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To Alwyn and Philippa

A new day,

a fresh try,

one more start,

and perhaps a bit of magic

waiting somewhere behind the morning.

– J B Priestley 
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Please note that to enhance the reader’s experience of Amanda's world, this British-set story, by a British author, uses British English spelling, vocabulary, grammar and usage, and includes local and foreign accents, dialects and a magical language that vary from different versions of English as it is written and spoken in other parts of our wonderful, diverse world.

For your reading pleasure, there is a glossary of British English usage and vocabulary at the end of the book, followed by a note about accents and the magical language, Wicc’yeth.
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Into the Globe


[image: ]


​

‘It will all be over very quickly. One way or another,’ said Aunt Amelia. She stared intently into the glass sphere on the round, lace-covered table.

‘Very quickly?’ asked Amanda Cadabra, pushing back her mouse-brown hair and glancing up from following the goldfish. Unlike her aunt, it was pretty much all the ball ever showed her.

‘An hour only, perhaps.’

‘And the villagers? Everyone will see it. If the magical world is supposed to be so secret and the entire Flamgoyne witch-clan descends upon Sunken Madley with fire, brimstone and hurricane, that is going to raise more than a few eyebrows on a whole lot of Normals, assuming that any survive.’

Amelia frowned into the globe. ‘The village will empty.’

Amanda looked at her in wonderment. ‘How come?’

Her aunt shook her head, ‘That is not shown to me .... The glass is clouding ... I’m sorry, Ammy, that’s all.’

‘I’ll have an hour to somehow repel them — without striking a single blow — but the village will empty?’

‘Yes.’

‘And I will have to defend it alone? — But no, you said I’d have help.’

‘That’s what it showed.’

‘So just me and my ... helpers ... whoever they will be.’ Amanda pondered, doubtfully.

‘Rrrrrr,’ interjected Tempest, in a marked manner.

‘Principal among whom will be Tempest, of course, ‘she added for the benefit of the thick, grey ball of grumpy cat, curled up in the most comfortable chair in the room.

Amanda’s familiar preened himself.

Not that I’m getting involved, he thought. This is a test for my human. But I’ll lend a paw if absolutely necessary. Dear me. The very idea is exhausting. How tiring this species is.

He shut his eyes and went to sleep. 

***
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AMANDA CADABRA STARED at the sky. The thunderous swirl of cloud was racing towards her village of Sunken Madley. She stood at its heart, before the green, opposite The Sinner’s Rue, on the old crossroads. She stood, feet planted apart, wand pointing at the ground, ready. Tempest sat by her side.

‘How?’ she wondered. ‘I’m just a furniture restorer. I have asthma and an annoying cat. I should be in my workshop, polishing Mrs Kemp’s aunt’s commode. How in the world did I come to this ...?’ 

***
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IT WAS A RECURRING dream, but the situation was imminent, and the question was both real and pressing. The answer might have been said, and was by Granny, to be that Amanda had brought it on herself.

‘If only,’ Senara Cadabra had lamented, ‘you had not cast that spell. The very one your Aunt Amelia warned you not to perform, if you didn’t want to bring the Flamgoynes down upon the village.’

On the other hand, Grandpa, in his light Cornish accent, said that she had had no option.

‘When the crunch came, it was a choice between saving herself and the inspector, or sending up a beacon that Sunken Madley was the epicentre of powerful magical activity.’

Former Chief Inspector Hogarth of the Devon and Cornwall police saw it another way: an opportunity to solve a cold case that was over 30 years old.

Aunt Amelia, Amanda’s confidante and would-be divination tutor since she was nine years old, not only refrained from repeating I-told-you-so but was both sympathetic and constructive.

It was January, one of their regular Tuesday dinners together. Leaving the tea brewing in the kitchen, Amelia Reading, in deep red velvet splendour, sailed into her sitting room, her long dress wafting behind her, and seated herself.

‘Let’s see if the crystal will tell us more about the help that will come to you.’ Amanda, sitting opposite, could only see, reflected in the glass surface, Amelia’s bright brown eyes in a face framed by a chestnut bob. Apart from that, all she ever got was goldfish or a plastic Paris in a snowstorm. This had been the case for more than 20 years. Until now.

Suddenly, Amanda was electrified. ‘Wait!’ she cried excitedly.

‘What?’

‘Aunt Amelia. I see something!’

‘What, Ammy? What do you see?’

‘It’s ... a big ... banjo? .... No! Cello. It’s a big cello ... it’s getting smaller ... a violin? No. Oh.’ Her enthusiasm deadened. Amanda looked at Amelia questioningly. ‘A viola?’

Her aunt chuckled. ‘Ah, well that does happen in divination if you ask the same question twice or more. You get a joke or gibberish. At least this wasn’t the latter.’

‘The message is the same as the one I got from our conversation about having help to defend the village: find Viola. Except it’s not vee-oh- la, it’s Vie-oh-la.’

‘It shows you’re on the right track, and what a break-through for your divination, sweetie!’

Amanda was cheered.

‘You’re right, Aunt, on both counts. OK. So, what do we know about Viola? She was a friend of Granny’s. They met during the war. She was living here back then and told Granny, or “Juliet”, as you called her in your story, that she and Grandpa, “Romeo”, could have a peaceful life here. Yes? There wasn’t any more than that, was there?’

‘I’m afraid not.’

