wet, dippery grass and | found it hard to keep mysdf from being dragged
over the edge. Then | redized that | didn't have the strength to do it. I'd made a big mistake. Just
because she was agirl, that didn’'t necessarily make her weaker than me. Too late | remembered the way
she'd pulled the rope to make the Spook’s bell dance. She'd done it dmost effortlesdy. | should have let
her stand on my shoulders. | should have let her get out of the pit first. Alice would have pulled me up
without any trouble.

It was then that | heard the sound of voices. Bony Lizzie and Tusk were coming through the trees
towards us.

Bdow me | saw Alice's feet scrabbling againg the side of the pit, trying to get a hold. Desperation
gave me extra strength. | gave a sudden heave and she came up over the edge and collapsed beside me.

We got away judt in time, running hard with the sound of other feet running behind us. They were quite
along way back at fird, but very gradudly they began to get closer and closer.

| don't know how long we ran for. It fdt like alifetime. | ran until my legs fdt like lead and the breath
was burning in my throat. We were heading back towards Chipenden - | could tdl that from the
occasond glimpses| got of the fdls through the trees. We were running towards the dawn. The sky was
greying now and growing lighter by the minute. Then, just as | fdt | couldn’t take another step, the tips of
the fdls were gowing a pale orange. It was sunlight and | remember thinking that even if we were caught
now, a least it was daylight and so my bones would be of no useto Lizzie

Aswe came out of the trees onto a grassy dope and began to run up it, my legs findly began to fall.
They were turning to jdly and Alice was garting to pull away from me. She glanced back a me, her face
terrified. | could ill hear them crashing through the trees behind us.

Then | came to a complete and sudden hdlt. | stopped because | wanted to stop. | stopped because
there was no need to run any further.

There, ganding at the summit of the dope ahead, was a tdl figure dressed in black carrying a long
geff. 1t was the Spook dl right but somehow he looked different. His hood was thrown back and his
hair, lit by the rays of the risng sun, seemed to be sreaming back from his head like orange tongues of
flame.

Tusk gave a sort of roar and ran up the dope towards him, brandishing his blade, with Bony Lizzie



close a his heds. They weren't bothered about us for the moment. They knew who their main enemy
was. They could ded with us later.

By now Alice had come to ahdt too, so | took a couple of shaky steps to bring mysdf leve with her.
We both watched as Tusk made hisfind charge, lifting his curved blade and bdlowing angrily as he ran.

The Spook had been ganding as dill as a statue, but then in response he took two big strides down
the dope towards him and lifted his gaff high. Aiming it like a spear, he drove it hard towards Tusk’s
head. Just before it made contact with his forehead, there was a sort of dick and a red flane appeared at
the very tip. There was a heavy thud as it struck home. The curved knife went up in the air and Tusk’s
body fdl like a sack of potatoes. | knew he was dead even before he hit the ground.

Next the Spook cast his g&ff to one sde and reached indde his cloak. When his left hand appeared
agan it was dutching something that he cracked highin the air like awhip. It caught the sun and | knew it
was aglver chan.

Bony Lizzie turned and tried to run but it was too late: the second time he cracked the chain, it was
followed dmost immediady by a thin, high, metdlic sound. The chain began to fal, shagping itsdf into a
spird of fire to bind itsdf tightly around Bony Lizzie. She gave one greet shriek of anguish, then fdl to the
floor.

| walked with Alice to the summit of the dope. There we saw that the slver chain was wrapped tightly
about the witch from head to toe. It was even tight across her open mouth, hard againg her teeth. Her
eyes were ralling in her head and her whole body was twitching with effort, but she couldn’t cry out.

| glanced across a Tusk. He was lying on his back with his eyes wide open. He was dead dl right
and there was a red wound in the middle of his forehead. | looked at the gaff then, wondering about the
flane!’d seen a itstip.

My master looked gaunt, tired and suddenly very old. He kept shaking his head asif he was weary of
lifeitsdlf. In the shadow of the dope, his hair was back to its usud grey colour and | redized why it had
seemed to stream back from his head: it was saturated with sweat and he'd dicked it back with his hand
so that it stuck up and out behind his ears. He did it again as | watched. Beads of sweat were dripping
from his brow and he was bresthing very rapidly. | redized he'd been running.

“How did you find us? | asked.

It was awhile before he answered, but at last his breething began to dow and he was able to speak.
‘There are 9gns, lad. Tralls that can be followed, if you know how. That's something else you'll have to
learn.

He turned and looked at Alice. ‘That's two of them dedt with, but what are we going to do about
you? he asked, saring at her hard.

‘She helped me escape,’ | sad.
‘Isthat s0? asked the Spook. ‘But what else did she do?

He looked hard a methen and | tried to hold his gaze. When | looked down at my boots he made a
dicking noise with histongue. | couldn’t lieto him and | knew that he'd guessed that she'd played some
part in what had happened to me.



He looked at Alice again. ‘Open your mouth, girl,” he said harshly, his voice full of anger. ‘1 want to
See your teeth!’

Alice obeyed and the Spook suddenly reached forward, seizing her by the jaw. He brought his face
close to her open mouth and sniffed very loudly.

When he turned back to me his mood seemed to have softened and he gave a deep sgh. ‘Her bresath
is sweet enough,” he said. * Y ou've smdled the breath of the other? he asked, rdeasng Alice's jaw and
pointing down at Bony Lizzie

| nodded.

‘It's caused by her diet, he sad. ‘And it tels you right away what she's been up to. Those who
practise bone or blood magic get ataste for blood and raw mest. But the girl ssemsadl right.’

Then he moved hisface close to Alice’'s again. ‘Look into my eyes, girl,” he told her. ‘Hold my gaze
aslong asyou can.’

Alice did as he told her but she couldn’'t ook a him for long even though her mouth was twitching
with the effort. She dropped her eyes and began to cry softly.

The Spook looked down at her pointy shoes and shook his head sadly. ‘I don’t know, he said,
tuning a me again. ‘I just don’'t know what to do for the best. It's not just her. We ve others to think
about. Innocents who might suffer in the future. She's seen too much and she knows too much for her
own good. It could go ether way with her and | don’t know if it's safe to let her go. If she goes east to
join the brood at Pendle, then el be logt for ever and €l just add to the dark.’

‘Haven't you anywhere ese you could go? | asked Alice gently. ‘ No other relaions?

‘There s avillage near the coast. It's cdled Staumin. I’ ve another aunt lives there. Perhaps she'd take
mein...

‘Is she like the others? the Spook asked, saring a Alice again.

‘Not so you'd notice,’ she replied. ‘Stll, it'sa long way and | an't ever been there before. Could
take three days or more to get there’

‘I could send the lad with you,” said the Spook, his voice suddenly a lot kinder. ‘He's had a good
look a my maps so | reckon he should be able to find the way. When he gets back hell be learning how
to fold them up properly. Anyway, it's decided. I’'m going to give you a chance, girl. It's up to you
whether you take it. If you don't, then one day well meet again and the next time you won't be so
lucky.’

Then the Spook pulled the usud cloth from his pocket. Indde it was a hunk of cheese for the journey.
‘Jugt 0 you don't go hungry,” he said, ‘but don't eat it dl & once.’
I hoped we might find something better to eat on the way but | ill mumbled my thanks.

‘Don’'t go sraight to Staumin,” said the Spook, saring a me hard without blinking. ‘I want you to go
home again fird. Take this girl with you and let your mother talk to her. I’ve a feding she might just be
ableto help. I'll expect you back within two weeks.’



That brought a amile to my face. After dl that had happened, a chance to go home for a while was a
dream come true. But one thing did puzzie me because | remembered the letter my mam had sent the
Spook. He hadn’'t seemed that happy with some of the things she'd said. So why should he think my
mam would be able to hdp Alice? | didn’'t say anything, because | didn't want to risk making the Spook
have second thoughts. | was just glad to be away.

Before we left, | told him about Billy. He nodded sadly but said not to worry because he'd do what
Was hecessary.

As we st off, | glanced back and saw the Spook carrying Bony Lizzie over his left shoulder and
griding away towards Chipenden. From behind you' d have taken him for a man thirty years younger.



Chapter Twelve

The Desperate And The Dizzy

Aswe came down the hill towards the farm, warm drizzle was drifting into our faces. Somewhere far
off adog barked twice, but below us everything was quiet and ill.

It was late afternoon and | knew that my dad and Jack would be out in the fidds, which would give
me a chance to tak to Mam aone. It was easy for the Spook to tdl me to take Alice home with me, but
the journey had given metime to think and | didn’t know how Mam would take it. | didn't fed she'd be
happy having someone like Alice in the house, especidly when | told her what she'd been up to. And as
for Jack, I'd a pretty good idea what his reaction would be. From what Ellie had told me last time about
his attitude to my new job, having the niece of awitch in the house was the last thing he’ d want.

As we crossed the yard | pointed to the barn. ‘Better sheter under there | sad. ‘I'll go in and
explan.’

No sooner had | spoken than the loud cry of a hungry baby came from the direction of the farmhouse.
Alice s eyes met mine briefly, then she looked down and | remembered the last time we' d been together
when achild had cried.

Without a word, Alice turned and walked into the barn, her slence no more than | expected. You'd
think that after dl that had happened, there d have been a lot to tak about on the journey, but we'd
hardly spoken. | think she'd been upset by the way the Spook had held her by the jaw and amndled her
breath. Maybe it had made her think about dl the things she'd been up to in the past. Whatever it was,
she' d seemed deep in thought and very sad for most of the journey.

| suppose | could have tried harder but | was too tired and weary, so we'd walked in slence urttl it
hed grown into a habit. It was a migake: | should have made the effort to get to know Alice better then -
it might have saved me allat of trouble later.

As| jerked open the back door the crying stopped and | heard another sound, the comforting dick of
Mam's rocking chair.

The chair was by the window but the curtains weren't fully drawn and | could see by her face that



she'd been peering through the narrow gap between them. She'd watched us enter the yard, and as |
came into the room, she began to rock the charr fagter and harder, saring & me dl the while without
blinking, one hdf of her face in darkness, the other lit by the large candle that was flickering in its big
brass holder in the centre of the table.

“When you bring a guest with you, it's good manners to invite her into the house,’ she said, her voice
amixture of annoyance and surprise. ‘I thought I’ d taught you better than that.’

‘Mr Gregory told me to bring her here | said. ‘Her name's Alice but she's been keeping bad
company. He wants you to talk to her but | thought it was best to tdl you what's happened fird, just in
case you didn’t want to invite her in.

So | drew up achar and told Mam exactly what had happened. When 1’d finished she let out a long
sgh, then afaint amile softened her face.

