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To Pravin and Philippa

And above all, watch with glittering eyes

the whole world around you

because the greatest secrets are hidden

in the most unlikely places.

Those who don’t believe in magic

will never find it. 

– Roald Dahl
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Introduction

​

​

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.

Chapter 1

​

Why Amanda Found the Body

​

​

Call a doctor or search for clues? Amanda Cadabra took the few vital seconds to make the decision.

But then, she had never been impulsive.

***

‘Mrs Cadabra, with the best will in the world from you and your husband, your granddaughter could not have had a normal childhood.’

In response, the lady seated with regal posture on the chintz sofa, inhaled, and raised an eyebrow, rendering her larger violet eye even more magnified than usual. Her piercing glare demanded an explanation. Detective Sergeant Thomas Trelawney of the Devon and Cornwall Police was not easily intimidated, as Vic ‘The Headbanger’ Hardy could have told anyone brave enough to have asked him. 

However, on this, his first visit, to 26 Orchard Row, Sunken Madley, Trelawney needed to make some kind of connection with Senara, Perran, and their beloved granddaughter and adoptee Amanda. These three were, after all, the only witnesses to the day of the incident, 28 years ago, that he was here to continue investigating.

‘Here’ was a village that had grown up out of the rural landscape over a period of 800 years. It lay 13 miles to the north of the Houses of Parliament, and three miles south of the border of Hertfordshire. Herts, as the abbreviation is styled, was home to Jane Austen’s Emma and the seat of the burgeoning aircraft industry in the last century. Since those days, the county boundaries had been moved so that Sunken Madley was now, technically, on the outskirts of Greater London.

Nevertheless, Sunken Madley still was, in spirit, a country village, off the beaten track, hidden by the encircling trees. It was distinguished only by its orchard of Hormead Pearmain apples, and fine stained-glass windows, adorning the medieval church of St Ursula-without-Barnet. Of particular interest to students of the art, was the composition of the saint and the little bear with the bag of apples.

A gust of wind cast a pink handful of cherry blossom against the living room window as Trelawney’s hazel eyes returned Mrs Cadabra’s gaze politely but unwaveringly. He said mildly, ‘In other words, Amanda wouldn’t always have been able to play in the fields, run up and down the garden, maybe eat anything she wanted, like the other children here could.’

‘One couldn’t expect you to know this, Sergeant, not having any of your own,’ Mrs Cadabra pronounced with sympathetic condescension, ‘but,’ and she took a loose hairpin from her white victory roll, ‘children ... adapt.’ She speared the accessory back into her coiffure to signal that the subject was closed.

Trelawney hadn’t finished. He thrived on puzzles, bringing order to chaos, and justice to the wronged. However, above these assets, his soon-to-be-retired boss, Chief Inspector Hogarth, trusted his seasoned judgment, especially of when to operate with a light touch.

He swivelled his tall, slim, grey-suited form towards Perran, who smiled kindly and said, with his gentle Cornish-flavoured voice, ‘I know what you mean, Sergeant. But Amanda was always a very special little one. Since she was a bian, a baby, she spent her fair share of nights in the local hospital when we didn’t know if she’d pull through. We did our best to help her, but in the end, she learned the hard way that her choices had consequences.’

‘Did that make Amanda fearful? Wary?’

‘Oh no, Sergeant, just careful, wise even, beyond her years. Though in others she’s young for her age. But, as Senara said, she got used to things, like carrying her inhaler, avoiding certain food, watching the pollen count. Amanda always says, ‘It isn’t terminal, after all, it’s just asthma.’ 

***

It was asthma that had brought Amanda Cadabra to this moment, this room ... this body. 

She felt for a pulse.

***

It had all happened a great deal sooner than anyone in the village could have expected. Even Dr Sharma, who was in the know, when she told Amanda about the new allergy clinic, had said that it was months away.

Amanda had dropped in, to collect a repeat prescription for her asthma inhaler, on her way to see about a furniture restoration job. An eager trainee from infancy, Amanda had taken over her grandfather’s business. 

Asthma and furniture restoration were unlikely bedfellows, with the toxic chemicals, dust, and hard physical labour. This had niggled Trelawney from the first time he had read the case file three years ago.