‘So, at least, the crystal ball confirms that this Viola is still alive. Unless ... she’s not a ghost, is she?’

‘Was the cello — viola — clear or transparent?’

‘Perfectly clear,’ answered Amanda.

‘Alive then, I’d say.’

‘She must be old then .... I’ve thought of three people that she could be — Ah, the tea must be brewed by now. Shall I go and get it?’

‘Oh, use magic to bring it in. It’s perfectly all right here,’ Amelia assured her. ‘I’ve got this place as psychically secure as Fort Knox.’

Amanda pulled a certain Ikea pencil out of her orange woollen jacket pocket, flipped up the end and extracted a tiny slim wooden shaft topped with a citrine. She leaned across so that she could see into the kitchen, pointed the wand and said,

‘Aereval.’ The tea tray, bearing its load of Devon rose-patterned Wedgwood pot, cups, and bowls containing milk and sugar, two silver spoons and a plate of gingernut biscuits, rose from the worktop beside the kettle.

‘Cumdez,’ instructed Amanda. It glided through the air, along the passage to the sitting room and hovered.

‘Sedaasig.’ The tray lowered itself gently onto the table beside them. Amanda would not usually have bothered with a wand, but there was hot liquid involved, so extra control was needed. Hopeless though she was at divination, this was her special, and exceedingly rare, magical talent: a Cadabra family trait inherited from her grandfather. It enabled her, in spite of asthma that was all too easily agitated by physical exertion, to carry on the family business of furniture restoration, with all of its strenuous activity. Of course, any spell-working had to be conducted out of sight of Normals.

‘You were saying, dear,’ Amelia reminded her, adding sugar lumps to the teacups. ‘Three possibles.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Amanda. ‘Mecsge,’ she added. The spoons began stirring. ‘There’s Mrs Uberhausfest, who distinctly told me that she and Granny had been friends for over 50 years — and you know how fond Granny is of her, invoking her whenever she talks of how, “we both did our bit in the War”.’ And with her line of work, if anyone could organise a Home Guard, she could!’

‘And the other two?’ enquired Amelia.

‘Sessiblin,’ said Amanda. The spoons stopped stirring. ‘The ladies who live at The Grange. Miss Armstrong-Witworth — the one who worked as a field agent for the government many years ago, I told you? But I gather she always operated alone, so not an organiser, I’d say — well, she and Granny never seemed very close at all, so, out of the two of them, I’d plump for Miss de Havillande. Both she and Granny are strong-minded, outspoken, definitely organisers, and with Views on every subject. In fact, I’d often thought they could have been two peas in a pod!’

Amelia laughed. ‘I know what you mean.’

‘Although,’ remarked Amanda suddenly, then stopped to think.

‘Yes?’ encouraged her aunt.

‘Well, what if ... Viola isn’t a woman, at all?’

‘I think I see where you’re going with this, but carry on.’

‘Well. Viola isn’t from Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, is she? She’s from Twelfth Night. She’s the sister, cast up on an enemy shore, who, believing her brother to be drowned, takes on the disguise of man and gets a job working for the local count. So what if Viola is a sort of code name, but for a man?’

‘Or a woman pretending to be a man?’ Amelia hazarded.

‘Possibly, but I don’t think you could live in Sunken Madley and carry off a disguise like that for the better part of a century.’

‘True. What men would be eligible for the role of Viola, then?’

‘Well ... old Mr Jackson, but he retired to Eastbourne to live with his son, so I don’t think it can be him.’

‘Someone at Pipkin Acres Residential Home?’ suggested Amelia.

‘Possibly .... But ... well ... what about Moffat?’

‘The Grange ladies’ butler?’

‘He’s far more than the butler,’ Amanda pointed out. ‘He’s pretty much run the house and estate for them all these years, and no one knows how old he is.’

‘That gives you four candidates then: Mrs Uberhausfest, Cynthia de Havillande, Gwendolen Armstrong-Witworth and, er —  
does anyone know his first name? — Moffat.’
‘Yes. And, I gather, Viola will be the means of assembling the rest of the people who will help on the day that the Flamgoynes attack.’

‘What’s your next move then, Ammy?’

‘Well ... what I need is a reason to visit Irma Uberhausfest. And soon.’

Fortunately, thanks to stilettos, a spanner and a piano, one was in the making.

​
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The Big Day is Announced
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‘They’re doing a re-enactment!’ announced Ruth excitedly, her brown eyes sparkling behind round lenses.

Amanda had dropped in to the Reisers’ to check that the bannister she had stripped and polished was gleaming sufficiently and didn’t require an additional coat of wax.

Esta Reiser’s young teenage daughter had just returned from school in an unusually enthusiastic mood. She was a fan of Amanda’s — whose pinned-up plait, practical for the workshop, Ruth imitated for her own long, much darker brown hair — and not just because she occasionally helped Ruth with her history homework.

‘A re-enactment of the Battle of Barnet?’ asked Amanda in surprise, following her and, consequently, Tempest, into the kitchen. ‘They do that every year. We went, remember?’

‘No. The Battle of the Common!’

‘Totteridge Common?’ Amanda hazarded, casting around for a local Common candidate.

‘No, the Battle of Barnet Common,’ explained Ruth patiently, taking a tin of salmon out of the cupboard above the work surface.

‘The what? When did that happen?’ Amanda thought she knew her local history well enough for this nugget not to have passed her by.

