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Vanity, that curious affliction of the soul, consumes the thoughts and desires of Men and women. 

Beauty, a fleeting and fragile thing, that captivates the eye and stirs the heart. 

Yet, like all things in this mortal world, it too shall fade and wither away, returning to the dust from which it came.

Mary, once the fairest flower in all of England, now aged and weathered by time, stumbled upon a mysterious old Book. Within its aged pages lay a dark and forbidden power, promising to restore her lost beauty and youth. 

But such miracles always come with a cost, for nothing in this world is truly free.

And so she made a pact with the devil himself, trading her soul for the chance to once again bask in the radiance of her former glory. 

But as the days passed and the power of the book worked its dark magic, Mary began to realise the true price of her vanity. Beauty may be fleeting, but the consequences of her bargain would last for eternity.
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The year 1649, nestled in the county of Northumberland, England, lies the quaint fishing village of Tynemouth. 

The summer has been kind and gentle, blessing the village with many months of good weather since June.  The sun has graced the village each morning with its radiant glow, enveloping the bay and its residents in warmth. It has truly been a year of good fortune, but like all good things, they must come to an end. 

And as the late month of September arrived, so did the end of good fortune. 

To fully understand the horror that ensued, we must look back four decades to a beginning that must be told. In the cold but captivating county of Northumberland, resided a lady known as Mary Jane Trevelyan. 

She was of noble birth, with a lineage that commanded respect and admiration from all who knew her.  Her beauty was legendary, whispered about in every corner of the county , with many claiming that she was indeed, the fairest maiden in all the land, admired even by the king himself.
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Yet, with this gift of beauty came a curse,  a consuming vanity that gripped her heart and soul.  Day after day, Mary would retreat to her chamber spending hours lost in a trance as she gazed upon her own reflection within a very large polished looking glass. 

The whispers of vanity and obsession followed her wherever she went, a shadowy presence that clouded her every move and decision. 

And so it was that the lady Mary  remained captivated by her own image, a prisoner of her own  beauty.  Many sought her hand in marriage, not because of her wealth, but for one thing she was the most beautiful woman in the land. 

However, none could ignite the flame of love within her, not due to pride, but because her heart was unmoved by the charms of any man.

Her Vanity always stood in the way of true love. 

It was said that the only person she may consider to marry would be the King himself.

For many years, Mary resisted every advance from all suitors, she waited patiently for that one message from the King, But alas it never came.
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As the years passed , her wealth gradually declined leaving her with just enough money to buy a cozy cottage in the peaceful village of Tynemouth. 

Saying goodbye to the peaceful scenery of the countryside she decides to move to the more rugged exposed parts of the  North East coast. 

And Despite still getting persistent attention from admirers and suitors, she remained firm in rejecting any advances and of marriage proposals that came her way.  Two more decades had came and went , and with each passing year, the once vibrant beauty of her youth simply faded away . Her circle of friends dwindled, and the hopeful suitors ceased their advances. 

Now four decades on and Approaching the ripe old age of seventy, she peered into the looking glass, where tears streamed down her cheeks as she pondered the roads not taken. 

With old age, Loneliness loomed large, a heavy weight upon her aging shoulders.  Luckily In her younger years , she had been well-educated, and  found solace and escape within the pages of the many books she read.
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And so it was that one fateful day, while meandering through a local auction, her eyes fell upon a weathered old case overflowing with volumes of antiquity. 

With a determined bid of seven shillings, she claimed the case as her own. Having them delivered, she Returned to her cottage by the sea, she eagerly delved into the treasure trove of forgotten tales and literature , losing herself in the enchantment of bygone worlds.  

And in those ancient pages, she found a companion that would never leave her side - the solace of literature, which unknown to her would lead her along a new path.

One evening, as Mary sifted through her old trove of books, her hand brushed against a peculiar cover crafted from the hide of an unknown beast. Intrigued by its macabre exterior, she traced the ancient symbols etched upon its cover and felt a chill crawl down her spine. 