Amanda’s secret levitation skills enabled her to cope covertly but ably. Trelawney, however, was a long way from even contemplating this possibility. And even if he had been able to, it would have been only with extreme scepticism and inexplicable discomfort.

Still, Amanda took sensible precautions and always had her inhaler handy. Dr Sharma was a respected and gifted physician, and between her own magic and the general practitioner’s medicine, the asthma was under reasonable control.

However, there was no denying that Amanda’s chest momentarily tightened when Neeta Sharma had told her where they were going to build an allergy research centre. 




​

​

Chapter 2

​

Lords, and Shock at the Buffet

––––––––

The news came from a new and unexpected source. And Amanda would never have heard it, if she had succumbed to her natural social reticence.

In spite of his ‘word of a cricketer’ promise, Middlesex batsman and new Sunken Madley VIP and eye candy... cancelled.

Ten days ago, at the end of the most complicated, challenging and eventful weekend of her life unravelling the mysteries, ghosts and potential scandal of the Manor, the celebrity cricket hero Ryan Ford had made Amanda a promise. He was to share details of a secret entrance to Sunken Madley Manor and to treat Amanda to dinner at the Snout and Trough. However, golden-haired, fit, tanned and handsome eligible bachelor (as a dozen villagers had taken pains to impress on Amanda) was about to make a regretful phone call.

Amanda had walked into the workshop at 9 o’clock on an alternately sunny and showery morning. Pushing a strand of her long mouse-brown hair back into her practical plait, she locked herself in, went to her bench, slotted her iPod into the player and set it to play. 

She sang along as she looked for her close-work glasses. Not the clear lens ones that she used to hide her eyes from Normals after she’d been using magic. In terms of maintaining secrecy, it was an unfortunate by-product of Amanda’s use of her mystical abilities that it caused the islands of golden brown pigment in the sea of her blue eyes to expand, resulting in a colour change, noticeable to the extra observant.

Amanda picked up a hacksaw, marked up a length of white ash and made a notch deep enough to hold the blade. 

‘Ahiewske!’ she bade the hacksaw, and it began a rhythmic to and fro in time to the music.

She was about to get the cabinet scraper and the nail remover going when her mobile phone rang. Amanda turned off the music and answered.

It was Ryan Ford.

‘I’m incredibly sorry, Amanda. Believe me, if there was any way I could be there, I would. Please, say you understand.’

‘Of course,’ she answered politely, subduing her disappointment.

‘I do hope that means you’ll still be using the tickets?’

He had previously peace-offered them to atone for giving Amanda an uncomfortable moment on his first outing for the Sunken Madley cricket team.

‘All right. Sure,’ Amanda agreed reluctantly.

‘Can’t wait to see you. Jake, our left-arm bowler and a great pal, is having his birthday bash after the match in the Nursery Pavilion. I’ve told him all about you, and he insists I invite you. You will come, won’t you?’ Ryan entreated.

Amanda recoiled. Social functions weren’t her thing at all. ‘Look I’d rather leave it. I won’t know anyone —’

‘You’ll know me! And you’ll have your best friend with you. And you don’t have to stay long. Please?’ he said appealingly.

He’s told his friend all about me? thought Amanda. That’s going a bit fast, isn’t it? What she said aloud was,

‘Very well. I mean, thank you, that’s very kind.’

‘Thank you, Amanda. See you Saturday.’

‘Goodbye.’ She tapped off the call.

Amanda’s jury was still out on Ryan Ford. She never seemed to experience the same emotion for more than five minutes when she was around him. Amanda was, by turns, charmed, alarmed, incensed or suspicious. No wonder Gordon French, the local team umpire and retired head of Sunken Madley School, had cautioned her regarding Ryan. 

Nevertheless, so it was, the following Saturday morning, at a quarter past nine, Amanda Cadabra was walking to the car belonging to her next-door neighbour and best friend Claire. Claire Ruggieri, several years older than Amanda but her number one fan, was, in her own words, ‘a media slave’. 

Claire of the chocolate brown hair and eyes was well connected, vivacious and usually at work. It was Claire who, years ago, had brought sheltered and retiring Amanda out of her village shell and into the bright light of London nightlife, to dancing and even romance of a cautious and discreet kind. 