‘Allegedly in the medieval period,’ said Ruth, who was something of an expert on those centuries, ‘when a local lord was trying to enclose the land and deprive the landless of the means to gather food, or feed their livestock.’ She reached into the bread bin and pulled out a slice.

‘I thought it was enclosed in the 1700s without any armed protest.’

‘No, this was, well, supposed to have been, much earlier,’ Ruth countered confidently, applying a tin opener to the salmon.

‘Really? First I’ve heard of it.’

‘Well, me too,’ admitted Amanda’s young friend, abandoning her stance, ‘but Joan says, “What does it matter if it’s an excuse for a party?” And there were disputes over common land. I expect they’ll draw on those. It’ll be a sort of play with a historical setting. They might even want some input from people who do actually know something about the period,’ she ended on a hopeful note, slathering her bread with butter.

‘Ah.’ Amanda began to see why the prospect of commemorating an entirely apocryphal event was so engaging the attention of her teenage pal. Ruth and her new friend Kieran, the son of Amanda’s loyal and able solicitor Erik, were two who did ‘actually know’. Acting as consultants to the grownups for a local jamboree could not but have its appeal.

‘Yes,’ continued Ruth, getting back into her flow, ‘and there’ll be a free fair with free food, drinks, games and prizes.’ She emptied half of the salmon onto her bread and put the tin down on the floor. Tempest gave her a questioning look.

‘How generous,’ remarked Amanda appreciatively. ‘Oh, he doesn’t eat out of tins.’

‘Oops, pardon me, my lord,’ Ruth addressed him, ‘I quite forgot.’

‘Who’s paying for this, I wonder?’

‘Oh you’ll never guess!’ said Ruth, bubbling over, giving a little hop, then picking up the tin and emptying the contents into a china dessert bowl.

Amanda grinned. ‘Go on, tell me then.’

‘Mr Gibbs! Publicity for his good deeds, especially his pet project of the Marian Gibbs Asthma Research Centre after you-know-what happened there.’  
––––––––
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THE BRAND NEW CENTRE, only months old, was just up the road in the village’s annexe of Little Madley, or Lost Madley, as it became known, in a part of Madley Wood.

‘Rrrrrrl’ said Tempest pointedly. Ruth, in her glee, was still standing with the bowl in her hand.

‘Oh sorry, your graciousness. Here you are,’ she said, putting it down before him.

‘Well, that’s extremely kind of him, all the same,’ said Amanda.

‘The free-everything is only for people who live and work in Sunken Madley. We’re VIPs!’

Amanda was impressed. ‘How splendid, Ruth. Will you be taking any part in the re-enactment?’

‘Certainly not,’ said Ruth loftily. ‘I’m an historian. I do not perform.’

‘Of course,’ replied Amanda hastily. ‘What was I thinking? So, when is The Big Day?’

‘To be announced, but soon. Next month I think.’

Later, after a chat with Mrs Reiser, Amanda drove home with Tempest, seated in regal pose on the back seat. She mulled over Ruth’s news. Everyone from Sunken Madley would go, as guests of honour.

‘“The village ... will empty”,’ Amanda recalled aloud Amelia’s words. ‘That day. That will be the day the Flamgoynes will come. The Big Day. In more ways than one .... And I still don’t know who Viola is.’

No, marvelled Tempest, she really doesn’t. Amazing that such an intellectually challenged species managed to make it so far up the food chain. But then, he expected it wasn’t as obvious to the dear little thing as it was to him. Of course, it did help, being omniscient. He licked a silken paw and waited for his human to park the car and open the door for him. There were certain things she was good at. Like ... opening doors. Sweet, in her way.

Tempest’s favourite door was, of course, to home. Home was 26 Orchard Way, Sunken Madley. The village lay thirteen miles north of The Houses of Parliament and just three to the south of the Hertfordshire county border. Officially, it was now at the edge of Greater London; however, it was formerly within the boundary of the neighbouring home county, and, in spirit, retained its rural flavour.

The cottage, along with the family business of furniture restoration, had been bequeathed to Amanda by her grandparents. Although having, what they described as, ‘transitioned to the next plane of existence’, they were still frequently in residence, especially on Classic Film Nights. They brought their own food.

Amanda noticed that they were usually absent, except to give her a brief word or two of encouragement, during any crisis or conundrum. This was both somewhat irritating but also a testimony to her capabilities and independence. At least, that’s what they said.

‘What I need,’ said Amanda to Tempest, whom she was stroking as he lay flopped over her lap on the sofa, receiving her attentions with imperial nonchalance, ‘are three openings: an excuse to talk to Mrs Uberhausfest, a way in to interview the oldest residents of Pipkin Acres Residential Home, and ... a reason to visit the Grange. Not that I don’t have an open invitation, but a reason to be there long enough to talk to both ladies and Moffat. Until I get one of those ... I’m stuck.’

She looked at her familiar, hoping for inspiration, but he merely turned onto his back and raised his chin. In automatic response, she began gently scratching underneath it. He purred ecstatically, stretching his paws back onto the neighbouring cushion on the sofa. It was pale gold, the colour of wheat. Wheat, thought Amanda. ‘Farms.’ she murmured. ‘Farmers. The Cadabras are farmers, and yet they have defended their lands against the neighbouring witch-clans for hundreds of years. Well, two hundred.’