“You've done wel, son,” she told me. “You're young and new to the job so your mistakes can be
forgiven. Go and bring that poor girl in, then leave us done to talk. Y ou might want to go upstairs and say
hdllo to your new niece. Elliewill certainly be glad to see you.’

So | brought Alicein, Ieft her with my mam and went upgtairs.

Hllie was in the biggest bedroom. It used to belong to my mam and dad but they'd let her and Jack
have it because there was room for another two beds and a cot, which would come in ussful as thar
family grew.

| knocked ligntly on the door, which was haf open, but only looked into the room when Hlie caled
out for me to go in. She was gtting on the edge of the big double bed feeding the baby, its head
haf-hidden by her pink shawl. As soon as she saw me her mouth widened into a amile that made me fed
welcome, but she looked tired and her hair lank and greasy. Although | looked away quickly, Hlie was
sharp and | knew she'd seen me gaing and read the expresson in my eyes, because she quickly
smoothed the hair away from her eyes.

‘Oh, I'm sorry, Tom,” she said. ‘| mug look a mess -I've been up dl night. I've just grabbed an
hour's deep. You've got to get it while you can with a very hungry baby like this. She cries a lat,
especidly at night.”

‘How old isshe? | asked.
‘el be just 9x days old tonight. She was born not long after midnight last Saturday.’

That was the night I’d killed Mother Makin. For amoment the memory of it came rushing back and a
shiver ran down my spine.

‘Here, she' sfinished feading now,” Bllie said with asmile *Would you like to hold her?

That was the lagt thing | wanted to do. The baby was so smdl and delicate that | was scared of
queezing it too hard or dropping it and | didn’t like the way its head was so floppy. It was hard to say
no though, because Hllie would have been hurt. Asit was, | didn’'t have to hold the baby for long because
the moment it wasin my armsiits little face went red and it began to cry.

‘| don't think it likesme,’ | told Ellie



‘She’s a she not an it, Hllie scolded, meking her face dl stern and outraged. ‘Don’t worry, it's not
you, Tom,” she said, her mouth softening into asmile. ‘I think she’ s ill hungry, that's dl.’

The baby stopped crying the moment Elhe took her back and | didn't Stay long after that. Then, on
my way downdairs, | heard a sound from the kitchen | hadn’t expected.

It was laughter, the loud, hearty laughter of two people getting on very wel together. The moment |
opened the door and waked in, Alice's face became very serious, but Mam carried on laughing aoud
for afew moments, and even when she stopped, her face was dill lit up with a wide smile They'd been
sharing a joke, avery funny joke, but | didn't like to ask what it was and they didn't tdl me. The look in
both their eyes made mefed that it was something private.

My dad once told me that women know things that men don’'t. That sometimes they have a certain
look in their eyes, but when you see it, you should never ask them what they’re thinking. If you do they
might tdl you something you don't want to hear. Wdll, whatever they’d been laughing at had certainly
brought them closer; from that moment on it seemed asif they’ d known each other for years. The Spook
hed been right. If anyone could sort Alice out, it had to be Mam.

| did notice one thing though. Mam gave Alice the room opposite hers and Dad’s. They were the two
rooms at the top of the fird flight of stairs. Mam had very sharp ears and it meant that if Alice so much as
turned over in her deep, she would heer it.

So for dl that laughter, Mam was dill watching Alice.

When he came back from the fidds, Jack gave me a redly dark scowl and muttered to himsdf. He
seemed angry a something. But Dad was pleased to see me, and to my surprise he shook hands with
me. He aways shook hands when gregting my other brothers who'd left home but this was the fird time
for me. 1t made me fed sad and proud at the same time. He was tregting me as if | were a man, making
my own way in the world.

Jack hadn’t been in the house five minutes when he came looking for me. ‘Outside,” he said, keeping
hisvoice low so that nobody ese could hear. ‘1 want to tak to you.

We walked out into the yard and he led the way round the side of the barn, close to the pigpens,
where we couldn’t be seen from the house.

“Who's the girl you' ve brought back with you?

‘Her name s Alice. It’'s just someone who needs help,’ | said. ‘The Spook told me to bring her home
s0 that Mam could talk to her.’

‘What do you mean, she needs help?

*She' s been keegping bad company, that's dl.

‘What sort of bad company?

| knew hewouldn’t likeit but | had no choice. | had to tdl him. Otherwise he'd only ask Mam.

“Her aunt’s awitch, but don’t worry - the Spook’ s sorted it dl out and we ll only be saying for a few



days’
Jack exploded. I'd never seen him so angry.

‘Don’'t you have the sense you were born with? he shouted. ‘Didn't you think? Didn't you think
about the baby? There' s an innocent child living in this house and you bring home someone from a family
likethat! It's beyond belief!’

He raised hisfig and | thought he was going to thump me. Instead, he smashed it sideways into the
wal of the barn, the sudden thud sending the pigs into a frenzy.

‘Mam thinksit'sdl right,” | protested.

‘Aye, Mam would,” said Jack, his voice suddenly lower, but dill harsh with anger. ‘How could she
refuse her favourite son anything? And she's just too good hearted, as wdl you know. That's why you
shouldn't take advantage. Look, it's meyou'll answer to if anything happens. | don't like the look of that
girl. She looks shifty. I'll be watching her carefully and if she takes one step out of line, you'll both be on
your way before you can blink. And you'll earn your keep while you're here. She can help around the
house to make things easier for Mam and you can pull your weght with the farm work.’

Jack turned and started to wak away, but he dill had more to say. ‘Being so occupied with more
important things,’ he added sarcagticdlly, ‘you might not have noticed how tired Dad looks. He's finding
the job harder and harder.’

‘Of course I'll help,” | cdled after him, *and so will Alice’

At supper, apart from Mam, everyone was redly quiet. | suppose it was having a stranger Stting at
the table with us. Although Jack’s manners wouldn't let him complain outright, he scowled at Alice
amaog as much as he did at me. So it was a good job Mam was chearful and bright enough to light up
the whole table.

Hlie had to leave her supper twice to attend to the baby, which kept crying fit to bring the roof down.
The second time she fetched it downdtairs.

‘Never known a baby to cry so much,” said Mam with agmile ‘At least it's got strong, hedthy lungs’

Its tiny face was dl red and screwed up again. | would never have sad it to Hllie but it wasn't the
best looking of babies. Its face reminded me of an angry little old woman. One moment it was crying fit
to burgt; then, very suddenly, it became 4ill and quiet. Its eyes were wide open and it was daing
towards the centre of the table, where Alice was seated close to the big brass candlestick. At fird |
didn't think anything of it. | thought Ellie's baby was just fascinated by the candle flame. But later Alice
helped Mam to clear the table, and each time Alice passed by, the baby followed her with its blue eyes
and suddenly, dthough the kitchen was warm, | shivered.

Later | went up to my old bedroom, and when | sat down in the wicker char by the window and
gazed out, it was asif I'd never left home.

As| looked northwards, towards Hangman's Hill, 1 thought about the way the baby had seemed so
interested in Alice. When | remembered what Bllie had said earlier, | shivered again. Her baby had been
born after midnight on the night of the ful moon. It was too close to be just a coincidence. Mother



Makin would have been swept away by the river about the time that Elli€s baby had been born. The
Spook had warned me that shed come back. What if shed come back even ealier than he'd
predicted? He expected her to be wick. But what if he was wrong? What if she'd broken free of her
bones and her spirit had possessed Elli€ s baby at the very moment of its birth?

| didn't deep awink that night. There was only one person | could talk to about my fears and thet
was Mam. The difficulty was in getting her done without drawing attention to the fact that | was doing it.
Mam cooked and did other chores that kept her busy most of the day, and usudly it would have been no
problem to tak to her in the kitchen because | was working close by. Jack had given me the job of
repairing the front of the barn and | mugt have hammered in hundreds of shiny new nalls before sunset.

Alice was the difficulty, though: Mam kept her with her dl day, redly making the gil work hard. You
could see the sweat on her brow and the frowns that kept furrowing her forehead, but despite that, Alice
never complained even once.

It was only after supper, when they’d finished the clatter of washing and drying the dishes, that | findly
got my chance. That morning Dad had gone off to the big soring market in Topley. As wdl as conducting
his busness, it gave him a rare chance to meet up with a few of his old friends, so he'd be away for two
or three days. Jack was right. He did ook tired and it would give him a break from the farm.

Mam had sent Alice off to her room to get some rest, Jack had his feet up in the front room and Bllie
was updairs trying to grab haf an hour's deep before the baby woke again for feeding. So, wasting no
time a dl, | started to tdl Mam what was worrying me. She'd been rocking in her chair but I'd hardly
managed to blurt out my fird sentence before the chair came to a hdt. She ligened carefully as | told her
of my fears and reasons to suspect the baby. But her face remained so 4ill and cadm that 1I’d no idea
what she was thinking. No sooner had | spat out my last word than she rose to her fedt.

‘Wait there,’ she said. ‘We need to sort this out once and for dAl.’

She left the kitchen and went upstairs. When she came back she was carrying the baby, wrapped in
Ellie s shawl. ‘Bring the candle,’ she said, moving towards the door.

We went out into the yard, Mam waking fast, as if she knew exactly where she was going and what
she was going to do. We ended up at the other Sde of the cattle midden, sanding in the mud on the edge
of our pond, which was deep enough and large enough to provide water for our cows even through the
driest summer months.

‘Keep the candle high so we can see everything, Mam said. ‘1 want there to be no doubt.’

Then, to my horror, she stretched out her arms and held the baby over the dark, ill water. ‘If she
floats, the witch isingde her, Mam said. ‘If she sinks, she's innocent. Right, let’s see ...’

‘No!" | shouted, my mouth opening dl by itsdf and the words just tumbling out faster than | could
think. ‘Don’'t do it, please. It's Ellie's baby’

For a moment | thought she was going to let the baby fdl anyway, then she smiled and hed it close
again and kissed it on the forehead very gently. ‘Of course it's Hllie's baby, son. Can't you tdl that just
by looking at her? Anyway, "sMimming' isatest carried out by fools and doesn’'t work anyway. Usudly
they tie the poor woman's hands to her feet and throw her into deep, gill water. But whether she sinks or
floats depends on luck and the kind of body she has. It's nothing to do with witcheraft.’



‘What about the way the baby kept saring a Alice? | asked.

Mam amiled and shook her head. ‘A newborn baby's eyes aren't able to focus properly,’ she
explained. ‘It was probably just the light of the candle that caught her attention. Remember - Alice was
gtting close to it. Later, each time Alice passed by, the baby’s eyes would just have been drawn by the
changein the light. It's nothing. Nothing to worry about at dl.’

‘But what if Elli€ s baby is possessed anyway? | asked. ‘What if there’s something ingde her that we
can't see?