To none of the men labelled ‘unsuitable’ by Granny and Grandpa, and which was borne out in every case, did Amanda consider, for so much as a moment, confiding her magical gifts. Indeed, neither had she told Claire, much as she loved her. 

If her best friend acquired any information about Amanda that needed to be kept secret, Amanda dared not trust Claire to keep her own counsel. She could all too easily blurt it out, to the wrong person, to any person. And in the media, there would be an ear for the unusual, the newsworthy. If it reached the wrong people, the risk to Amanda would be very real. 

Claire was a Normal. Granny had impressed on Amanda, from the very beginning, that Normals and Magic were an uncomfortable and even dangerous combination.

As Claire locked her front door and turned towards her lime green Audi Sportback, she spotted him, leisurely approaching, a walking collection of furry stormclouds studded with two livid yellow eyes.

‘Come to say goodbye?’ asked Claire, hopefully.

But Tempest planted himself next to the rear passenger door, and looked up at her with disgruntled impatience.

Tempest was Amanda’s familiar; a reincarnated cat, courtesy of some very rare and potent spell-weaving by Granny and Grandpa, when Amanda was 15 years old. His contempt for the human species was unbounded and evident, with the exception of Amanda whom he regarded as his special ward. Only from her would he accept endearments and verbal teasing. There were one or two select persons whom he tolerated and allowed to give him treats. Claire was one of them.

Amanda intervened, offering diplomatically, ‘Would you like to warm up the car while I get His Highness’s blanket?’

‘I have a choice?’ asked Claire, helplessly. 

‘Well,’ Amanda considered, ‘you can, A: not let him in and have the accusatory stare seared on your mind for the duration of the day. B: you can let him in and find a lot of cat hairs over your upholstery. C: you can let me protect the seat before you grant him the access that he considers to be his divine right.’

‘Hm,’ agreed Claire.

‘You know what he’s like,’ Amanda said, apologetically.

‘I do. As every householder and shop owner in this village knows: he’s wherever he wants to be. Look at him.’

Tempest was offering his profile for her admiration.

‘True,’ acknowledged Amanda, with a rueful smile. ‘Do you mind, Claire?’

‘No, it’s OK,’ she acquiesced good-naturedly.

‘I expect he thinks we should be honoured!’ Tempest was pleased to see that Amanda saw it that way. He always chose to disregard her unseemly mirth whenever he assumed his place on one of the passenger seats of her car. 

Amanda was back in seconds with a square of fake fur with a tiger’s head on it, which she arranged on the back seat. She stood back, and Tempest minced in and settled himself in chauffeured splendour behind the driver. It never failed to amuse her, and she laughed as they set off.

The country lane to Sunken Madley runs south to meet the A1000 that goes to Barnet. From there, over some 10 miles, the road slopes down towards the heart of London.

Amanda, Claire and Tempest followed it as far as East Finchley where they turned off along The Bishop’s Avenue, alias Billionaire’s Row. At its pinnacle, they went right and through the narrow gap by The Spaniard’s Inn, haunt of notorious highwayman Dick Turpin. Thence they drove through Hampstead to St John’s Wood and parked near the underground station. They disembarked and walked south towards Lord’s Cricket ground, home of the MCC, Marylebone County Cricket club, where the game has been played for over two hundred years.

Tempest decided to make his own way there and attend to any business he might have along the way. 

‘How has the furniture restoration business been going since Perran passed on?’ asked Claire, as they approached their destination.

‘Fine,’ Amanda replied sunnily, ‘Grandpa trained me well and prepared me to take over.’

‘Getting plenty of customers?’

‘Oh, yes. More from the village than before, actually.’

‘I’ll bet.’

‘Why?’

‘People in Sunken Madley care for you. You’ll always be little Amanda to them. And they see you as all alone now both your grandparents are gone.’

‘You may have a point. They’ve got even keener to marry me off.’

‘They equate having “a good man” around with being safe and secure,’ said Claire.

‘I suppose they mean well. Even if it is a bit stifling.’

‘Tell me about it. When I go to family events I’m still called Piccola, even by people younger, and shorter, than I am. I see it as affectionate.’ 

‘Fair enough,’ conceded Amanda with a smile.

They found their seats and settled in well before the Five-Minute Bell called the players to the field.

