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Ghost

‘Finbar draws us into his ghostly tale with his own special dark 
magic! Compelling, intense storytelling.’

Julia Green, author of The Boy Who Sailed the World

‘With whispers of mythology yet totally fresh, Ghost is woven 
with haunting gossamer prose… I was held in the story’s 
exquisite spell from start to finish.’

Rachel Delahaye, author of Electric Life

‘A powerful and gripping ghost story as chilling and 
suspenseful as a walk alone through the woods on a 
midwinter night… Spellbinding.’

Clare Furniss, author of The Things We Leave Behind

‘Deft, original and terrifying. A book to raise the pulse and 
haunt the imagination – spectacularly good!’

Jonathan Stroud, author of The Legendary Scarlett & Browne

‘Unsettling, deeply beautiful, and rich in atmosphere, Ghost 
is a tremendous page-turner you’ll struggle to put down. 
Memorable, strange, and haunting, I loved every page!’

Liz Hyder, author of The Twelve

Witch

‘Hawkins’ descriptive power is considerable...’

Financial Times

‘There is real magic here, though what leaps off the page is the 
creepy atmosphere and the raw emotion of a grieving, raging 
girl… Perfect reading for a dark, stormy night.’

Irish Times

‘[An] assured debut of sisterhood and fury…’

Fiona Noble, The Bookseller

‘A book filled with enchantment, in every sense. Dark, exciting 
and pacy, Witch brilliantly balances magic and realism.’

Anthony McGowan, author of Lark

‘Finbar Hawkins’ debut novel is notionally a young 
adult title, but grown-ups will find it darkly satisfying – a 
brilliantly paced and compellingly atmospheric story of 
society’s need to find victims, how fear spawns mania and 
how the “other” is persecuted.’

TimeOut

Stone

‘Such a tour de force opening of emotions, followed by a 
mix of mythical and mystical.’

Hannah Gold, author of The Lost Whale

‘An absolute corker. I read this in a single sitting. Joyful 
and heartbreaking, beautiful and eerie. If you loved Witch… 
you’ll love this too.’

Liz Hyder, author of The Gifts

‘As All Hallows’ Eve approaches, a book of myth, legend, 
witchcraft and magic is the perfect novel to get cosy with. 
Stone... provides all that and more.’

The Scotsman

‘Plunged me into the memories of my dad dying when I 
was twenty-one and the maelstrom of anger and grief and 
recklessness of being a confused young man. Much more to this 
book than that. I recommend it.’

Tom Palmer, author of Arctic Star

‘A beautiful story about the love between a father and son, and 
how we can find comfort and support in unexpected places 
when everything feels lost.’

BookTrust
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For Abby, with all my love.
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‘Who are you?’ he said at last in a half-frightened whisper. ‘Are you a ghost?’

‘No, I am not,’ Mary answered, her own whisper sounding half-frightened. ‘Are you one?’

Frances Hodgson Burnett, The Secret Garden (1911)
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Marie

7th December

‘Coming for you, ready or not!’

We’re running through the woods, kicking golden leaves. I laugh as Ben whoops and does a forward roll down the slope, bouncing up with twigs in his hair.

‘I’m going to beat you!’

He will, of course. My twin brother is always competitive, always doing more, going further, these thirteen years of racing to keep up with him.

‘I can see it, Marie!’

Ben plunges on, jumping between trees, bounding over fallen branches. Our breath clouds in the cold December air, and I feel that excited buzz, because it’s Christmas soon, presents and family and warmth and love. I can already feel it, that delicious weight of a stocking stuffed with treasures, painstakingly wrapped by Mum and Dad, and the tree guarding all our gifts. I can’t wait for Ben to open his from me, a framed picture I drew of our back garden apple tree in the summer.

‘I hope it’s frozen …’ he calls back. ‘We could stand on the ice.’

‘Too dangerous, Ben!’ I shout at his leaf-covered head, and he hoots, echoing my words in that annoying brotherly way.

‘Scaredy cat!’

Perhaps I am. Better than a drowned one.

We reach the path in a skid of leaves and chalky stones. I look back at the brow of the hill. The trees are black against the lowering light. The sun is falling fast.

‘Ben, it’s getting late…’

He laughs again and singsongs my words, as he tears off into the gathering shadows.

We’re alike, Ben and I, with our mops of Dad’s dark hair and Mum’s big eyes. ‘Double the trouble,’ my father’s daily dad joke.

‘Found it!’ Ben calls, as I pull through the branches, catching like claws. And there it is: the pond, serene as anything, reflecting the overhanging trees, the setting sun, and now us, as we stand at the water’s edge.

Twins looking up. Twins looking down.

Ben waves from the water.

I wave back, then watch him stoop and pluck a fallen branch. He snaps it, and the sound skims off the hushed water. A bird cries, startled from its perch, and flies over our heads.

‘Don’t,’ I say, seeing his reflected self about to throw.

‘Why? It’s only a stick.’ He dangles it, taunting me.

Cheek! Cheek!

A blackbird lands close by, scuttling and hopping, pecking with its unmistakeable bright beak, like a candle flame in the gloom.

‘Lon Dubh.’ Mirrored Ben points his stick, and the bird jumps into the air to flit among the bare trees. ‘That’s what the Celts called them.’

Cheek! Cheek!

‘I read it in one of Uncle Matty’s books, they thought of them as doorkeepers…’

The blackbird dives to drink, the water ripples.

‘To what?’

‘To other worlds!’ He shoves into me and does that ghost voice that makes me giggle. ‘Wahaa-ha-har!’

The bird dives again. Circles and shapes across our reflections.

‘Let’s get back, I’m starving. Race you to the top!’

He’s off, ghost-laughing as he goes, but I don’t turn from the water, the diving bird that swoops faster and faster.

Lon Dubh. The doorkeeper.

Because there I am in the water that sways, then stills.

And there are two more figures, standing beside me.

A young girl dressed in a tunic, a band of bronze about her neck, a spear clutched close. Her eyes look from me to the other girl, a bonnet on her head, a basket of wildflowers in her hand.

Have we always been there together, just waiting to see each other properly?

As their hands reach to part the water…

‘Marie!’ Ben’s voice is faint in the distance.

The bird sings.

The water breaks and ripples, the figures become something else.

A tall shape, horned, black as darkest night.

‘Marie, come on!’

Cheek! Cheek!

The blackbird skims the surface and the water clears. There’s only one girl now.

‘Marie!’

Who I remember so well, as she turned from her frightened face and ran towards her brother, a silhouette against the setting sun.
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