‘Look, son, I've ddivered both good and evil into thisworld and | know evil just by looking at it. This
isa good child and there’ s nothing ingde her to worry about. Nothing at al.’

‘lan't it strange though, that Ellies baby should be born about the same time that Mother Mdkin
died?

‘Not redly, Mam answered. ‘It's the way of things. Sometimes, when something bad leaves the
world, something good entersinits place. I’ ve seen it happen before.’

Of course, | redized then that Mam had never even considered dropping the baby and had just been
trying to shock some sense into me, but as we waked back across the yard, my knees were dill
trembling with the thought of it. It was then, as we reached the kitchen door, that | remembered
something.

‘Mr Gregory gave me a little book dl about possesson,’ | said. ‘He told me to read it carefully, but
the trouble i, it'swritten in Latin and I’ ve only had three lessons so far’

“It's not my favourite language, Mam said, pausing by the door. ‘I'll see what | can do but it'll have
to wait until | get back - I'm expecting to be cdled away tonight. In the meantime, why don’t you ask
Alice? She might be able to help.’

Mam was right about being cdled away. A cart came for her just after midnight, the horses dl in a
swedt. It seemed that a farmer’s wife was having a redly bad time of it and had aready been in [abour
for more than a day and anight. It was along way as well, dmaost twenty miles to the south. That meant
that Mam would be away for a couple of days or more.

| didn't redly want to ask Alice to hep with the Latin. You see, | knew the Spook would have
disapproved. After dl, it was a book from his library and he wouldn't have liked the idea of Alice even
touching it. Still, what choice did | have? Since coming home, 1'd been thinking about Mother Makin
more and more and | just couldn’'t get her out of my mind. It was jugt an indinct, just a feding, but | fdt
thet she was somewhere out there in the dark and she was getting nearer with each night thet passed.

So the fallowing night, after Jack and Ellie had gone to bed, | tapped softly on Alice's bedroom door.
It wasn't something | could ask her during the day because she was dways busy, and if Hlie or Jack
overheard, they wouldn't like it. Epecidly with Jack’ s didike of spook’s business.

| had to rap twice before Alice opened the door. I'd been worried that she might dready be in bed
adeep, but she 4ill hadn’'t undressed and | couldn’'t stop my eyes from glanang down a her pointy
shoes. On the dressing table there was a candle set close to the mirror. It had just been blown out - it
was dill smoking.



‘Can | comein? | asked, holding my own candle high so thet it lit her face from above. ‘There's
something | need to ask you.’

Alice nodded me ingde and closed the door.
‘I've a book that | need to read, but it's written in Latin. Mam said you might be able to help.’
‘Whereisit? Alice asked.

‘In my pocket. It's only a smdl book. For anyone who knows Latin, reading it shouldn’'t take that
long.’

Alice gave a deep, weary Sgh. ‘I'm busy enough asitis,’ she complained. ‘What' s it about?

‘Possesson. Mr Gregory thinks Mother Makin could come back to get me and that shell use
possession.’

‘Let’s seeit then,” she asked, holding out her hand. | placed my candle next to hers, then reached into
my breeches and pulled out the amdl book. She skimmed through the pages without a word.

‘Can you read it? | asked.
‘Don’'t see why not. Lizzie taught me and she knows her Lain backwards.’
‘So you'll hdp me?

Shedidn't reply. Instead she brought the book very close to her face and sniffed it loudly. *You sure
thisisany good? she asked. ‘Written by a priest, thisis, and they don’t usudly know that much.’

‘Mr Gregory cdled it the "ddfinitive work”,” | said, ‘which means it’s the best book ever written on
the subject.’

She looked up from the book then, and to my surprise her eyes were filled with anger. ‘I know what
definiive means,” she said. ‘Think I'm stupid or something? Studied for years, | have, while you've only
just started. Lizzie had lots of books but they're dl burned now. All gone up in flames’

| muttered that | was sorry and she gave me agmile

‘Troubleis,’ she said, her voice suddenly softening, ‘reading this|l take time and I'm too tired to Start
now. Tomorrow your mam'll ill be away and I'll be as busy as ever. That sster-inlaw of yours has
promised to help but she'll mostly be busy with the baby, and the cooking and deaning will take me most
of the day. But if you wereto help ...’

| didn’'t know what to say. I’d be hdping Jack so | wouldn't have much free time. The trouble was,
men never did any cooking or deaning and it wasn't just that way on our farm. It was the same
everywhere in the County. Men worked on the farm, outdoors in dl weathers, and when they came in,
the women had a hot med waiting on the table. The only time we ever helped in the kitchen was on
Chrigmas Day, when we did the washing up as a specid treat for Mam.

It was asif Alice could read my mind because her amile grew wider. “Won't be too hard, will it? she
asked. ‘Women feed the chickens and hdp with the harvest, so why shouldn’t men help in the kitchen?
Jugt hdp me with the washing up, that's al. And some of the pansU need scouring before | start



cooking.’

So | agreed to wha she wanted. What choice did | have? | only hoped that Jack wouldn't catch me
a it. He'd never understand.

| got up even earlier than usud and managed to scour the pans before Jack came down. Then | took
my time over breskfast, eding very dowly, which was unlike me and enough to draw at least one
suspicious glance from Jack. After he'd gone off into the fidds, | washed the pots as quickly as | could
and et to drying them. | might have guessed what would happen because Jack never had much patience.

He came into the yard cursing and swearing and saw me through the window, his face dl screwed up
indisbelief. Then he spat into the yard and came round and pulled open the kitchen door with a jerk.

‘When you're ready, he said sarcadticdly, ‘thereé's men's work to be done. And you can start by
checking and repairing the pigpens. Snout’s coming tomorrow. There are five to be daughtered and we
don't want to spend dl our time rounding up strays.’

Snout was our nickname for the pig butcher, and Jack was right. Pigs sometimes panicked when
Shout got to work and if there was any weakness in the fence then they’ d find it for sure.

Jack turned to stlamp away and then suddenly cursed loudly. | went to the door to see wha was the
matter. He'd accidentdly stepped on a big fat toad, squashing it to a pulp. It was supposed to be bad
luck to kill afrog or atoad and Jack cursed again, frowning so much that his black bushy eyebrows met
inthe middle. He kicked the dead toad under the drain spout and went off, shaking his head. | couldn’t
think what had got into him. Jack never used to be so bad tempered.

| stayed behind and dried up every lagt pot - as he'd caught me at it, | might as well finish the job.
Besides, pigs stank and | wasn't much looking forward to the job that Jack had given me.

‘Don’t forget the book,” | reminded Alice as | opened the door to leave, but she just gave me a
drange smile.

| didn’t get to speak to Alice done again until |ate that night, after Jack and Ellie had gone off to bed. |
thought I'd have to vigt her room again, but insead she came down into the kitchen carrying the book
and sat hersdlf down in Mam’s rocking chair, close to the embers of thefire,

‘Made agood job of those pans, you did. Must be desperate to find out what's in here,” Alice said,
tapping the spine of the book.

‘If she comes back, | want to be ready. | need to know what | can do. The Spook sad €l
probably be wick. Do you know about that?

Alicg s eyes widened and she nodded.
‘So | need to be ready. If there's anything in that book that can help, | need to know about it.’

‘This priest an't like the others,” Alice said, halding the book out towards me. ‘Mostly knows his
guff, he does. Lizzie would love this more than midnight cakes.’



| pushed the book into my breeches pocket and drew up a stool on the other side of the hearth, facing
what was |eft of the fire Then | started to question Alice. At fird it was redly hard work. She didn’t
volunteer much, and what | did manage to drag out of her just made me fed alot worse.

| began with the strange title of the book: The Damned, the Dizzy and the Desperate. What did it
mean? Why cdl the book that?

‘Frg word isjudt priest-talk,” Alice said, turning down the corners of her mouth in disapprova. ‘They
just use that word for people who do things differently. For people like your mam, who don't go to
church and say the right prayers. People who aren't like them. People who are left-handed, she said,
gving me aknowing amile.

‘Second word’s more ussful,” Alice continued. ‘A body that's newly possessed has poor baance. It
keeps faling over. Takes time, you see, for the possessor that's moved in to fit itsdf comfortably into its
new body. It’s like trying to wear in anew pair of shoes. Makes it bad tempered too. Someone cam and
placid can strike out without warning. So that's another way you can tell.

“Then, as for the third word, that’s easy. A witch who once had a hedthy human body is desperate to
get another one. Then, once she succeeds, she's desperate to hold onto it. Ain't going to give it up
without afight. She'll do anything. Anything at dl. That's why the possessed are so dangerous.’

‘If she came here, who would it be? | asked. ‘If she were wick, who would she try to possess?
Would it be me? Would she try to hurt me that way?

‘Would if she could,” Alice said. *Ain't easy though, what with you being what you are. Like to use
metoo, but | won't give her the chance. No, shell go for the weakest. The easiest.’

‘Bllie s baby?

‘No, that an't no use to her. She'd have to walt till it's dl grown up. Mother Makin never had much
patience, and being trapped in that pit at Old Gregory’s would have made her worse. If it's you she's
coming to hurt, first she'll get hersdlf a strong hedthy body.’

‘Hliethen? Shell choose Hllid’

‘Don’'t you know anything? Alice said, shaking her head in dishdli€f. ‘Ellie s strong. She' d be difficult.
No, men are much easier. Epecialy a man whose heart dways rules his head. Someone who can fly into
atemper without even thinking.

‘Jack?

‘Itll be Jack for sure. Think what it'd be like to have big strong Jack after you. But the book’s right
about one thing. A body that’s newly possessed is easier to ded with. Desperate it is but dizzy too.’

| got my notebook out and wrote down anything that seemed important. Alice didn't talk as fast as
the Spook, but after abit she got into her stride and it wasn't long before my wrist was aching. When it
came to the redly important business - how to ded with the possessed - there were lots of reminders that
the origind soul was 4ill trapped insde the body. So if you hurt the body you hurt that innocent soul as
wdl. So judt killing the body to get rid of the possessor was as bad as murder.

In fact that section of the book was disgppointing: there didn’t seem to be alot you could do. Being a
priest, the writer thought that an exorcism, usng candles and holy water, was the best way to draw out



the possessor and release the victim, but he admitted that not dl priests could do it and that very few
could do it redly well. It seemed to me that some of the priests who could do it were probably seventh
sons of seventh sons and that was whet redlly mattered.

After dl that, Alice said she fdt tired and went up to bed. | was feding deepy too. I'd forgotten how
hard farm work could be and | was aching from head to foot. Once up inmy room, | sank gratefully onto
my bed, anxious to deep. But down in the yard the dogs had started to bark.