It was a close-run match, but, thanks to the Middlesex captain, the home team won the day, and he was awarded Man of the Match. Ryan came in for his share of the glory, having partnered his skipper to get his crucial century, in other words, 100 runs. It was their 119 partnership that had pipped the opposing team to the post.

The final applause pattered away, and, variously joyful and disappointed, the members of the crowd gathered their belongings to head for refreshments or the return home. The ladies took their time.

‘Let’s give Ryan a while to change before we turn up. Or he won’t be there yet, and I’ll feel completely out of place,’ said Amanda. Even so, as, by degrees, they approached the Nursery Pavilion, Amanda’s nerve began to fail her. ‘Oh, couldn’t we just go home, Claire? I can text him and convey my apologies. I doubt he’ll notice my absence.’

‘Screw your courage to the sticking place, mon ami,’ said Claire. ‘I think he will notice your absence and you have given your word.’

‘True, I have,’ admitted Amanda. She took a deep breath and straightened her back, a gesture that anyone who knew Senara, her grandmother, would instantly have recognised. Amanda glanced down at her ensemble. She was becomingly arrayed in a new dress that Claire had given her, sheer, self-patterned, soft gold semi-transparent fabric over a layer of cream silk. 

No one would have guessed that, below the fitted bodice and beneath the flowing skirt, snug in her stocking top, was a very particular IKEA pencil. The most powerful of all her magical tools, this was, in fact, her Pocket-wand, Dr Bertil Bergstrom’s patent invention, and Amanda knew better than to leave her house without it.

The Nursery Pavilion was distinguished by a glass wall of sliding panels that gave onto a narrow terrace at the edge of the cricket field. At this moment, it was a-throng with fashionable elegance and sporting excellence. Round tables gowned in spotless white damask, were laid with fine dining ware and crystal for the guests, who were seated or standing, chatting animatedly. 

Amanda spotted Ryan at the centre of the knot of admirers. The captain's arm was around his shoulders as they were professionally photographed for magazines and selfied for social networking sites. 

‘He’s busy,’ stated Amanda, with a certain amount of relief.

‘Come on, let’s eat,’ suggested Claire. ‘The food here’ll be good.’ They approached one of the buffet tables and began helping themselves to the delicacies on offer. 

Abruptly, Amanda gasped.

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Claire in consternation.

‘Oh, I wish he wouldn’t do that!’ exclaimed Amanda. Claire looked towards Ryan. But he was not the source of Amanda’s irritation.

Tempest had somehow insinuated himself into the Pavilion, and was ensconced under the buffet table, lying in wait for his harem of two to attend to his nutritional preferences. As Amanda had stood pondering the gourmet choices, he had shot out a paw to make sudden and startling contact with her foot.

Amanda knowingly scanned the array for her familiar's favourite. She scooped up a helping of caviar in a lettuce leaf. Pretending to attend to her shoe, she knelt and laid it in front of Tempest, who acknowledged her graciously. 

‘Not that you deserve it, Brat Cat,’ she whispered.

Claire found a mini salmon roulade and got it under the table on the ruse of dropping her napkin then bobbing briefly to retrieve it from the floor.

‘Behave!’ Amanda adjured her familiar.

‘Behave? I always behave,’ replied a familiar voice. Ryan had succeeded in detaching himself from his fans, and had navigated the room to Amanda’s side.

‘Oh, I meant —’

‘You made it! How can I thank you? May I assume I’m forgiven?’ he said winningly.

‘Good game,’ commented Claire, weighing up his penitent act and noting that Amanda was ignoring the question of forgiveness.

‘Well, hello,’ said Ryan, recognising her. ‘So you’re Amanda’s best friend?’

‘The very same,’ acknowledged Claire, with her professional, media smile.

‘Delighted to see you,’ said Ryan, courteously. ‘Did you both enjoy the match?’

‘Yes, and you acquitted yourself admirably,’ Amanda praised him.

‘Thank you. I wasn’t expecting quite this level of excitement.’ He moved closer to Amanda and lowered his voice. ‘I’d hoped we’d get more of an opportunity to chat.’

Ryan inhaled sharply as he felt a hand on his shoulder. As he looked, it slid around his neck, and a tall, faultlessly coiffured and made-up brunette undulated into his arm and seemed to coil around him, putting Amanda vividly in mind of the Serpent around the Tree of Knowledge in the Garden of Eden. 