It was true. Since time immemorial, the great houses of the rival tribes of the Cardiubarns, Amanda’s grandmother’s family, and the Flamgoynes had glared at one another across the rough terrain of Cornwall’s Bodmin Moor and the bleak waters of the Dozmary Pool that had claimed so many hapless lives. And there, to the north of both estates, marched the farmlands of the Cadabras. The Cardiubarns and the Flamgoynes, known in magical circles for unscrupulous use of their powers, had never been able to infringe on the fields and homesteads of the Cadabras, who lived by the tenet ‘A Witch does not strike out.’

In the past, before it mattered, Amanda had wondered idly how they had managed to hold their own. Now she, as a Cadabra, was to be called upon as the as-yet anonymous defender of her village. Amanda knew she must be true to her family’s credo, and so the urgency of discovering just how they protected themselves was upon her.

‘There is one thing I can do,’ she declared. ‘Grandpa, Granny!’ At her call, her grandparents appeared and solidified. They were eating toast and marmalade and some oddly-coloured concoction.

‘Yes, dear?’ said Senara Cadabra.

‘All right, bian?’ asked Perran, who since her birth had affectionately termed Amanda his bian, Cornish for ‘baby’.

His granddaughter was momentarily distracted from her purpose by the strange, lime-green contents of the pot they had with them.

‘What on earth is that?’ Amanda asked.

‘Greengage jam, love,’ Grandpa explained, as they settled themselves in their favourite armchairs opposite Amanda.

‘I had no idea you could still get that.’

‘Oh, that’s one of the great things about existence on this plane. You can get anything you can think of,’ Granny replied airily.

‘It does need the Cornish double cream with it, though. It’s a bit tart,’ Grandpa remarked. ‘But did you want us for anything special or did you just want company for teatime?’

‘No, it’s for something in particular. Grandpa, if I am to defeat the Flamgoynes — who just may have inherited their forbearers’ ability to wield the weather, as well as all manner of combat spells — without so much as firing a single magical volley, then I need to know how the Cadabras have defended their land all these years.’

‘Hm. Well, you know, bian,’ Grandpa replied thoughtfully, before taking a sip of tea. ‘It’s best you find out these things for yourself.’

Amanda had expected this and was prepared to counter it. ‘Grandpa, it’s not like I can take a trip to Bodmin and knock on the Cadabras’ door. First of all, you told me long ago that I must never cross the Tamar,’ she said, referring to the river that divided Cornwall from Britain. ‘Besides which, since you eloped with Granny back in the last century, they’ve washed their hands of you, haven’t they? And presumably, also your descendants, in this case, me.’

‘You’ll have to find another way then, bian. Remember what I used to tell you when you were a little ’un and your planes used to get stuck up on your cupboards? When you were practicing levitating them around your room?

‘And after I’d said, “no magic in the house,” tutted Granny indulgently.

‘Use your resources,’ Amanda repeated, robot-like.

‘That’s right,’ said Grandpa approvingly.

‘OK. So ... what connections do I have with Cornwall? Well, there’s the inspector. He lives there and ... ah ... of course ... his father! I’ll bet his father knows how the Cadabras did it. Even if Uncle Mike doesn’t, which I’ll also bet he does and would probably say the same as you. Yes! I’ll ask the inspector.’

‘Go on then,’ said Grandpa encouragingly. ‘Give him a call.’

Amanda felt she would have preferred some privacy, but got out her phone. It would be the first time she’d spoken to him since the New Year’s Eve ball where ... well ... there’d been a moment of ... well ... anyway, never mind that, she chided herself. It would also be her first opportunity to thank him for the present he’d arranged Amelia to deliver. Because, of course, it would not have been right for them to have exchanged Christmas gifts, given the professional nature of their relationship.

The inspector had, after all, been investigating the mysterious deaths of her estranged, and singularly unpleasant, parents, their siblings and progeny and whoever else was in that minibus that went over a cliff in Cornwall, when Amanda was only three years old. She herself and her grandparents should have been on that transport too. Only, as Granny had explained to the inspector, and before that to Chief Inspector Michael Hogarth — now ‘Uncle Mike’ to Amanda — their little granddaughter had been too ill to travel and so the three of them had elected to stay at home.

The possible murder suspects had narrowed down, on the one hand, to the Flamgoynes — the family of the inspector’s maternal grandmother, — and, uncomfortably, on the other, to ... Granny. The question was, how had Granny dunnit. An anonymous witness had said that there had been something on the road that she had swerved to avoid, but the van behind her had driven onto. Black ice. On a day that was too warm for it. It suggested magic, only Granny was 300 miles away from the crime scene at the time, in Sunken Madley. If the Flamgoynes were responsible though, how had they known that the Cardiubarns would be travelling en masse on that road, on that day?

There was the added complication that the occupants of the minibus had not perished as a result of the collision with the rocks below Shierdrop. Cause of death: unknown. Probate: withheld. Consequently, Amanda could not inherit the Cardiubarn estate, but as the bequest was the last thing she wanted, she didn’t see this as a problem. Nevertheless, the inspector’s dogged pursuit of the truth of what happened on that day kindled in her a desire to know that, at least, Granny was exonerated. Although Amanda herself was having increasing doubts on that score.
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Inspector Trelawney’s Mission
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Detective Inspector Thomas Trelawney cast his hazel eyes, one final time, over his report on the performance of his station’s staff, clicked on File: Save, and sent his screen into restful, if temporary, sleep. He straightened his tall, slim frame from under his desk, neatened his suit jacket on the back of his chair, and walked to the window. A red-faced goldfinch was tucking into the bird feeder hanging from the oak tree in the car park, puddled by the persistent Cornish rain. He raked a hand through his light brown hair, a mannerism of his mother’s, and rolled back his white-shirt-clad shoulders.