Thinking that something must have darmed them, | opened the window and looked out towards
Hangman's Hill, taking a deep bresth of night air to steady mysdf and clear my head. Gradudly the dogs
became quieter and eventudly stopped barking atogether.

As | was about to close the window, the moon came out from behind a cloud. Moonlight can show
the truth of things - Alice had told me that - just as tha big shadow of mine had told Bony Lizze that
there was something different about me. This wasn't even a full moon, just a waning moon shrinking
down to a crescent, but it showed me something new, something that couldn’t be seen without it. By its
light, | could see afant Slver trall winding down Hangman's Hill. It crept under the fence and across the
north pasture, then crossed the eastern hay fidd until it vanished from Sght somewhere behind the barn. |
thought of Mother Malkin then. I'd seen the Slver trall the night I'd knocked her into the river. Now here
was another trail that looked just the same and it had found me,

My heart thudding in my chest, | tiptoed downstairs and dipped out through the back door, dosng it
carefully behind me. The moon had gone behind a cloud, so when | went round to the back of the barn,
the dlver trail had vanished, but there was dill clear evidence that something had moved down the hill
towards our farm buildings. The grass was flattened, asif agiant snal had dithered acrossiit.

| waited for the moon to reappear so that | could check the flagged area behind the barn. A few
moments later the cloud blew away and | saw something that redlly scared me. The slver trall gleamed in
the moonlight and the direction it had taken was unmistakable. It avoided the pigpen and snaked round
the other sde of the barn in a wide arc to reach the far edge of the yard. Then it moved towards the
house, ending directly under Alice's window, where the old wooden haich covered the steps that led
down to the cdllar.

A few generations back, the farmer who'd lived here used to brew de which he'd supplied to the
locd fams and even a couple of inns Because of that, the locds cdled our fam ‘Brewer’'s Farm’
dthough we just cdled it “home’ . The steps were there so that barrels could be taken in and out without
having to go through the house.

The hatch was dill in place covering the steps, a big rusty padlock holding its two haves in postion,
but there was a narrow gap between them, where the two edges of the wood didn’'t quite meet. It was a
gap no wider than my thumb, but the dlver tral ended exactly there and | knew that whatever had
dithered towards this point had somehow dipped through that tiny gap. Mother Makin was back and
she was wick, her body soft and pligble enough to dip through the narrowest of gaps.

She was dready inthe cdlar.

We never used the cdllar now but | remembered it well enough. It had a dirt floor and it was modly
ful of old barrels. The walls of the house were thick and hollow, which meant that soon she could be
anywhere ingde the walls, anywhere in the house.

| glanced up and saw the flicker of a candle flame in the window of Alice's room. She was il up. |



went ingde, and moments later | was standing outside her bedroom door. The trick was to tep just loud
enough to let Alice know | was there without waking anybody ese up. But as | hedd my knuckles close
to the door ready to knock, | heard a sound from ingde the room.

| could hear Alicg s voice. She seemed to be talking to someone.

| didn’t like what | was hearing but | tapped anyway. | waited a moment, but when Alice didn't come
to the door, | put my ear againg it. Who could she be talking to in her room? | knew that Hlie and Jack
were dready in bed, and anyway | could only hear one voice and that was Alice's. It seemed different,
though. It reminded me of something I’d heard before. When | suddenly remembered what it was, |
moved my ear away from the wood asif it had been burned and took a big step away from the door.

Her voice was rigng and fdling, just like Bony Lizzi€ s had when she' d been sanding above the pit,
holding a amdl white thumb-bone in each hand.

Almog before | redized what | was doing, | seized the door handle, turned it and opened the door
wide.

Alice, her mouth opening and dosing, was chanting a the mirror. She was dtting on the edge of a
sraight-backed chair, saring over the top of a candle flaneinto the dressing-table mirror. | took a deep
breath, then crept nearer so as to get a better 1ook.

Being a County spring and after dark the room had a chill to it, but despite that there were big beads
of sweat on Alice's brow. Even as | watched, two came together and ran down into her left eye and then
beyond it onto her cheek like a tear. She was daring into the mirror, her eyes very wide, but when |
cdled her name she never even blinked.

I moved behind the chair and caught the reflection of the brass candlestick in the mirror, but to my
horror the face in the mirror above the flame didn’t belong to Alice.

It was an old face, haggard and lined, with coarse grey and white hair fdling like curtains across each
gaunt cheek. It was the face of something that had spent along timein the damp ground.

The eyes moved then, flicking to the left to meet my gaze. They were red points of fire. Although the
face cracked into a amile, the eyes were burning with anger and hate.

There was no doubt. It was the face of Mother Makin.

What was happening? Was Alice aready possessed? Or was she somehow using the mirror to talk to
Mother Mdkin?

Without thinking, | seized the candlestick and swung its heavy base into the mirror, which exploded
with a loud crack followed by a glittering, tinkling shower of fdling glass. As the mirror shattered, Alice
screamed, loud and Srill.

It was the worst screech you can possbly imagine. It was filled with torment and it reminded me of
the noise a pig sometimes makes when it's daughtered. But | didn't fed sorry for Alice, even though now
she was crying and pulling at her hair, her eyes wild and filled with terror.

| was aware that the house was quickly filled with other sounds. The firg was the cry of Elli€'s baby;
the second was a man's deep voice curang and swearing; the third was big boots samping down the
dairs.



Jack burdt furioudy into the room. He took one look at the broken mirror, then stepped towards me
and raised hisfig. | suppose he mugt have thought it was dl my fault, because Alice was ill screaming, |
was holding the candlestick, and there were smdl cuts on my knuckles caused by flying glass.

Jug intime, Ellie came into the room. She had her baby cradled in her right arm and it was il crying
fit to burst, but with her free hand she got a grip on Jack and pulled a him until he unclenched his fig and
lowered hisarm.

‘No, Jack,” she pleaded. ‘What good will that do?

‘I can't believe you've done that,” Jack said, glaiing a me. ‘Do you know how old that mirror was?
What do you think Dad will say now? How will he fed when he sees this?

No wonder Jack was angry. It had been bad enough waking everybody up, but that dressng table
hed belonged to Dad’s mam. Now that Dad had given me the tinderbox, it was the lagt thing he owned
that once belonged to his family.

Jack took two steps towards me. The candle hadn’t gone out when I'd broken the mirror but when
he shouted again it began to flicker.

‘Why did you do it? What on earth’ s got into you? he roared.

What could | say? So | just shrugged, then stared down at my boots.
‘What are you doing in this room anyway? Jack persisted.

| didn’t answer. Anything | said would only make it worse.

‘Stay in your own room from now on,” Jack shouted. ‘I’ve a good mind to send the pair of you
packing now.’

| glanced towards Alice, who was 4ill gtting on the chair, her head in her hands. She'd stopped
crying but her whole body was shaking.

When | looked back, Jack’s anger had given way to darm. He was daring towards Hllie, who
suddenly seemed to stagger. Before he could move, she lost her balance and fdl back againg the wall.
Jack forgot about the mirror for a few moments while he fussed over Ellie

‘I don't know what came over me;’ she sad, dl flustered. ‘I suddenly fdt light-headed. Oh! Jack!
Jack! | nearly dropped the baby!’

“You didn’'t and it's safe. Don't worry yoursdlf. Here let me take her ...’

Once he had the baby in hisarms, Jack cadmed down. *For now, just clear this mess up,’” he told me.
‘Well tak about it in the morning.”

Hlie walked across to the bed and put her hand on Alice s shoulder. ‘Alice, you come downgtairs for
abit while Tom tidiesup,” she said. ‘I'll make usdl adrink.’

Moments later they'd dl gone down to the kitchen, leaving me to pick up the pieces of glass. After
about ten minutes | went down there mysdf to get a brush and pan. They were gtting round the kitchen
table Spping herb tea, the baby adeep in Hlies ams. They weren't taking and nobody offered me a



drink. Nobody even glanced in my direction.

| went back upgtairs and cleared the mess up as best | could, then went back to my own room. | sat
on the bed and stared through the window, feding terrified and done. Was Alice dready possessed?
After dl, it had been Mother Mdkin's face saring back out of the mirror. If she was, then the baby and
everyone else wasin red danger.

She hadn't tried to do anything then, but Alice was rdatively smdl compared with Jack, so Mother
Makin would have to be dy. She'd wait for everyone to go to deep. I'd be the man target. Or maybe
the baby. A child's blood would increase her strength.

Or had | broken the mirror just in time? Had | broken the spdl at the very moment when Mother
Makin was about to possess Alice? Another possibility was that Alice had just been taking to the witch,
usng the mirror. Even so, that was bad enough. It meant | had two enemies to worry about.

| needed to do something. But what? While | sat there, my head whirling, trying to think things
through, there was a tap on my bedroom door. | thought it was Alice so | didn’'t go. Then a voice cdled
my name oftly. It was Ellie, so | opened the door.

‘Can we tdk ingde? she asked. ‘I don’t want to risk waking the baby. I've only just got her off to
degp agan’

| nodded, so Hllie camein and carefully closed the door behind her.
“You dl right? she asked, looking concerned.
| nodded miserably but couldn’'t meet her eyes.

“Would you like to tdl me about it? she asked. ‘You're a sensble lad, Tom, and you mugt have had
avery good reason for what you did. Taking it through might make you fed better.’

How could | tdl her the truth? | mean, Bllie had a baby to care for, so how could | tdl her that there
was a witch somewhere loose in the house with a taste for children’s blood? Then | redized that, for the
sake of the baby, | would have to tdl her something. She had to know just how bad things were. She
hed to get away.

‘Thereis something, Ellie But | don’t know how to tdl you.’
Hllie smiled. * The beginning would be as agood a place asany ...’

‘Something’s followed me back here;’ | said, looking Hlie straight in the eyes. * Something evil that
wants to hurt me. That'swhy | broke the mirror. Alice was talking to it and—'

Ellies eyes suddenly flashed with anger. ‘Tdl Jack that, and you certainly would fed his fis! You
mean you've brought something back here, when I’'ve got a new baby to care for? How could you?
How could you do that?

‘I didn’t know it was going to happen,” | protested. ‘I only found out tonight. That's why I'm tdling
you now. You need to leave the house and take the baby to safety. Go now, before it'stoo late’

‘What? Right now? In the middle of the night?



| nodded.

Hlie shook her head firmly. ‘Jack wouldn't go. He wouldn’'t be driven out of his own house in the
middle of the night. Not by anything. No, I'll wait. I'm going to stay here and I'm going to say ny
prayers. My mother taught me that. She said that if you pray redly hard, nothing from the dark can ever
harm you. And | redly do believe that. Anyway, you could be wrong, Tom,” she added. ‘Y ou're young
and only just beginning to learn the job, so it may not be quite as bad as you think. And your mam should
be back a any time If not tonight, then certainly tomorrow night. Shell know what to do. In the
meantime, just keep out of that girl’s room. There's something not right about her.’