4

They bore the mark of heathenry, hinting at a sinister knowledge hidden within its pages – the dark arts of occult magic.  

With a shiver of apprehension, Mary realised the peril of harbouring such forbidden knowledge in a world where the mere whisper of witchcraft could condemn a soul to the flames.  

She knew she must tread carefully, for discovery of the book in her possession would surely invite a sentence of death upon her head.

As she perused the worn pages, a sense of unease overtook her, as if an ancient force stirred within her soul. The familiar handwriting she glimpsed sent chills down her spine, while the cryptic symbols remained a mystery to her keen mind.  Despite her trepidation, she found herself irresistibly drawn to the writings , its forbidden secrets beckoning her closer with each turn of the page.  Night after night, she delved deeper into its arcane text, her curiosity overpowering any rational fear.

Slowly, over the course of many moons, the truth began to reveal itself to her, unraveling a twisted web of dark sorcery.  
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With dawning horror, she realised the true nature of the book before her, a gateway to the very depths of hell, a conduit to the infernal powers that lay beyond the mortal realm.
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AFTER DELVING FURTHER into the mysterious revelations contained within the ancient book, she found herself compelled to put its teachings into practice. 

The first incantation she attempted to conjure logs that would burn eternally in her hearth, for her humble cottage was perpetually shrouded in cold, particularly during the harsh winter months on the North east coast, With each invocation, her confidence grew , and the potency of her sorcery intensified.

As she approached the midpoint of this strange old book, she stumbled upon a spell promising to reverse the ravages of time and restore visage to that of a youthful woman. 
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For this was a spell worthy of Mary’s investigation, for she had a Longing to reclaim the beauty that had once made her the envy of All of Englands men, she resolved to enact the incantation, heedless of the potential consequences.

Following the instructions meticulously laid out in the book, she intoned the enchantment and infused the flames with three drops of royal jelly, initiating the spell. With a Puff of smoke a red haze billowed forth from the hearth, lingering briefly before dissipating into nothingness. 

In its wake, two weathered parchments materialised, bearing inscriptions that hinted at the journey ahead.

Upon one of  the parchments stained with the crimson essence of life, was inscribed a meticulously penned agreement.  

It declared that in order to reclaim the unblemished glow of youthful vitality, a sacrifice of another soul must be offered as payment . 

––––––––
[image: ]


7

And for each soul passed as payment, the bearer would be bestowed with the blessing of renewed youth. One year age would be reversed each day for a span of twenty eight days.

Upon the second parchment was a diabolical scheme outlining the means by which to procure the souls necessary for eternal youth.

It decreed that the first two souls surrendered would be at her beck and call, tasked with the nefarious duty of procuring additional souls in exchange in the payment of youth. Yet a dire caution was issued: should no souls be offered within the span of twenty-eight days, the contract would be rendered null and void, and the promised rejuvenation would swiftly turn to decay until the payment of souls was renewed.

Scrutinising the intricate script, she felt hesitation creeping over her at the thought of sealing the ominous deal. Despite her misgivings, a glimpse of her aged reflection in the polished looking glass pulled at her heartstrings, drawing her towards the allure of being young once more.

The pact appeared simple - a fleeting twenty-eight days of restored youth awaited her, if only she dared to proceed.

8

The eerie instructions were explicit: she must arrive at the shadowy inn in the ancient fishing hamlet of North Shields, precisely at the hour of six on the sixth evening of the sixth month of June in the year1648, just two days away.  

With the agreement nearly finalised, all that was left was to secure two  signatures on the ancient scroll of parchment, and her quest for rejuvenation would be complete. 

Anticipation hung heavy in the air as she pondered the fateful night ahead, where her youth could be  sealed by two strokes of ink.  "And so the hours crept by, and on the second day Mary  made her way on foot to the ancient fishing village of North Shields.  

As the clock struck five in the evening, she stepped into the said tavern, clutching the fateful contract in her hand. Taking a seat, she surveyed the boisterous crowd of reveller’s who filled the cozy establishment. 

The atmosphere was lively and
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