He looked back at the hand-written notes and papers on his desk. Inspector Trelawney preferred to do his own filing, but it seemed to upset Detective Constable Nancarrow when he forgot to leave that to her. Hogarth, his former boss and mentor and now best friend, would have pointed out, in amusement, that it gave the attractive young constable an excuse to be in the sanctum: Thomas’s office, in proximity to the object of her admiration.

Trelawney was blessed with excellent staff, who coped well during his regular weekend absences. The command structure was vague, but even though Hogarth had retired, it seemed that Thomas was still working for him, and his assignments took priority. For several Saturdays, he had been pursuing an undercover operation of sorts: attempting to identify a spy in Sunken Madley, who was keeping Miss Cadabra under surveillance, for a purpose as yet unknown. Trelawney’s cover was attending ballroom-Latin dance classes, a prospect that he had, at first, regarded with a mixture of horror and bewilderment. However, it had turned out to have its advantages.

It was part of the job, but it was still an apparently social activity that stopped his well-wishers from continually telling him to ‘get a life’. He now looked forward to Saturdays. He was actually getting rather adept at the various dance forms, according to his mother, who was giving him private lessons all too willingly. Besides, he had to admit that he and Miss Cadabra were a good team, and he even found himself enjoying her company. Still, it would be nice if she could go five minutes without tripping over a dead body. That last one had been a close call. On which note ... his phone rang. The screen declared her name. It was a welcome sight.

‘Miss Cadabra, I was just thinking of you.’

‘Oh, good. Are you on a break?’

‘I am. What can I do for you?’

‘Are you planning to have dinner with your father between now and Saturday?’

‘Er ... I wasn’t, but I can ask to invite myself over.’

‘That would be most kind. You see, I urgently need some information that I think he may possess.’

‘I see. And on what subject do you wish me to pump my revered parent?’

Amanda laughed, as he had intended she should.

‘I need to know how the Cadabras have defended their land from the Cardiubarns and the Flamgoynes these past centuries, without raising so much as a wand.’

‘Have you asked your grandfather?’

‘Yes, and he told me to use my resources.’

‘And you think my father might be just that?’

‘I’m hoping,’ replied Amanda wistfully.

‘Then, of course, I shall ask him. Have you tried your “Uncle Mike”?

‘I’m pretty sure he’d say the same as Granny and Grandpa: use your resources to find out for yourself. Frustrating as I can be, it’s the way they’ve always tried to teach me and I’m guessing the same goes for you and Uncle Mike.’

Trelawney thought she was probably right about what Hogarth would say. He’d only had one conversation with him since his former boss returned from an impromptu visit to his sister Vera and brother-in-law Harry in Spain. 
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FRESH FROM A STARTLING and hazardous experience, Trelawney, after an enthusiastic exchange of greetings, had fairly marched into his best friend’s sitting room and plumped himself down in his preferred chair.

‘Amanda Cadabra is a witch,’ he declared.

Hogarth smiled with kindly amusement at his younger friend.

‘And this is a shock to you, is it?’

‘Well ...,’ Thomas uttered hesitantly.

‘How could the granddaughter of Senara Cardiubarn and Perran Cadabra be anything else?’ asked Hogarth.

‘She did everything to hide it,’ he half-grumbled. ‘But yes, I suspected there was something odd.’

‘Felt it in your policeman’s boots, no doubt,’ Hogarth said good-humouredly.

‘Yes ... ’ Thomas thought back. ‘From that first time: the smell of magic. Even though, I didn’t then recognise it for what it was .... That innocent look. I don’t know she does it.’

‘So, yes, Amanda is a witch. Does that make her a suspect then? A three-year-old of such extraordinary magical powers that she could plot a murder, then could cast a spell from 300 miles away? Now Senara at that tender age — nothing much would surprise me about her capabilities, but even I would draw the line at that.’

‘This is serious, Mike,’ Thomas insisted.

Hogarth sat down opposite him, forearms on his knees.

‘Indeed it is. Amanda Cadabra is possibly a concatenation of the powers of four witch-clans: levitation, divination, spell-weaving and control of the weather. That would make her the most dangerous force to walk this green and pleasant land in many a century. Fortunately, dangerous for them, and not for us. So far, we don’t know the extent of what she is. But she is a card we cannot afford openly to play. Perhaps we never shall.’

Trelawney was taken aback by the enormity of the situation. ‘I see.’

‘Do you understand why I passed this cold case to you? It is no ordinary unsolved mass murder. It goes straight to the heart of the balance of power among the witch-clans. And believe me, Normals have been harmed in the struggle. It is for their sakes that we must hold this in check. Amanda Cadabra is the greatest advantage we most likely shall ever have. Not just her powers, whatever they may turn out to be, but her memories, her deeply buried, forgotten memories. Her memory is the mole within the Cardiubarn camp, just as yours is within the Flamgoyne stronghold.’

‘If they have impinged on the lives of Normals,’ Thomas responded, ‘then there’s many a strange case that might be explained.’