As | opened my mouth to speak, intending to have one more go a persuading her to leave, an
expression of darm suddenly came over Elli€'s face and she sumbled and put her hand againg the wal
to save hersdf from falling.

‘Look what you've done now. | fed faint just thinking about what's going on here’

She sat down on my bed and put her head in her hands for a few moments, while | just stared down
a her miserably, not knowing wheat to do or say.

After a few moments she dimbed back to her feet again. ‘We need to tak to your mam as soon as
she gets back, but don't forget, stay away from Alice until then. Do you promise?

| promised, and with a sad smile Hllie went back to her own room.
It was only when she’' d gone thet it struck me ...

Hlie had sumbled for a second time and said she'd fdt light-headed. One sumble could be just
chance. Jugt tiredness. But twicel She was dizzy. Hllie was dizzy and that was the firg sgn of possession!

| began to pace up and down. Surdy | was wrong. Not Ellie It couldn’'t be Ellie Maybe Hllie was
just tired. After dl, the baby did keep her awake a lot. But Ellie was strong and hedthy. She'd been
brought up on a fam hersdf and wasn't one to let things drag her down. And dl that talk about saying
prayers. She could have said that so that | wouldn't suspect her.

But hadn’'t Alice told me that Blie would be difficult to possess? She'd dso sad that it would
probably be Jack, but he hadn’t shown any Sgn of dizziness. Still, there was no denying that he had
become more and more bad tempered and aggressive too! If Ellie hadn't hed him back he'd have
thumped my head off my shoulders.

But of course, if Alice were in league with Mother Mdkin, everything she said would be intended to
put me off the scent. | couldn’t even trust her account of the Spook’s book! She could have told me lies
dl dong! | couldn’t read Lain so there was no way to check what she'd said.

| redlized that it could be any one of them. An attack could occur a any moment and | hadn't any
way of knowing who it would come froml!

With luck, Mam would be back before dawn. She’'d know what to do. But dawn was a long time off
50 | couldn’'t afford to deep. I'd have to keep watch dl night long. If Jack or Ellie were possessed, there
was nothing | could do about it. | couldn’t go into their room, so dl | could do was keep an eye on Alice.

| went outsde and sat on the gtairs between the door to Hllie and Jack’s room and my own. From
there | could see Alice' s door below. If she left her room, at least I'd be able to give awarning.



| decided that if Mam wasn't back, I'd leave a dawn; apart from her, there was just one more
chance of help...

It was a long night, and at firs | jumped a the dightet sound - a creak of the tairs or a fant
movement of the floorboards in one of the rooms. But gradudly | cdmed down. It was an old house and
these were the noises | was used to - the noises you expected as it dowly settled and cooled down
during the night. However, as dawn approached, | started to fed uneasy again.

| began to hear fant scratching noises from ingde the walls. It sounded like fingernalls dawing a stone
and it wasn't dways in the same place. Sometimes it was further up the gtairs on the left; sometimes
below, close to Alice's room. It was so fant that it was hard to tdl whether | wasimagining it or not. But
| began to fed cold, redly cold, and that told me that danger was nesr.

Next the dogs began to bark, and within a few minutes the other animas were going crazy too, the
hary pigs squeding so loud you'd have thought the pig butcher had dready arrived. If tha wasn't
enough, the row started the baby crying again.

| was s0 cold now that my whole body was shaking and trembling. | just had to do something.

On the riverbank, facing the witch, my hands had known what to do. This time it was my legs that
acted faster than | could think. | stood up and ran. Terrified, my heart hammering, | bounded down the
dairs, adding to the noise. | just had to get outsde and away from the witch. Nothing else mattered. Al
my courage had gone.



Chapter Thirteen

Hairy Pigs

| ran out of the house and headed north, sraight for Hangman's Hill, ill in a panic, only dowing
down when I'd reached the north pasture. | needed help and | needed it fast. | was going back to
Chipenden. Only the Spook could help me now.

Once I'd reached the boundary fence, the animas suddenly fdl slent and | turned and looked back
towards the farm. Beyond it, | could just see the dirt road winding away in the distance, like a dark gain
on the patchwork of grey fidds.

It was then that | saw alight on the road. There was a cart moving towards the farm. Was it Mam?
For a few moments my hopes were high. But as the cart neared the fam gate, | heard a loud hawking
cough, the noise of phlegm being gathered in the throat and then somebody spat. It was just Snout, the
pig butcher. He' d five of our biggest hairy pigs to ded with; once dead, each one took a lot of scraping
30 he was making an early sart.

He d never done me any harm but | was dways glad when he'd finished his business and left. Mam
hed never liked him ether. She didiked the way he kept hawking up thick phlegm and spitting it out into
the yard.

He was a big man, taler even than Jack, with knotted muscles on his forearms. The muscles were
necessary for the work he did. Some pigs weighed more than a man and they fought like mad to avoid
the knife. However, there was one part of Snout that had gone to seed. His shirts were dways short,
with the bottom two buttons open, and his fat, white, hairy bely hung down over the brown leather apron
he wore to stop his trousers getting soaked with blood. He couldn’t have been much more than thirty, but
hishair was thin and lank.

Disappointed that it wasn't Mam, | watched him unhook the lantern from the cart and begin to unload
histools. He set up for business at the front of the barn, right next to the pigpen.

I’d wasted enough time and started to dimb over the fence into the wood when, out of the corner of
nmy eye, | saw a movement on the dope below. A shadow was heading my way, hurrying towards the
dile at the far end of the north pasture.



It was Alice. | didn’t want her following me but it was better to ded with her now than later, so | sat
on the boundary fence and waited for her to reach me. | didn't have to wait long because she ran dl the
way up the hill.

She didn’'t come that close but stayed about nine or ten paces away, her hands on her hips, trying to
catich her breath. | looked her up and down, seeing again the black dress and the pointy shoes. | must
have woken her up when I’d run down the stairs; to reach me so soon she must have got dressed quickly
and followed me graight away.

‘I don't want to talk to you,” | cdled across to her, nervousness meking my voice wobbly and higher
then usud. ‘Don’t waste your time following me either. You've had your chance, so from now on you'd
better keep wdl away from Chipenden.’

“You better had talk to meif you know what's good for you,” Alice said. *Soon it'll be too late so
there’ s something you' d better know. Mother Makin's dreedy here’

‘| know that,’ | said. ‘| saw her!’

‘Not just in the mirror, though. It an't just that. She's back there, somewhere ingde the house,’ Alice
sad, pointing back down the hill.

‘I told you, | know that,” | said angrily. ‘ The moonlight showed me the trail she made, and when |
came updairs to tdl you that, whet did | find? Y ou were dready taking to her and probably not for the
fird time’

| remembered the firgt night when | went up to Alice's room and gave her the book. As | went indde,
the candle had dill been smoking in front of the mirror.

“You probably brought her here” | accused. ‘Y ou told her where | was'’

‘Ain't true, that,” Alice said, an anger in her voice that matched my own. She took about three steps
closer to me. *Sniffed her out, | did, and | used the mirror to see where she was. Didn't redize she was
90 close, did 1?7 She was too strong for me so | couldn't bresk away. Lucky you came in when you did.
Lucky for me you broke that mirror.’

| wanted to believe Alice but how could | trust her? When she moved a couple of paces nearer, | hdf
turned, ready to jump down onto the grass on the other sde of the fence. ‘I'm going back to Chipenden
to fetch Mr Gregory,’ | told her. ‘He Il know whét to do.’

‘Ain't time for that, said Alice. *“When you get back it'll be too late. There's the baby to think about.
Mother Makin wants to hurt you but shell be hungry for human blood. Young blood's what she likes
best. That's what makes her strongest.’

My fear had made me forget about Ellie's baby. Alice was right. The witch wouldn't want to possess
it but she'd certainly want its blood. When | brought the Spook back it would be too late.

‘But what can | do? | asked. ‘“What chance have | got againg Mother Makin?

Alice shrugged and turned down the corners of her mouth. * That's your business. Surely Old Gregory
taught you something that could be usgful? If you didn’'t write it down in that notebook of yours, then
maybe it'singde your head. You just have to remember it, that's dl.



‘He' s not said that much about witches,” | said, suddenly feding annoyed with the Spook. Most of my
traning so far had been about boggarts, with little bits on ghasts and ghosts, while dl my problems had
been caused by witches.

| dill didn't trust Alice, but now, after what she'd jugt said, | couldn’t leave for Chipenden. I'd never
get the Spook back here in time. Her warning about the threet to Ellie's baby seemed wel intentioned,
but if Alice were possessed, or on Mother Makin's side, they were the very words that gave me no
choree but to go back down the hill towards the farm. The very words that would keep me from warning
the Spook, yet keep me where the witch could get her hands on me at atime of her own choosing.

On the way down the hill | kept my distance from Alice, but she was a my sde when we waked into
the yard and crossed close to the front of the barn.

Snout was there sharpening his knives, he looked up when he saw me and nodded. | nodded back.
After he'd nodded at me he just stared at Alice without speaking, but he looked her up and down twice.
Then, just before we reached the kitchen door, he whistled long and loud. Snout’s face had more in
common with a pig's than with awolf’s but it was that kind of whigtle, heavy with mockery.

Alice pretended not to hear him. Before making the breakfast she had another job to do: she went
draght into the kitchen and started preparing the chicken we'd be having for our midday med. It was
henging from a hook by the door, its neck off and its inddes dready pulled out the evening before. She
st to work deaning it with water and sdlt, her eyes concentrating hard on what she was doing so that her
busy fingers wouldn't miss the tiniet bit.

It was then, as | watched her, tha | findly remembered something that might just work againg a
possessed body.

SAt and iron!

| couldn’t be sure but it was worth atry. It was what the Spook used to bind a boggart into a pit and
it might just work againgt a witch. If | threw it at Someone possessed, it might just drive Mother Makin
out.

| didn’t trust Alice and didn’t want her to see me hdping mysdf to the sdlt, so | had to wait until she'd
stopped deaning the chicken and Ieft the kitchen. That done, before going out to start my own chores, |
pad avigt to Dad's workshop.

It didn’t take me long to find what | needed. From amongs the large collection of files on the shdf
above his workbench | chose the biggest and roughest toothed of them al. It was the one cdled a
‘bastard’ which, when | was younger, gave me the only chance of ever usng that word without getting a
dip round the ear. Soon | wasfiling away at the edge of an old iron bucket, the noise setting my teeth on
edge. But it wasn't long before an even louder noise split the air.