​
​

​

Chapter 3

Daddy’s Little Project

––––––––

‘Darling Ry-Ry,’ the Serpent in brunette guise sighed huskily. ‘It’s been forever.’

‘Oh hello,’ he answered, less than enthused but civil. He seemed unable to disengage himself politely. ‘I didn’t see you.’

‘And I could see no one here but you.’ The woman was pointedly ignoring Claire and Amanda who began to take the opportunity to sidle away.

Ryan, still unable to break free from the scented embrace, cleared his throat and performed the introductions.

‘Amanda, Claire, this is Samantha. We ... er —’

‘Are old friends,’ she said, looking into his eyes with a sultry smile and touching his neck with an ice-pink taloned finger. Ryan gently removed her hand and said,

‘Amanda and Claire are from my village, two of my especially valued neighbours,’ 

Amanda refrained from mentioning that he had only just found out that Claire was one of them

‘Oh, I know!’ said Samantha, her attention momentarily distracted from Ryan. ‘Mad Sinking.’

‘Sunken Madley,’ corrected Amanda.

‘Yes, Daddy’s little project,’ she purred.

Amanda was taken aback.

‘Excuse me?’

‘It’s all I hear about from him. He’s raring to go. They’re sticking the poles in and measuring and things on Monday. I expect you’ll all turn out for the occasion.’

‘What?’ queried Amanda, frowning in confusion.

‘Not sure I’ll be there. Mud and wellies. Not really my bag,’ she said, looking down at the Chanel purse dangling at her hip.

Amanda was bewildered. There were no building works scheduled in the village. ‘Excuse me, but ... what are you talking about?’

‘The lab? The clinic research centre thing. I’m sure it’s at Mad Whatever.’

Light dawned. ‘You mean the projected asthma research centre at Lost Madley?’

‘Yes, of course,’ replied Samantha, barely escaping adding ‘duh’.

‘But that isn’t for months,’ objected Amanda. ‘What about planning permission?’

‘Oh, Daddy’s got that,’ Samantha uttered dismissively with a wave of her fingers. ‘Yes, and without local backhanders if that’s what you’re thinking. It’s not like anyone wants the land for anything. No rare species there, just a lot of rubble and earth.’

Amanda felt rocked. It was all too quick, too soon, and somehow ... too wrong. Not the clinic. The place ... That place. And now it seemed there was no time ... no way to stop it. ‘You say they’re marking out the foundations the day after tomorrow?’

‘Yes. Why? What does it matter? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. Here, have some champagne.’

Claire looked at her friend in surprise and concern.

In seconds, the voices around Amanda faded, as though she were under water. The sensation she’d had in Dr Sharma’s office, the day her GP, her General Practitioner, had told her about the site, came back in tripled intensity.

Lost Madley. An annexe of her village, separated by a couple of hundred yards, in the forest. Some houses, a small pub and a shop. Bombed during the 1940s, houses levelled, fatalities and casualties, the fortunes of war sweeping clean the board. The survivors were re-housed, it was never rebuilt. No one spoke of it. The birds did not sing there, and the trees were thin.

She had seen it once, long ago. Only once. The memory chilled her.

Now, standing in the Nursery Pavilion of Lord’s cricket ground on this bright June day, for a split second, the hamlet swam before her eyes as it had been before the bombs fell. The single lane, the old pub with the small-paned window of the bar, a young man and woman .... Suddenly it dissolved and was gone.

Amanda came back to the present at the sound of Ryan’s anxious voice in her ear. She took a deep breath and forced a smile.

‘It’s nothing. Just surprised. Too much champagne,’ she jested, although she had yet to sample so much as a sip.

‘We’ll leave you to recover,’ said the Serpent, still coiled around Mr Ford. ‘Ry-Ry, Daddy will be devastated not to have been here to see you, but Sir Michael is very anxious to meet the hero of the match.’ She inclined her head in the direction of one of the club’s most influential sponsors.

‘But ...,’ objected Ryan, ’Ok, I’ll be right th—’ 

‘Sir Michael is waiting, darling. Do come along.’

Samantha maneuvered him inexorably away as he called back to Amanda and Claire, ‘Thank you for making it here. I’ll call you. Do enjoy yoursel...’