‘That is my point, Thomas. The Normals have no part in this struggle; they would be helpless in the face of attack. They deserve to be shielded from it. It is right that they should be. It is just. If you need a cause, my young Galahad, you have it right there. And Amanda Cadabra is our weight in the scales of justice.’

The room was quiet for a beat. Thomas spoke:

‘Then, I will serve this cause with my life.’

‘Whatever it takes?’

‘Whatever it takes.’ 
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SINCE THEN, TRELAWNEY’S ardour for the cause had cooled somewhat, but he was still willing to be Amanda’s agent in approaching his father. He had just three days to do it, before he would see her again on Saturday.

Amanda had not wanted to stress the urgency of her request and put him under pressure, but she approached the day when she would next see him with eager anticipation.

The ballroom-Latin classes were recommencing in their new home, in the function room of the Snout and Trough. Located at the south entrance to the village, it was also known as Sunken Madley’s Other Pub, but was rather a gastropub star. Of course, being only decades old, it was a mere new-comer, compared to the venerable Sinner’s Rue that traced its pedigree back 400 years to the coaching days.

As the dance classes were in the interest of raising money to rebuild the old church hall, Sandra, proprietor of the Snout and Trough, allowed them free use of it. Her generous and attractive sister Vanessa, a successful physical trainer and competent dancer, acted as instructor, also without charge.

The students were a little rusty after a short break, but soon got back into the swing of things when Vanessa rebooted with the waltz. Amanda had little time for conversation with Trelawney, as they rotated partners every few minutes.

‘Hello, Inspector,’ she said, looking at him hopefully as they practiced their chassée.

He grinned. ‘Hello, Miss Cadabra, and yes, ... I did ask.’

She sighed with relief. ‘Tell me afterwards?’

‘Of course.’

Following the conclusion of the class, they were to make their way, as was their routine, to 26 Orchard Way, for their weekly consultation. Amanda would brew the tea while Trelawney made up the fire in the sitting-room.

On this occasion, however, their conference was delayed by an unforeseen and unwelcome encounter.
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[image: ]


​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Getting Personal
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Amanda and Trelawney had descended the stairs from the function room of the Snout and Trough. They were about to exit the pub, when they were hailed by a shriek.

‘Thomas, isn’t it? Yes, of course, it is! Dear boy!’

‘Mrs Guthrie?’ he responded politely, to the short, curvaceous woman, with brass-highlighted brown curls, rapidly bearing down upon them.

‘Gertrudina, please,’ she insisted, arriving and laying a heavy hand, decorated with dense floral nail art, upon his arm. ‘It makes me feel quite a hundred to be called “Mrs Gurthrie” by my dear Penelope’s child.’

‘Well, I’m sure you’re far from —’ Trelawney began courteously.

‘Why, you do carry your years lightly, dear boy. I remember you when you were a teenager, not that it does my vanity any good to say so, but I’m constantly assured that no one would think me more than thirty-five!’

Trelawney wondered briefly who might be giving her such misleading information.

She patted her over-zealously rouged and contoured cheeks that were puffy with filler.

‘Ah, I must admit to having had a teensy-weensy bit of work done, as they say.’ As her skin bore a certain mask-like appearance, he gathered that this was a mastery of understatement. ‘But enough about Little Me. What are you doing in this neck of the woods?’

‘I am here in the course of my work,’ Trelawney replied with deliberate vagueness.

‘Oh? But how thrilling. Do tell!’

‘I’m afraid I —’

‘Oh yes, you were always such a secretive boy. Your mother too, dearest Penny, was always rather reticent on the subject of her darling son. And of course, ‘ she added gravely, ‘understandably, given the Sad Circumstances.’

‘Er, quite,’ he replied hurriedly, hoping to depress any pretention to further discussion of the subject to which he knew she was referring. But Mrs Guthrie was not to be denied her relish of unfortunate events.

‘First that dreadful Perpetua. Well, I always said ... But with an over-aspirational name like Perpetua, coming from the Moppe family. Then again, you understand why she hoped to ally herself with yours.’

‘Yes, well, that is all water under —’

‘And then Patricia,’ lamented Mrs Guthrie. ‘Who would have known? You seemed so perfect for one another. But then .... Nature ....the clock ticking... the alarm going off ....’

‘It was all —’

‘— a great shock, I’m sure. One can understand a change of heart but ... to set about it the way that she did... behind your back like that! And with the milkman!’

‘It wasn’t —’

‘Oh, the postman.’

‘No, it —’

‘Oh. I remember now. It was the farmer from next door! Not but what she was very attractive. Well, both she and Perpetua. But ambitious I’d say,’ she remarked, wrinkling her nose in distaste. ‘Both of them.’

She suddenly seemed to register Amanda.

‘What you need,’ Mrs Guthrie said confidentially to Thomas, lowering her voice, ‘is a nice plain girl, a simple village girl without any airs or big ideas.’ She nodded in Amanda’s direction.

Good grief! thought Amanda. Does she think I can’t hear her?

‘I’m sure your dear mother would agree with me. How is she, by the way?’

Trelawney’s relief at the change of subject was almost apparent.

‘Very well, th—’

‘Now she’s one that doesn’t let the grass grow. I saw her at the Royal Academy private view with a very charming young man, or was it two?’