It was the scream of adying pig, the firg of five.

| knew that Mother Makin could be anywhere, and if she hadn't dready possessed someone, she
might choose a vidim at any moment. So | had to concentrate and be on my guard at dl times. But at
least now | had something to defend mysdf with.

Jack wanted me to help Snout but | was dways ready with an excuse, daiming that | was finishing this
or just about to do that. If I got stuck working with Snout | wouldn't be able to keep an eye on everyone
dse Asl wasjud his brother vigting for afew days, not the hired help, Jack wasn't able to insg but he



came very closeto it.

In the end, after lunch, his face as black as thunder, he was forced to hdp Snout himsdf, which was
exactly what | wanted. If he was working in front of the barn, |1 could keep an eye on him from a
distance. | kept usng excuses to check on Alice and Hllie too. Either one of them could be possessed,
but if it were Ellie, there’d not be much chance of saving the baby: most of the time it was dther in her
ams or degping inits cot close to her sde.

| had the st and iron but | wasn't sure whether it would be enough. The best thing would have been
a gdlver chain. Even a short one would have been better than nothing. When | was little, I'd once
overheard Dad and Mam taking about a siver chain that belonged to her. I'd never seen her wearing
one but it might ill be in the house somewhere - maybe in the storeroom just below the dtic, which
Mam aways kept locked.

But thar bedroom wasn't locked. Normally I'd never have gone into their room without permisson
but | was desperate. | searched Mam's jewelery box. There were brooches and rings in the box, but no
glver chain. | searched the whole room. | fdt redly guilty looking through the drawers but | did it
anyway. | thought there might have been a key to the storeroom but | didn’t find it.

While | was searching, | heard Jack’ s big boots coming up the stairs. | kept very dill, hardly daring to
breathe, but he just came up to his bedroom for a few moments and went sraight down again. After that,
| completed my search but found nothing so | went down to check on everyone once more.

That day the air had been Hill and cam, but when | walked by the barn, a breeze had sprung up. The
aun was beginning to go down, lighting everything up in awarm, red glow and promising fine westher for
the falowing day. At the front of the barn three dead pigs were now hanging, head down, from hig
hooks. They were pink and freshly scraped, the last one Hiill dripping blood into a bucket, and Snout was
on his knees wrestling with the fourth, which was giving im a hard time of it - it was difficult to tdl which
of them was grunting the loudest.

Jack, the front of his shirt soaked in blood, glared a me as | passed but | just smiled and nodded.
They were just getting on with the work in hand and there was 4ill quite a bit to do, so they'd be at it
long after the sun had set. But so far there wasn't the dightest Sgn of dizziness, not even a hint of

possession.

Within an hour it was dark. Jack and Snout were dill working by the light of the fire that was flickering
their shadows across the yard.

The horror began as | went to the shed at the back of the barn to fetch a bag of spuds from the store

| heard a scream. It was a scream filled with terror. The scream of a woman fading the very worst
thing that could possibly happen to her.

| dropped the sack of potatoes and ran round to the front of the barn. There, | came to a sudden hdlt,
hardly able to believe what | was seeing.

Hlie was standing about twenty paces away, holding both her arms out, screaming and screaming as if
she were being tortured. At her feet lay Jack, blood dl over his face. | thought Ellie was screaming
because of Jack - but no, it was because of Snout.

He was fading towards me, as if he were waiting for me to arrive. In his left hand he was holding his



favourite sharp knife, the long one he dways used to cut a pig's throat. | froze in horror because | knew
what I'd heard in Elli€' s scream.

With hisright arm, he was cradling her baby.

There was thick pig blood on Snout’s boots and it was ill dripping onto them from his apron. He
moved the knife closer to the baby.

‘Come here, boy,” he called in my direction. ‘Come to me.” Then he laughed.

His mouth had opened and closed as he spoke but it wasn't his voice that came out. It was Mother
Makin's Neither was it hisusud deep belly-rumble of laughter. It was the cackle of the witch.

| took adow step towards Snout. Then another one. | wanted to get closer to him. | wanted to save
Ellies baby. | tried to go faster. But | couldn’'t. My feet fdt as heavy as lead. It was like desperately
trying to run in a nightmare. My legs were moving asif they didn’'t belong to me.

| suddenly redlized something that brought me out in a cold swest. | wasn't just moving towards Snout
because | wanted to. It was because Mother Mdkin had summoned me. She was drawing me towards
hm at the pace she wanted, drawing me towards his waiting knife. | wasn't going to the rescue. | was
just going to die. | was under some sort of spell. A spel of compulson.

I'd fdt something Smilar down by the river, but just in time my left hand and am had acted by
themsalves to knock Mother Makin into the water. Now my limios were as powerless as my mind.

| was moving closer to Snout. Closer and closer to his waiting knife. His eyes were the eyes of
Mother Makin, and his face was bulging horribly. It was as if the witch ingde were digtorting its shape,
awdling the cheeks close to burding, bulging the eyes close to popping, beetling the brow into craggy
overhanging diffs, below them the bulbous, protruding eyes centred with fire, casting a red, baeful glow
before them.

| took another step and fdt my heart thud. Another step and it thudded again. | was much nearer to
Snhout by now. Thud, thud went my heart, a beat for each step.

When | was no more than five paces from the waiting knife, | heard Alice running towards us,
screaming my name. | saw her out of the corner of my eye, moving out of the darkness into the glow
from the fire. She was heading sraight towards Snout, her black hair streaming back from her head as if
she were running directly into agae.

Without even bregking her tride, she kicked towards Snout with dl her might. She amed just above
his leather apron, and | watched the toe of her pointy shoe disappear so deeply into his fat bely that only
the hed was vishle

Shout gasped, doubled over and dropped Ellie's baby, but, lithe like a year-old cat, Alice dropped to
her knees and caught her just before she hit the ground. Then she spun away, running back towards Ellie

At the very moment that Alice's pointy shoe touched Snouf’s by, the pdl was broken. | was free
agan. Free to move my own limbs Free to move. Or free to attack.

Snout was dmaost bent in two but he straightened back up, and dthough he'd dropped the baby, he
was dill halding the knife. | watched as he moved it towards me. He staggered a hit too - perhaps he
was dizzy, or maybe it was just a reaction to Alice' s pointy shoe.



Free of the spdl, awhale range of fedings surged up insde me. There was sorrow for what had been
done to Jack, horror a the danger Elli€s baby had been in and anger that this could happen to my
family. And in that moment | knew that | was born to be a spook. The very best spook who'd ever lived.
| could and would make Mam proud of me.

You see, rather than being filled with fear, | was dl ice and fire. Degp ingde | was raging, full of hot
anger that was threatening to explode. While on the outsde | was as cold as ice, my mind sharp and
clear, my breathing dow.

| thrust my hands into my breeches pockets. Then | brought them out fadt, each fis full of whet it had
found there, and hurled each handful straight at Snout’s head, something white from my right hand and
something dark from my left. They came together, awhite and a black cloud, just as they struck his face
and shoulders.

Sdt and iron - the same mixture so effective againg a boggart. 1ron to bleed away its drength; sdt to
burn it. Iron filings from the edge of the old bucket and sdt from Mam'’s kitchen store. | was just hoping
thet it would have the same effect on a witch.

| suppose having a mixture like that thrown into your face wouldn't do anybody much good - at the
very least it would make you cough and splutter - but the effect on Snout was much worse than that. First
he opened his hand and let the knife fdl. Then his eyes ralled up into his head and he pitched dowly
forward, down onto his knees. Then he hit his forehead very hard on the ground and his face twisted to
one sde.

Something thick and dimy began to ooze out of his left nodtril. | just stood there watching, unable to
move as Mother Makin dowly bubbled and twisted from his nose into the shape that | remembered. It
was her dl right, but some of her was the same while other bits were different.

For one thing, she was less than a third of the 9ze she'd been the lagt time | saw her. Now her
shoulders were hardly past my knees, but she was 4ill wearing the long cloak, which was tralling on the
ground, and the grey and white hair dill fdl onto her hunched shoulders like mildewy curtains. It was her
skin that was redly different. All gligening, strange and sort of twisted and stretched. However, the red
eyes hadn’'t changed, and they glared a me once before she turned and began to move away towards
the corner of the barn. She seemed to be dhrinking even more and | wondered if that was the sdt and
iron ill having an effect. | didn't know what more | could do, so | just stood there watching her go, too
exhausted to move.

Alice wasn't having that. By now she’'d handed the baby to Hllie and she came running across and
made draight for the fire. She picked up a piece of wood that was bumning a one end, then ran a
Mother Mdkin, holding it out in front of her.

I knew what she was going to do. One touch and the witch would go up in flames. Something insde
me couldn't let that happen because it was too horrible, so | caught Alice by the arm as she ran past and
spoun her round so that she dropped the burning log.

She turned on me, her face full of fury, and | thought | was about to fed a pointy shoe. Instead, she
gripped my forearm so tightly that her fingernails actudly bit deep into the flesh.

‘Get harder or you won't survive!” she hissed into my face. *Just doing what Old Gregory says won't
be enough. You'll die like the others!’

She released my am and | looked down at it and saw beads of blood where her nails had cut into



me.

“You have to burn a witch,” Alice said, the anger in her voice lessening, ‘to make sure they don’t
come back. Putting them in the ground an't no good. It just ddays things. Old Gregory knows that but
he's too soft to use burning. Now it'stoo lae ..

Mother Mdkin was disgppearing round the sSde of the barn into the shadows, dill shrinking with each
step, her black cloak trailing on the ground behind her.

It was then that | redlized the witch had made a big mistake. She' d taken the wrong route, right across
the largest pigpen. By now she was smdl enough to fit under the lowest plank of wood.

The pigs had had a very bad day. Five of their number had been daughtered and it had been a very
noisy, messy business that had probably scared them pretty badly. So they weren't best pleased, to say
the leadt, and it probably wasn't a good time to go into their pen. And big hairy pigs will eat anything,
anything at dl. Soon it was Mother Makin's turn to scream and it went on for along time.

‘Could be as good as burning, that,” said Alice, when the sound findly faded away. | could see the
rdief in her face. | fdt the same. We were both glad it was dl over. | was tired, so | just shrugged, not
sure what to think, but | was aready looking back towards Ellieand | didn't like whet | saw.

Hllie was frightened, and she was horrified. She was looking at us as if she couldn’t believe what had
happened and what we'd done. It was as if shed seen me properly for the fird time. As if she'd
suddenly redized what | was.

| understood something too. For the fird time | redly fdt what it was like to be the Spook’s
apprentice. I’d seen people move to the other side of the road to avoid passing close to us. I'd watched
them shiver or cross themsdlves just because we'd passed through ther village, but | hadn't taken it
persondly. In my mind it was their reaction to the Spook, not to me.