Claire rolled her eyes. Amanda nodded her head and smiled at her friend. ‘Yes, now that we’re here, let’s do just that.’ 

They gathered delicacies into three napkins, and looked at one another conspiratorially.

‘And now...’ They nodded and said simultaneously, ‘We have another appointment.’ 

‘With darling Pierce-y!’ declared Claire, affectedly, in a passable imitation of Samantha.

‘Indeed. I have a treat for us,’ Amanda confided. ‘Pierce Brosnan in Goldeneye. Special Edition.’  
Claire’s eyes lit up. ‘Oh, marvelous!‘

Their light-hearted exchange considerably restored Amanda, after the shock of Samantha’s announcement, and her brief flashback to a past she had never known.

‘Come dahhhling!’ said Claire and they linked arms and exited laughing into the late afternoon sunshine. ‘Don’t take any notice of Samantha.’

‘You know her?’ asked Amanda. ‘She acted like she’d never seen you before.’ 

‘Oh, I just assume it’s all fake. Maybe she isn’t like that at all. Actually, I don’t think she’s ever had the chance to find out what she’s like. Between wealthy, divorced parents bidding exorbitant stakes for her affection, Sam’s had her every whim catered to. She’s never had to even think for herself. She’s probably just copying her equally clueless friends.’ Claire sounded to Amanda like she was trying to convince herself.

They reached the Audi to find Tempest curled up asleep on the newly parked, still-warm, bonnet of a red and black Mini Cooper S. He unwound himself, dropped lithely to the ground, and took a leisurely stroll in through the back passenger door of Claire’s car that Amanda was holding open for him. He reflected that his witch was a good little thing and did have her uses after all.

Amanda settled herself and fastened her seatbelt. 

As they emerged from the underground depths of the car park, into the street with its trees and open sky, her mind returned to the Pavilion. In spite of the cloudless afternoon, a shadow crossed her mind. She stared unseeing through the windscreen at the passing London plane trees, and said, half to herself,

‘It must be a mistake. They can’t possibly be starting tomorrow. Samantha must have been winding me up ..., surely?’

.

​
​

​

Chapter 4

​

Monday Morning

––––––––

By Monday morning, Amanda had decided that she didn’t believe, or, at least, didn’t want to believe, Samantha’s tale. The work on the asthma research centre couldn’t possibly be commencing in Lost Madley that day. 

Amanda resolutely walked up the path by the early fruiting cherry tree. She glanced up to see how the crop was growing, while fledgeling starlings on the grass tried to hurry off on inexpert wings. She entered her workshop and had barely begun to lock herself in, when the doorbell rang.

It was Joan the postlady holding a sheaf of letters and a packet easily small enough to have fitted through the letterbox. That meant only one thing: Joan had News.

‘Good morning, Joan.’

‘Morning, love. Well.’ She paused for dramatic effect. ‘They’ve started!’

‘They?’ queried Amanda.

‘You know ... the works.’

‘The works?’

‘The building in Lost Madley,’ explained Joan.

‘You know about that?’ asked Amanda, in surprise.

‘Course, I do. Everyone knows.’

‘How come?’

‘Oo, these things get around you know. And he did come and ask,’ Joan said with typical vagueness.

‘Who did?’

‘That Damian with the car.’

‘Sorry?’

‘He came and explained. In the pub.’

Amanda’s sleep had been restless and ridden by unremembered dreams for the last two nights, and she wasn’t feeling at her best and brightest. ‘You’ve lost me.’

‘Damian from the building, the research centre project,’ said Joan patiently. ‘He came in the pub and talked about it and what he wanted to do and his poor mum and, of course, no one had any objections. Though some said, who knows what’s still down there, poor things. And best not to disturb the dead, but as far as we were concerned it was all fine with us, and good luck to him. And. of course, we all thought of you, and wouldn’t it be a marvel if they had a cure for you, love, bless your heart.’

Amanda followed Joan’s rambling monologue as best she could and extracted the essential information, saying, ‘So, you knew they were starting today.’

‘Oh yes, and those of us who can are off to have a look. You want to get a move on, dear, if you want to see the start, though I dare say they’ll be there all day. I’ll be along when I finish my rounds, you can be sure. Most exciting thing that’s happened round here since the new church roof!’

Amanda wasn’t sure what to say. Or, indeed, what to do.