‘My moth— ’

‘Not that I begrudge her. She’s had a trying life, and I wish her every happiness. You know she found the most delightful piece for my reception room. I’ve had it redone in ironic kitsch for the spring.’

‘Have y—’

‘Floribunda was in raptures over it. You know, it’s a shame neither Shiraz nor Chardonnay would do for you. But too young and far from simple! Well, I can’t stand here gossiping all day. Give my love to darling Penny. Goodbye, Thomas.’ She nodded again in Amanda’s direction, and tottered off on her 4-inch Gucci platform sandals.

Trelawney and Amanda simultaneously exhaled with relief at her departure and shock at her stream of tactless indiscretions, before lapsing into suppressed laughter.

‘I feel I owe you a treat for subjecting you to that appalling woman,’ he said apologetically.

‘A client of your mother’s, I gather.’

‘Indeed, a very long-standing and lucrative one, alas.’

‘Why did she start talking about roses and wine in the middle of everything?’

‘She wasn’t. Floribunda is her daughter, and Shiraz and Chardonnay are her grandchildren.’

‘You can’t be serious.’

‘Oh, I am. With difficulty, granted, but I am.’ Amanda was diplomatically silent. Trelawney grinned. ‘It’s quite alright to express yourself on the subject.’

‘No. If they are friends of your mother’s, it would be most improper.’

‘Friends? I doubt my fond mamma would thank you for thus describing them!’

‘Well, clients, then,’ said Amanda.

‘Indeed.’ 
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FINALLY, BACK IN THE haven of Amanda’s cottage, with the fire lit and tea served, Trelawney returned to the encounter.

‘I feel I owe you some explanation.’

‘None needed, I promise you,’ Amanda assured him kindly. ‘None of my business.’

‘All the same.’

She sensed he wanted to get something off his chest and said gently, ‘If you want to tell me.’

Trelawney took a breath and looked into his tea.

‘Perpetua was at police college with me and it seemed like an ideal match. It turned out that I was just her starter kit. Patricia also seemed ideal, especially as we agreed that we didn’t want a family. Unfortunately, a few years later, her feelings changed about that, and ... she started one with someone else, which came as rather a shock.’

‘I gathered something of that from what Mrs Guthrie said. I’m so sorry, Inspector. That must have given you a rather jaundiced view of women.’

‘It did,’ he agreed, ‘for about a week, in both cases, but then I reminded myself that they were only two out of millions in this land. And my mother would never have done anything like that. For all the time that she was married to my father, and I don’t think they were ever really happy, she was always honest with him and faithful, regardless of whatever opportunities or temptations that I bet must have come her way, because I always remember her being very pretty and vivacious. I can’t imagine my aunt behaving so either. And they are the women that I’ve known the longest.’

‘It does you credit to be so fair about it. Perhaps you were just unlucky,’ Amanda suggested.

‘Perhaps, but then again I grew up with parents who made a choice of mate that wasn’t the best, my mother being a Normal and my father part of a witch-clan, however unwillingly. I suppose it’s no surprise that I didn’t do too outstandingly in that department either.’

‘Well, if it’s any comfort, in spite of having a very long and happy marriage before me in my grandparents, I never found anyone to whom I was suited. Just a number of false starts, none of any significant duration. There was one that might have been ... but we both had commitments a long way apart and so chose friendship over romance.’

Trelawney looked up at that. He found himself asking,

‘Do you think one day it could ever ...?’

‘No,’ Amanda answered decidedly. She was surprised by her own certainty. Why was she so sure? But now was not the time to pursue that line of enquiry, she told herself sternly.

This was, by far, the most personal conversation they had ever had. Suddenly, they grew self-conscious, and Amanda relieved the tension by asking,

‘So. You asked your father? Oh hold on, I’ve forgotten to bring the treats.’ She hurried off to the kitchen and soon returned with another tray. In addition to gingernuts for her and shortcake for him, was a Victoria sandwich.

‘Hello,’ Trelawney remarked enthusiastically, the mood suddenly lightened. ‘Is this a celebration?’

‘Well, a sort of New Year one maybe, but actually, it’s a present from Aunt Amelia. Perhaps a consolation prize.’

‘For what?’

‘Oh I don’t know,’ she replied ruefully, ‘perhaps for having the sole responsibility of defending the village against your remarkably unpleasant family, with no one that I yet know of to help me, and in which we could all go up in green and purple smoke.’

‘First, I do wish you refrain from referring to them as my family. I am a Trelawney, not a Flamgoyne,’ he reminded her lightly.

‘Sorry,’ she interjected, with a smile.

‘Secondly, if Aunt Amelia says you’ll have help you can be sure you will,’ Trelawney assured her.

‘And third?’

‘You’ve survived two close calls in the last six months. I believe you are made of sterner stuff than anyone imagines. If I were a betting man, I’d place a substantial sum on the chances of your survival.’ Amanda was heartened. ‘And speaking of the most recent of those close calls, are we going to talk about that, Miss Cadabra?’

Amanda became very still. She had been expecting this moment and now ... the other boot had dropped. She had to say something. Finally she spoke,

‘Ah. The elephant in the room, you mean?’
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Spell-power, and Amanda’s Wish
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‘I was there,’ Trelawney pointed out.