But | couldn’t ignore this, or push it to the side of my mind. It was hgppening to me directly and it was
happening in my own home.

| suddenly felt more done than | ever had before.



Chapter Fourteen

The Spook S Advice

But not everything turned out badly. Jack wasn't dead after dl. | didn't like to ask too many questions
because it just got everybody upset, but it seemed that one minute Snout had been about to start scraping
the bdly of thefifth pig with Jack, and the next he'd suddenly gone berserk and attacked him.

It was just pig’'s blood on Jack’ s face. He' d been knocked unconscious with a piece of timber. Snout
hed then gone into the house and snatched the baby. He' d wanted to useit as bait to get close so that he
could use hisknife on me.

Of course, the way I'm tdling it now isn't quite right. It wasn't redly Snout doing these terrible things
He'd been possessed, and Mother Madkin was just usng his body. After a couple of hours Snout
recovered and went home puzzled and nurang a very sore bdly. He didn’t seem to remember anything
about what had happened, and none of us wanted to enlighten him.

Nobody dept much that night. After building the fire up high, Ellie stayed down in the kitchen dl night
and wouldn't let the baby out of her 9ght. Jack went to bed nurang a sore head but he kept waking up
and having to dash outside to be sick in the yard.

An hour or so before dawn, Mam came home. She didn't seem very happy ether. It was as if
something had gone wrong.

| lifted her bag to carry it into the house. *Are you dl right, Mam? | asked. *You look tired.’

‘Never mind me, son. What's happened here? | can tdl something's wrong just by looking a your
face’

‘Itsalong gory,” | said. “We' d better get ingdefirst.’

When we waked into the kitchen Ellie was so relieved to see Mam that she started to cry and that set
the baby off crying too. Jack came down then and everybody tried to tdl Mam things at once, but | gave
up after afew seconds because Jack started off on one of hisrants.

Mam shut him up pretty quickly. ‘Lower your voice, Jack,” she told him. ‘This is dill my house and |



can't abide shouting.’
He wasn't happy at being told off in front of Ellie like that but he knew better than to argue.

She made each one of ustdl her exactly what had happened, sarting with Jack. | was the lagt, and
when it was my turn, she sent Ellie and Jack up to bed so that we could tak aone. Not that she sad
much. She just listened quietly, then held my hand.

Fndly she went up to Alice' s room and spent along time taking to her alone.

The sun had been up less than an hour when the Spook arrived. Somehow 1'd been expecting him.
He waited at the gate and | went out and told the tale again, while he leaned on his g&aff. When I'd
finished he shook his head.

‘I sensed that something was wrong, lad, but | came too late. Still, you did dl right. You used your
initiative and managed to remember some of the things I’ d taught you. If dl dse fals you can dways fdl
back on st and iron.

‘Should | have let Alice burn Mother Makin? | asked.

He sighed and scratched at his beard. ‘As| told you, it's a crud thing to burn awitch and | don’t hold
with it mysdf.’

‘| suppose now I’ll have to face Mother Mdkin again,’ | said.

The Spook amiled. *No, lad, you can rest easy because she won't be coming back to this world. Not
after what happened at the end. Remember what | told you about edting the heart of awitch? Well, those
pigs of yours did it for us’

‘Not jus the heart. They ate up every bit,; | told him. ‘So I'm safe? Redly safe? She can't come
back?

‘Aye, you're safe from Mother Makin. There are other threats out there just as bad, but you're safe
for now.’

| fdt abig sense of relief, asif a heavy weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I'd been livingin a
nightmare, and now, with the threat of Mother Makin removed, the world seemed a much brighter,
happier place. It was over at last and | could start to look forward to things again.

‘W, you're safe until you make another slly mistake,” the Spook added. ‘And don't say you won't.
He who never makes a mistake never makes anything. It's part of learning the job. Wdl, what's to be
done now? he asked, squinting into the rigng sun.

‘About what? | asked, wondering what he meant.
‘About the girl, l1ad,” he said. ‘It looks like it's the pit for her. | don’'t see any way round it.
‘But she saved Hllie s baby a the end,’ | protested. ‘ She saved my life as wdl.

‘She used the mirror, lad. It's abad sgn. Lizzie taught her alot. Too much. Now she's shown us that
ghe's prepared to use it. What will she do next?

‘But she meant well. She used it to try and find Mother Makin.’



‘Maybe, but she knows too much and she's clever too. She's just a girl now, but one day héll be a
woman and a clever woman's dangerous.’

‘My mam’'s clever,’ | told him, annoyed at what he'd said. ‘But she's good too. Everything she does
she does for the best. She uses her brains to hep people. One year, when | was redly amdl, the ghasts
on Hangman's Hill frightened me so much that | couldn’t degp. Mam went up there after dark and she
shut them up. They were quiet for months and months.’

| could have added that, on our firg morning together, the Spook had told me that there wasn't much
to be done about ghasts. And that Mam had proved him wrong. But | didn’'t. I'd blurted out too much
dready and it didn’t need to be said.

The Spook didn’t say anything. He was taring towards the house.
‘Ask my mam what she thinks about Alice,’ | suggested. * She seems to get on wel with her.’

‘I was going to do that anyway, said the Spook. ‘It's about time we had a little talk. Y ou wait here
until we're finished.”

| watched the Spook cross the yard. Even before he reached it, the kitchen door opened and Mam
welcomed him over the threshold.

Later, it was possible to work out some of the things that they’d said to each other, but they talked
together for dmogt hdf an hour and | never did find out whether ghasts came into the conversation.
When the Spook findly came out into the sunshine, Mam stayed in the doorway. He did something
unusud then -something I’ d never seen him do before. At firg | thought he'd just nodded a Mam as he
sad goodbye, but there was a bit more to it than that. There was a movement of his shoulders too. It was
dight but very definite so there was no doubt about it. As he took his leave of Mam, the Spook gave her
alittle bow.

When he crossed the yard towards me, he seemed to be amiling to himsdf. ‘I'll be off on my way
back to Chipenden now, he said, ‘but | think your mother would like you to stay one more night.
Anyway, I’'m going to leaveit up to you,” said the Spook. *Either bring the girl back and well bind her in
the pit, or take her to her aunt in Staumin. The choice is yours. Use your indinct for what's right. You'll
know what to do.” Then he was gone, leaving me with my head whirling. | knew what | wanted to do
about Alice, but it had to be the right thing.

So | got to eat another of Mam's suppers.

Dad was back by then, but dthough Mam was happy to see him, there was something not quite right,
a sort of atmosphere like an invigble cdloud hanging over the table. So it wasn't exactly a celebration

party and nobody had much to say.

The food was good though, one of Mam's specid hotpots, so | didn’t mind the lack of conversation -
| was too busy filling my bely and getting second helpings before Jack could scrape the dish clean.

Jack had his appetite back but he was a bit subdued like everyone ese. He d been through a lot, with
abig bump on his forehead to prove it. Asfor Alice, | hadn’'t told her what the Spook had said but | fdt
she knew anyway. She didn’t speak once during dinner. But the quietest one of dl was Ellie Despite the
joy of having her baby back, what she'd seen had upset her badly and | could tdl it would take some

Qgetting over.



When the others went up to bed, Mam asked me to stay behind. | sat by thefirein the kitchen, just as
| had on the night before | went away to begin my apprenticeship. But something in her face told me this
conversation was going to be different. Before, she' d been firm with me but hopeful. Confident that things
would work out dl right. Now she looked sad and uncertain.

‘I"ve been ddivering County babies for nearly twenty-five years,” she said, stting down in her rocking
char, ‘and I've log a few. Although it's very sad for the mother and father, it's just something that
happens. It happens with farm animas, Tom. Y ou’ ve seen it yoursdlf.’

| nodded. Every year afew lambs were born dead. It was something you expected.

‘Thistime it was worse, Mam said. ‘This time both the mother and the baby died, something that's
never happened to me before. | know theright herbs and how to blend them. | know how to cope with
severe bleeding. | know just what to do. And this mother was young and strong. She shouldn't have died
but | couldn’t save her. | did everything | could, but | couldn’t save her. And It sgiven meapan here. A
paninmy heart.’

Mam gave a sort of sob and clutched at her chest. For one anvful moment | thought she was going to
cry, but then she took a deep breath and the strength came back into her face.

‘But sheep die, Mam, and sometimes cows when giving birth,” | told her. ‘A mother was bound to die
eventudly. It's amiracle that you’ ve gone so long without it hgppening before.”

| did my best but it was hard to console her. Mam was taking it very badly. It made her look on the
gloomy sde of things.

‘It's getting darker, son,” she sad to me. ‘And it's coming sooner than | expected. I'd hoped you'd
be a grown man firg, with years of experience under your belt. So you're going to have to ligen carefully
to everything your master says. Every little thing will count. Y ou're going to have to get yoursdlf ready as
quickly as you can and work hard at your Latin lessons!’

She paused then and held out her hand. ‘Let me see the book.’

When | handed it to her she flicked through the pages, pausng every so often to read afew lines. ‘Did
it help? she asked.

‘Not much,” | admitted.
“Your master wrote this himsdf. Did he tdl you that?
| shook my head. *Alice said it was written by a priest”’

Mam smiled. “Your master was a priest once. That's how he started out. No doubt hell tdl you
about it one day. But don't ask. Let hmtdl you in his own good time’

‘Was that what you and Mr Gregory talked about? | asked.

‘That and other things, but mainly about Alice. He asked me what | thought should happen to her. |
told him he should leave it to you. So have you made up your mind yet?

| shrugged. ‘I'm dill not sure what to do but Mr Gregory said that | should use my indincts”



‘That's good advice, son, Mam said.

‘But what do you think, Mam? | asked. ‘What did you tdl Mr Gregory about Alice? Is Alice a
witch? Tdl methet & least.’

‘No,” Mam said dowly, weighing her words carefully. ‘ She’'s not a witch, but she will be one day.
She was born with the heart of awitch and she'slittle choice but to follow that path.’

“Then she should go into the pit a Chipenden;’ | said sadly, henging my head.

‘Remember your lessons, Mam said gernly. ‘ Remember what your magter taught you. Ther€' s more
than one kind of witch.’

‘The "benign”,’ | said. *Y ou mean Alice might turn out to be a good witch who helps others?
‘She might. And she might not. Do you know what | redly think? Y ou might not want to hear this’
‘I do,’ | said.

‘Alice might end up neither good nor bad. She might end up somewhere in between. That would
make her very dangerous to know. That girl could be the bane of your life, a blight, a poison on
evarything you do. Or she might turn out to be the best and strongest friend you'll ever have. Someone
who'll make dl the difference in the world. | just don't know which way it will go. | can’t see it, no
meatter how hard | try.’