‘Well ... Joan. Thank you for bringing me up to speed.’

‘That’s all right. Mind how you go. See you in a bit!’

And she was off down the path with Amanda standing rooted to the spot as Joan closed the gate and waved. Amanda felt Tempest rubbing comfortingly around her ankles and looked down.

‘What do you think about all that?’

He looked at her intently.

‘You, think we should go and take a gander, don’t you?’

He blinked slowly once, for ‘yes’. 

‘All right. Let me just add another coat of lacquer to that side table and it can be drying while we’re out.’

It was soon done. Amanda shed her overalls, replaced them with jeans and yellow top, grabbed her jacket and went out to the British racing green Vauxhall Astra. Emblazoned in gold lettering down the sides was: Cadabra Restoration and Repairs.

It had been bequeathed to her by Grandpa, together with the business.

Curiously enough, today, neither of her grandparents was to be found. Grandpa hadn’t been in the workshop and Granny hadn’t been around the house or garden. It wasn’t exactly unusual. Since they’d transferred to the spirit plane they had come and gone with not much explanation, but it did seem like a curious coincidence. 

‘Where are they?’ Amanda said rhetorically to Tempest. He clearly either knew and wasn’t saying, or neither knew nor cared, especially in the case of Granny with whom he shared a mutual antipathy. To him she was still as solid, real and unpleasant as ever. He considered the inability of most humans to perceive either her or Perran as a singular mark of their species’ inferiority.

Amanda noticed that Tempest had chosen to sit on the front passenger seat. Probably so he could remark on the standard of her driving and tell her where to park.

She drove to the end of Orchard Row and turned left into Hog Lane, then left again round the green into Muttring Lane, which led north to the next village of Upper Muttring. However, as soon as she had passed the last house in Sunken Madley, Amanda took what was little more than a mud track leading off into the trees, to the right of the road. She slowed the Astra to a crawl, and the lane gave way to thinning silver birches that showed the ruins-cum-building site to the right.

This was the first time Amanda had been up close and personal to Lost Madley, and she was glad to have Tempest with her. He meowed, and she pulled off the track and parked.

​
​

​

Chapter 5

​

Pegging Out

––––––––

As Amanda approached on foot, she saw various villagers on the left of the track and strangers on the right of it whom she assumed were part of the construction crew. Most wore hi-visibility jackets of neon yellow and hard hats. They seemed to be organising themselves into teams. One or two kept glancing along the road as though watching for someone. 

The silver birches were spindly here and even though it was summer not one of them bore a living leaf. Tall, spritely 90-something Miss de Havillande of The Grange was there with her great friend and contemporary, the petite, fairy-like Miss Armstrong-Witworth. Miss de Havillande’s terrier was exploiting the comparatively abundant proximity of trees.

Amanda looked around for Tempest who was passing the time attempting to intimidate Churchill, by advancing by degrees into his space. But Churchill was too elderly and oblivious to be perturbed. Since the day Tempest had defended him against an overexcited visiting Chihuahua, he had refused to be convinced by Tempest’s fake guerrilla incursions.

Mr Hanley-Page, of Vintage Vehicles at the other end of the village, stood a little distance from them and was the first to spot the newcomer.

‘Hello there, Amanda.’

She looked towards the source of the voice to see the dapper septuagenarian. What he lacked in height he made up for in style, and today was sporting a light linen suit topped with a straw boater. He waved his omnipresent cigar and tipped his hat, showing receding silver-grey hair and unshading his bright grey eyes. He stubbed out the smouldering Cuban roll, aware that it would do her asthma no favours.

‘Hello, Mr Hanley-Page. No Rolls Royce out for the occasion?’

‘No, I’m saving the Phantom for the great inauguration. And seeing that, as far as we’re concerned, it’s being built in your honour, I’ll take you for a spin in it afterwards, if you’re game.’

‘Thank you,’ answered Amanda, aware that this was no small boon. 

‘I see you brought the motor. Still serving you well?’ 

‘Oh yes, Grandpa left me well provided for.’

‘So, what do you think of all this then?’ he asked, with a sweep his hand.

‘There’s not much to see yet,’ Amanda observed.

‘Well, they‘re about to start pegging out.’

‘What does that mean, please?’