Amanda knew he was referring to the spells she had had to resort to, that day they had been in mortal danger. Those very spells had included the fatal cast against a human. She had done it to save him, and now it was bringing the Flamgoyes down upon her village. Not only that, but in doing so she had exposed the magical side of herself that she had kept hidden from him, all this time. He had tactfully refrained from mentioning the matter ... until now.

‘I suppose there’s no point in denying it,’ she finally said.

‘So you can do spells. It was a relief to find out, you know.’

‘Yes, you always suspected, didn’t you, that there was something more than meets the eye to us three Cadabras?’

‘I did. Am I right in thinking that it is thanks to spells that you are able to perform the work of a furniture restorer?’

Amanda took a deep breath. Secrecy was ingrained in her. She had always done everything in her power to give the inspector only need-to-know-information. However, she perceived a compromise: she didn’t have to tell him, outright, about being a levitant: that she had the rare ability to make objects move by themselves. Admitting to being able to perform a few spells was not such a big step, not when he had already seen the evidence. She exhaled.

‘Yes, Inspector.’

‘Then I am sure you have been given the training you need to survive the attack on the day the Flamgoynes come.’

‘Thank you. I do appreciate the vote of confidence. But it’s not enough for me to survive; everyone else has to as well. But I’m hoping that you have some information that may facilitate that.’

‘Yes, indeed. Well, my father granted my request with his customary warmth ....’ 

***
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KYTTO TRELAWNEY SERVED half of the contents of a Pyrex dish, hot from the oven, onto his son’s plate.

‘Don’t you ever get tired of Shepherd’s pie?’

‘Not yours, Dad,’ replied Thomas, with conviction.

They brought their laden trenchers into the dining room and sat at the table.

‘So, how’s your Miss Cadabra?’ asked Kytto, sprinkling salt onto his crispy cheese-coated mashed potato and savoury mince.

‘She’s not ...’ began his son, before abandoning his automatic response as futile. ‘She’s pretty much recovered, I think. In fact, she’s the reason why I am sampling your cooking, so soon after last time.’

‘You’re always welcome, son.’

‘Thanks, Dad. I know, but you do have a pretty full schedule.’

‘Well, we’re here now, so ... how can I help?’

‘What do you know about the Cadabras?’

Kyt put down his knife and fork. ‘Hmm, now there’s a question. Farmers of some pedigree with land to the north of our ... I mean, Flamgoyne land, and bordering on their neighbours, the Cardiubarns.’

‘Yes, that much I know.’

‘A witch-clan of good repute.’

‘How so?’ asked Thomas.

‘Well, their credo is “strike not” and “abundance through peace”. That certainly gives them the moral high ground over either the Flamgoynes or the Cardiubarns.’

‘But the Flamgoynes and the Cardiubarns don’t baulk at using force.’

‘Well, not openly. They gave up the futility of beating one another over the head with stone wands long ago. They prefer more subtle methods.’

‘Like sending one another over cliffs?’ suggested Thomas.

‘For example.’

‘So if the Flamgoynes and the Cardiubarns will use any unscrupulous, not to say homicidal, method to gain ground, how have the Cadabras managed to survive, thrive and hold their land against their neighbouring clans?’

‘I have been out of the Flamgoyne loop for almost as many years as you, Thomas, so all I have is old stories. But, based on those, I would say they use repelling, bouncing back, and mirroring spells.’

‘Like a bullet ricocheting? It could bounce around and hit the person who fired the gun?’

‘Yes, like that.’

‘Dad, did you hear any other stories about their methods.’

Kytto shook his head. 
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‘AND THAT’S ALL HE COULD tell you?’ asked Amanda.

‘I’m afraid so, Miss Cadabra.’

‘Still, it’s a start. Thank you, Inspector.’

‘Any progress with Viola?’ Trelawney enquired.

‘Only a shortlist, but no real way in to interviewing any of them.’

‘With whom would you want to start?’

‘I don’t know why,’ Amanda answered at once, ‘but Mrs Uberhausfest. You know? Over-70’s party planner? She’s been at the dances.’

‘Ah, yes.’

‘I just wish I had an excuse to really talk to her ....’

By 1.47 in the morning, while Amanda was fast asleep, her wish was coming true.
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Old Times, New Information
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Trelawney was parking the car outside his mother’s house in Crouch End when his phone rang.

‘Hello, Yokel’ said a familiar voice. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Ross, good to hear from you. All’s well, thanks.’

‘Yes, I heard you barely made it out of that last debacle relatively unscathed. You do seem to lead an interesting life for someone tucked away in the sticks.’

‘I try,’ replied Trelawney, with a chuckle.

‘Look, I hear you’re spending most of your weekends up in the Big Smoke. Though how you’re swinging that, I can’t imagine. Knowing you, it has to be in the line of duty, and I know better than to enquire too closely. But since you’re up, fancy a jar in the old local tonight?’

‘Sure. What’s the time now? I can see if my mother can bring dinner forward and meet you at say, 8.30?

‘Fine by me. Shall we say 8.30 in The Tardis, then? I don’t mind waiting if you get a bit delayed,’ said Ross cheerfully.

‘Great. It’ll be good to catch up.’

‘See you then.’

Trelawney was pleased. They’d been friends at Hendon Police College. Ross was a straight-up guy, and that resonated with Thomas. They’d led very different lives: Ross, in the rough and tumble of city life, had got in with the wrong crowd as a teenager, and was lucky enough to have been thrown a life-line by a fatherly detective sergeant, who saw
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