“How could you see it anyway, Mam? | asked. ‘Mr Gregory said he doesn’t believe in prophecy. He
sad the future' s not fixed.

Mam put a hand on my shoulder and gave me a little squeeze of reassurance. ‘ Ther€' s some choice
opento usdl, she sad. ‘But maybe one of the most important decisons you'll ever make will be about
Alice. Go to bed now, and get a good night's deep if you can. Make up your mind tomorrow when the
un'sshining.

Onething | didn't ask Mam was how she’ d managed to slence the ghasts on Hangman's Hill. 1t was
my indincts again. | just knew thet it was something she wouldn't want to talk about. In a family, there
are some thingsyou don't ask. You know you'll be told when it's the right time.

We left soon after dawn, my heart down inmy boots.

Hlie followed me to the gate. | stopped there but waved Alice on and she sauntered up the hill,
swinging her hips, without even once glancing back.

‘I need to say something to you, Tom,” Hllie said. ‘It hurts me to do it but it has to be said’

| could tdll by her voice that it was going to be bad. | nodded miserably and forced mysdf to meet her
eyes. | was shocked to see that they were streaming with tears.

“You're ill welcome here, Tom,” Hllie said, brushing her hair back from her forehead and trying to
amile

‘That’s not changed. But we do have to think of our child. So you'll be welcome here, but not after
dark. You see, that's what's made Jack so bad tempered recently. | didn't like to tdl you just how



grongly he feds, but it has to be said now. He doesn't like the job you're doing at dl. Not one little bit. It
gveshim the creegps. And he's scared for the baby.

‘We're frightened, you see. We're frightened that if you're ever here after dark you might attract
something else. You might bring back something bad with you and we can't risk anything happening to
our family. Come and vigt us during the day, Tom. Come and see us when the sun’s up and the birds are
anging.

Hlie hugged me then and that made it even worse. | knew that something had come between us and

that things had changed for ever. | fdt like crying, but somehow | stopped mysdf. | don’'t know how |
managed it. There was abig lump inmy throat and | couldn’t speak.

| watched Hllie walk back to the farmhouse and turned my attention back to the decison | had to
make.

What should | do about Alice?

I’d woken up certain thet it was my duty to take her back with me to Chipenden. It seemed the right
thing to do. The safe thing to do. It fdt like a duty. When | gave Mother Makin the cakes, I'd let the
softness of my heart overrule me. And look where that had got me. So it was probably best to ded with
Alice now, before it was too late. As the Spook said, you had to think of the innocents who might be
harmed in the future.

On the firg day of the journey we didn't speak to each other much. | just told her we were going
back to Chipenden to see the Spook. If Alice knew what was going to happen to her, she cartanly
didn’t complain. Then on the second day, as we got closer to the village and were actudly on the lower
dopes of the fels, no more than amile or so from the Spook’s house, | told Alice what 1'd been keeping
bottled up ingde me; what had been worrying me ever since I’ d redlized just what the cakes contained.

We were stting on a grassy bank close to the sde of the road. The sun had st and the light was
beginning to fall.

‘Alice, do you ever tdl lies? | asked.

‘Everybody tells lies sometimes,” she replied. ‘Wouldn't be human if you didn’'t. But modtly | tdl the
truth.”

‘What about that night when | was trapped in the pit? When | asked you about those cakes. You sad
there hadn’t been another child at Lizzi€ s house. Was that true?

‘Didn't see one’

“The firgt one that went missng was no more than a baby. It couldn’'t have wandered off by itsdf. Are
you sure?

Alice nodded and then bowed her head, saring down at the grass.
‘| suppose it could have been carried off by wolves’ | said. ‘ That’s what the village lads thought.’
‘Lizzie said she' s seen wolvesiin these parts. That could be it Alice agreed.

‘So what about the cakes, Alice? What was in them?



‘Suet and pork bits mogtly. Breadcrumbs too.’

‘What about the blood, then? Animd blood wouldn’'t have been good enough for Mother Makin.
Not when she needed enough strength to bend the bars over the pit. So where did the blood come from,
Alice - the blood that was used in the cakes?

Alice started to cry. | waited patiently for her to finish then asked the question again.
‘Wdl, where did it come from?

‘Lizzie said | was 4ill a child,” Alice said. ‘They'd used my blood lots of times. So one more time
didn't matter much. It don’'t hurt that much. Not when you get used to it. How could | stop Lizze

anyway?

With that, Alice pushed up her deeve and showed me her upper am. There was 4ill enough light to
see the scars. And there were alot of them - some old; some rdaively new. The newest one of dl hadn’t
heded properly yet. It was Hill weeping.

‘There' s more than that. Lots more. But | can't show ‘em dl,’ Alice said.

| didn't know whet to say, 0 | just kept quiet. But I'd dready made up my mind, and soon we
walked off into the dark, away from Chipenden.

I"d decided to take Alice raight to Staumin, where her aunt lived. | couldn’t bear the thought of her
ending up in a pit in the Spook’s garden. It was just too terrible - and | remembered ancther pit. |
remembered how Alice had helped me from Tusk’s pit just before Bony Lizzie had come to collect my
bones. But above dl it was what Alice had just told me that had findly changed my mind. Once, she'd
been one of the innocents. Alice had been avicim too.

We dimbed Parlick Pike, then moved north onto Blindhurst Fell, dways keeping to the high ground.

| liked the idea of going to Staumin. It was near the coast and I'd never seen the sea before, except
from the tops of the fdls The route | chose was more than a bit out of the way, but | fancied exploring
and liked being up there close to the sun. Anyway, Alice didn’'t seem to mind &t al.

It was agood journey and | enjoyed Alice's company, and for the fird time we redly started to talk.
She taught me a lot too. She knew the names of more stars than | did and was redly good at catching
rabbits.

As for plants, Alice was an expert on things that the Spook hadn't even mentioned so far, such as
deadly nightshade and mandrake. | didn't believe everything she said, but | wrote it down anyway
because she'd been taught it by Lizzie and | thought it was useful to learn what a witch believes. Alice
was redly good at diginguishing mushrooms from poisonous toadstools, some of which were so
dangerous that one bite would stop your heart or drive you insane. | had my notebook with me and
under the heading cdled ‘Botany’ | added three more pages of useful information.

One night, when we were less than a day’s wak from Staumin, we stayed in a forest dearing. We'd
just cooked two rabbits in the embers of afire until the meet dmost melted in our mouths. After the med
Alice did something redly strange. After turning to face me, she reached across and hed my hand.

We st there like that for along time. She was garing into the embers of the fire and | was looking up
a the tars. | didn’'t want to bresk away but | was dl mixed up. My left hand was holding her left hand



and | fdt guilty. | fdt asif | were holding hands with the dark, and | knew the Spook wouldn't like it.

There was no way | could get away from the truth. Alice was going to be a witch one day. It was then
that | redlized Mam was right. It was nothing to do with prophecy. You could see it in Aliceg's eyes.
She' d dways be somewhere in between, neither whally good nor whally bad. But wasn't that true of dl
of us? Not one of us was perfect.

So | didn't pull my hand away. | just sat there, one part of me enjoying holding her hand, which was
sort of comforting after dl that had happened, while the other part sweated with guilt.

It was Alice who broke away. She took her hand out of mine and then touched my arm where her
nals had cut me on the night we destroyed Mother Makin. You could see the scars dearly in the glow
from the embers.

‘Put my brand on you there,’ she said with agmile. * That won't ever fade away.’

| thought that was a strange thing to say and | wasn't sure what she meant. Back home we put our
brand on cattle. We did it to show tha they belonged to us and to stop strays getting mixed up with
animds from neighbouring farms. But how could | belong to Alice?

The fallowing day we came down onto a great flat plain. Some of it was moss land and the worst bits
were soggy marsh, but eventudly we found our way through to Staumin. | never got to see the aunt
because she wouldn't come out to talk to me. Still, she agreed to take Alicein so | couldn’'t complain.

There was a big, wide river nearby, and before | left for Chipenden, we walked down its bank as far
asthe sea. | wasn't redly taken with it. It was a grey, windy day and the water was the same colour as
the sky and the waves were big and rough.

‘“You'll bedl right here’ | said, trying to be cheerful. “It'll be nice when the sun shines’
‘Just have to make the best of it,;” Alice said. ‘Can't be worse than Pendle!’

| suddenly felt sorry for her again. | fdt londy at times, but at least | had the Spook to tak to; Alice
didn't even know her aunt properly and the rough sea made everything seem bleak and cold.

‘Look, Alice, | don't expect we'll see each other again, but if you ever need hdp, try to get word to
me,’ | offered.

| suppose | sad that because Alice was the nearest thing to afriend | had. And as a promise, it wasn't
quite as daft as the firg one I’d made her. | didn’t commit mysdf to actudly doing anything. Next time
ghe asked for anything, I’ d be taking to the Spook firg.

Tomy surprise, Alice amiled and she had a strange |ook in her eyes. It reminded me of what Dad hed
once said about women sometimes knowing things that men don't - and when you suspect that, you
should never ask what they’re thinking.

‘Oh, we'll meet again,” Alice said. ‘Ain’t no doubt about that.’
‘I'll have to be off now,’ | said, turning to leave.

‘I'll missyou, Tom,” Alice said. “Won't be the same without you.’



‘I'll missyou too, Alice, | said, giving her agmile.

Asthe words came out, | thought that 1’d said them out of politeness. But | hadn’t been on the road
more than ten minutes before | knew | was wrong.

I’d meant every word and | was feding londly aready.



I"'ve written mogt of this from memory, but some of it from my notebook and my diary. I'm back at
Chipenden now and the Spook is pleased with me. He thinks I’m making redly good progress.

Bony Lizzi€s in the pit where the Spook used to keep Mother Mdkin. The bars have been
draightened out and she cartainly won't be getting any midnight cakes from me. As for Tusk, he's buried
inthe hole he dug for my grave.

Poor Billy Bradley’s back in his grave outsde the churchyard at Lay ton, but a least he's got his
thumbs now. None of it's pleasant but it's something that just goes with the job. You have to like it or

lumpit, asmy dad says.

Theré s something dse | should tdl you. The Spook agrees with what Mam said. He thinks that the
winters are getting longer and that the dark is growing in power. He' s sure that the job's getting harder
and harder.

S0 keeping that inmind, I'll just carry on sudying and learning - as my mam once told me, you never
know just what you can do until you try. So I’'m going to try. I’'m going to try just as hard as | possibly
can because | want her to be redly proud of me.

Now I’'m just an apprentice, but one day I'll be the Spook.

Thomas J. Ward



