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Dedication

Thank you John Kirsh for wandering into my mind and refusing to leave until your story is told.
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Abigail

The view was always nice from this window. I had not seen it for many years, I wish I had come home sooner; but it could not be helped. I lost my son Eric, and now my beloved Aunt Lenora, all within a few months of each other. I had forgotten how crisp the air could be here in London; even in the springtime, it was so different in America, at Pine Lake. Even though I was raised in London, America was now my home. Aunt Lenora’s house had been my home too; she raised me after my parents died. I miss her so much, but she lived a long life, 103 she was on her last day. At least that is how old she claimed to be. She had so much fight in her, blazing red hair, she was the boss, no one dared push her around, and people say I am so much like her, minus the red hair of course.

Aunt Lenora did not change a thing in this room, my room. I lived with my aunt off and on for many years after finishing school; there was always a place for me here when I had none; now those times are over.

I stared at the metal box that sat on the dresser. I had never seen the box in person before; it was described to me in detail by my aunt. It looked like old metal pewter; the swirling designs wrapped around all of its sides, all the way to the front keyhole. I did not know the origin or meaning of the design, but it was quite striking. I gripped the key in my hand so hard I could feel the same swirl pattern that adorned the box repeated on the handle of the key as I pressed it hard deep on my palm.

Earlier at my aunt’s will reading I was scared, I knew that what was inside the box would soon be my responsibility, which made me even more afraid. But it was required, it was mandated in blood magic that the box would pass to the eldest female relative in the Wickham family; that being me.

I gained courage, and with swiftness stuck the key in the box opening the lid. Inside laid a beautiful smooth blood red stone as large as a man’s hand. Attached to the inner lid was a dagger with the same swirl pattern as the box and the key. The dagger I dare not touch. Purple silk lining cushioned the stone inside. I just stared at it, then I smiled; proud. Very few people knew how to use the stone, they did not know how to yield its power; the Wickham family did. We have learned in secret, in the past we paid the price, the accusations, trials, burnings; but we survived. For centuries England bowed down to the long dark shadow cast by the Wickham bloodline, and now Pine Lake will fall under the very same spell.
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The Past Is the Past

Lenora looked in the great big black cast iron pot that hung in the hearth. Crackling sounds of popping wood made the day feel cozy and serene. Next to, off to the right lay her best friend Sheba, a multi-grey Irish Wolfhound. She yawned and stretched her long furry legs in the ease of the day. It was because of Sheba Lenora felt safe living near the forest area of Devonshire. Sheba was an impressive companion, the top of her head almost grazed Lenora’s chest. No other animals dare take her on, including the human kind. Lenora slept well every night unafraid knowing Sheba was on guard. As with most little cottages on a vast property, she had a landlord she was beholden to. The patriarch of the Cavendish family had taken pity on her. Her own family, Wickham, was once in good standing in the community, they too were part of the aristocracy. She and her mother had attended the balls, the parties, galas; that now seemed so long ago. Lost to bad investments, unpaid debts, and dare they say whoring and gambling. The once powerhouse of the Wickham name had been burned to embers and ash. Lenora had to fall back on the old ways...the healing arts. She had been taught by her mother, and her mother before her to the secrets of the plants. How to soothe coughs, take care of burns, cuts and how to assist in childbirth. The Cavendish family had their own personal medicine woman as per their needs, day or night. Sally Cavendish was with child at this very moment, while her husband, Lord Breen Cavendish oversaw the family wealth with ties in timber, coal and factory production. 

She made her money from other families in town, rich and poor. Of course she charged rich families more; she knew if she did not they would think her service was sub-par and ineffective. You get what you pay for was an unwritten aristocratic rule all the families lived by. 

Lenora took hold of the long wooden paddle, lowering it in the pot of dark liquid. She watched the movement sway back and forth as tiny little bubbles began to appear. Lenora stared deep in the depths of the black pot, someone was coming, she thought to herself. Sheba opened her eyes, leaping to her feet with such quickness Lenora almost lost the paddle while she was still stirring. Sheba’s head pointed toward the door, her eyes locked, unwavering, she barred her teeth in a low growl while wagging her tail. Lenora knew what that meant; it was someone from the Cavendish house. It was always a manservant delivering a message, not a complete stranger; but Sheba still did not trust, that was her nature. If it was a stranger she would bark loud with deep vibrational tones to warn the stranger that they were in danger from her. The hair on her spine would rise and her wagging furry tail pointed down to the ground in battle mode. But right now a Cavendish servant was approaching. Tap-tap-tap sounded the heavy wood door.

“Oh, urgent business this time Sheba,” said Lenora, looking at her friend whom still stood, not moving.

Tap-tap-tap, it went again. When Lenora opened the door a young man wearing dark navy blue pants, black shoes, and a starched white shirt with a matching blue waist coat stood at the door. He was no more than fifteen, was Lenora’s guess. His pale white face with dark pink flushed cheeks looked uncertain, nervous. His fingers gripped and fidgeted with a wide brimmed hat the same color as his clothing. The young man’s name slipped away from Lenora’s mind, he was new, a very recent addition to the household. Fear, or at least concern lay behind his bright blue eyes.

“Yes,” stated Lenora. “How can I help you?”

“Miss Wickham?...um...it’s Master Cavendish. He is not feeling well, and he has taken to his bed. Mistress Cavendish sent me to call upon you to come to her aid in this matter.”

“Where is Doctor Longview, has he already attended to Master Cavendish?” asked Lenora.

“He was here last night, but I pray the Master has taken a bad turn, and is protesting the doctor’s treatment,” said the young servant.

“Alright, I will be out in a moment,” she stated as the young man went to stand next to an uncovered one horse cart.

Lenora grabbed her medicine carpet bag that sat on the corner of the kitchen counter. She opened its big wide mouth top adding a few extra items to the already overfilled satchel. When she opened the front door again, Sheba high-tailed it to the cart, leaping in the back where she sat guard. There was no way Lenora was going to leave her behind, the day was already late and who knew what lurked in the shadows of the forest. 

Lenora approached the cart, the young man took her medicine bag, placing it on the wood seat, then helped her up before taking his place next to her. The trip was not very far by transportation she realized, she could not afford such luxuries and walked everywhere, no matter how far. If someone needed her in an emergency, like the Cavendishes, they provided her way.

Long rows of statuesque trees lined the vast driveway leading to the estate. The young driver and his horse kept a semi-quick pace which made Lenora believe that the health of Master Cavendish was much more dire than she thought. Her brow furrowed with concern on what situation indeed was she about to come face to face with.

The Cavendish Mansion was magnificent, it was two or maybe even three floors in height. It was painted a sunny golden yellow with white trim. Two big lion statues sat at the base of a pair of stairs that were as wide as the
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