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‘TELL ME THE STORY AGAIN, Nan. Just once more?’

‘Thea Dawson, you are getting too old for bedtime stories, and it is time you were asleep. You have school tomorrow.’

‘Please, just the short version.’

‘OK, settle down, just close your eyes, and listen.
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THE YEAR IS 1618, AND we are deep in the heart of Alvene Forest, where Isaac Forrester lives with his beautiful, gifted and very wilful daughter, Brook. There is a chill in the air as winter approaches, and the Forrester’s cabin is well stocked for the coming months.

‘You’re going through with it, then?’ said Isaac, already resigned to the fact that he could never change his daughter’s mind.

‘Of course, Papa. What choice do I have? Diana commands it and Mama has prepared my way.’

Brook Forrester, resident of the forest of Alvene for her entire life, carefully packs her ceremonial tools into her leather pouch and hugs her mother’s Grimoire close to her heart.

‘And you cannot be persuaded?’

‘Remember, it was you, Papa, that set me on this path. It was you who warned of the danger of my mother’s powers. They would be too much for any one witch, you said, and at midnight tonight, as I turn twenty-one years, those powers will come into full force. It has to be now.’

‘So be it. But I will accompany you to the sacred site, even if I cannot stay for the ceremony.’

‘Thank you, Papa. That will be of great comfort.’
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THE GREAT OAK, as you know, Thea, stood at the spiritual centre of the forest, radiating positive energy, and protecting the communities of pagans, druids and witches that lived within its borders. Already strong in the energy of earth and spirit that came from a two-hundred-year relationship with Gaia, its magic had grown exponentially when Katherine Kemp, pursued by witch-hunters, gave birth to her daughter before dying in its roots. 

On this All Hallows Eve, exactly twenty-one years later, that same daughter would stand in front of the ancient oak and relieve her mother of her innate powers, forever.
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‘I NEVER LIKE THAT BIT, Nan, but it’s going to be alright, isn’t it?’

‘Of course it’s going to be alright, Thea. We are here to tell the tale, aren’t we? Now let’s get back to it, time is ticking on.’
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BROOK AND ISAAC MAKE their way through the forest in the dead of night. The moon is almost full, and the Goddess Diana lights their way; (though either of them could have found the sacred oak in complete darkness if they had needed to). When they arrive at the site, Brook creates a circle of protection, unpacks her pouch and sets up her runes, candles, herbs and oils at the roots of the great oak to create an alter according to the guidance she had been given.

‘You must leave me now, Papa. The spell is going to take all night, and it is not safe for you to be near my workings. I will not be harmed. Mama will protect me; of that, I am certain.’

Reluctantly, Isaac leaves his daughter under the branches of the great oak and begins the long, lonely walk back to his cabin.  A breeze starts to circle around the girl and the oak, as she stands, arms outstretched, reaching up through the branches and toward the moon.

‘I call on the blessings of Diana, Goddess of the moon, and summon the spirit of my earth mother, Katherine, that we may work what must be done this eve.’

The wind dies down, the leaves settle on the ground and calm falls over the forest. Then the voice of Katherine Kemp, from deep on the other side of the veil, fills the silence.

‘My daughter, I am so proud of you, on this night more than any other. You have chosen to share your legacy to protect others, rather than to claim my power for yourself. This gives me hope for the future of our people.’

‘It is the right thing to do, Mama.’

‘Yes, it is, but we must be cautious with whom we share. I have had many years to consider this, and with the help of Diana and of Gaia an intention is in place. You will claim my gifts of magic through four spells and assign them to the elements. The work must be done within the witching time this night’.

‘That time is almost upon us, Mama.’

‘Then we must begin within moments, but you must know, the second part of the spell will take place as the sun rises, when Gaia will gift the women in our bloodline for eternity.  Each female descendant will receive a gift that resonates with their strongest element. None will have to manage more than a single gift until one is born who is my equal.’

‘And what of me, Mama? Will I retain any part of your magic?’

‘Of course, my beautiful child. You shall have your choice of gift, though I urge you not to make that choice now, as you will learn much as you perform the spells this night.’

‘The veil is thinning, Mama. We should begin.’
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‘AND SO, BROOK FORRESTER and the spirit of her mother, Katherine, with the Goddess Diana shining down on them, began to work the four spells that would become the legacy for the Kemp bloodline for many hundreds of years to come.’

‘But the spells, Nan; I want to hear the spells?’

Beatrice Brown sighed. ‘You know, Thea. I do believe you are every bit as stubborn as young Brook was. Goddess knows what you will be like when you are her age. OK, the spells. There are four that disseminate Katherine’s powers.’

‘What does disseminate mean?’

‘Oh, don’t they teach you anything at that school? In this case, it
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