‘It means measuring and laying markers to show where the foundations will be dug. D’you see that tall, beige tripod with what looks like a camera on the top?’

‘Yes,’ she said, following the line of his pointing arm.

‘That’s a laser station. That’ll give a straight line for the pegs, or posts. They’ll want to sink the posts down as far as the foundations will be dug. Probably about a yard, or a meter as they say these days.’

Amanda watched the men standing around and continuing to glance along the lane. ‘Why aren’t they starting?’

‘I expect they're waiting for — ah ...’

Up the track, with the sound of a low breath, came a bright red Jaguar I-PACE driven by a man of middle years wearing sunglasses. As the vehicle passed, Amanda could see that the luxurious interior was handsomely upholstered in cream. He stopped near the builders and got out. He was of slightly below average height, with a pleasant, round, boyish face, thinning, short, light brown hair, and clad in a leather jacket that matched the seats of his car. 

‘Flash Harry,’ muttered Mr Hanley-Page disapprovingly.

One of the group of builders advanced to greet the Jaguar driver, who took off his shades revealing dark brown, attractively engaging but rather anxious eyes. They were set under brows and nose that were perfectly straight, and counterbalanced by a circular, dimple-like well in his chin. 

‘Damian, we were just waiting for you.’

‘Peter,’ said cream leather enthusiastically, ‘great to see you. Well, this is the big day!’

Amanda remembered something that Joan had said. ‘Ah, so that’s the Damian who came and talked to people in the pub about this project?’

‘I wasn’t there,’ said Mr Hanley-Page stiffly.

‘You don’t object, though?’

‘No. No, I’m all for asthma research. It’s just where they’ve chosen to build it. But what happened here was before my time.’

‘Who is Peter, do you suppose?’

‘The project supervisor most likely. He’ll be in charge of the marking out.’

Suddenly Damian turned to the villagers, and, with a well-modulated speaking voice, announced,

‘Good morning, neighbours. I’d like to thank you for turning up to be here for the first day of our project. Please feel free to ask any questions about the proceedings. The site office and some facilities will be arriving soon, and then we can offer you tea and coffee. In the meantime, let's enjoy the launch!’

‘Watching other people work, in other words,’ said Mr Hanley-Page.

Amanda observed how the laser station was used. It was too early to see the extent of the building and her attention wandered around the site, over to the villagers along the track leading north away from the site, then back towards the workers.

And that was when she saw him. She’d registered him only vaguely before, assuming he was part of Damian’s work crew. But now she observed him with attention for the first time. 

He stood at a little distance from the builders and was watching them intently. There was something different about him. No hard hat for one thing. But the way he was dressed ... He was the only non-villager wearing a suit-style jacket. Brown over a white shirt and tie, and there was something odd about his trousers. What was it? Turn-ups? No, that wasn’t particularly strange ... it was ... it was .... Or was it something else about his clothes? Her eyes rose over his tie to his face. He was looking straight at her with a sort of interested, even pleased, air. 

‘Barry!’ 

Amanda's attention was abruptly pulled back to the site, as one of the workers called out for assistance. His tall peg had hit an obstruction, and he needed someone to hold it while he banged it in. But all of the others were busy with other pegs and sightings. Damian took a few strides to his car, stripping off his leather jacket, slung it onto the back seat and was quickly in place to help. It could be seen that he wore sensible boots, jeans and work shirt.

‘Hm,’ grunted Mr Hanley-Page. ‘Seems he’s not quite so useless as I thought.’ He turned to Amanda. ‘So ... when do you start at The Grange?’

‘The Grange?’

‘Yes, Miss de Havillande has some work for you. Hasn’t she told you?’

‘Erm ... no. Did she tell you? I thought you weren’t on speaking terms.’

‘Oh, between you and me that’s just banter. Keeps us both on our toes, don’t you know. That’s classified, mind you!’

Which means, thought Amanda, that only three-quarters of the village knows rather than all of it.

It seemed there was not much to be seen that day and she did have work to do. 

'Well, I must be off. Thank you for the tutorial, Mr Hanley-Page. Goodbye.’

‘Goodbye, dear. See you tomorrow.’

Amanda looked around for her erstwhile passenger. ‘Tempest! Coming?’

Her familiar had had enough of attempting to tease Churchill, and accompanied her back to the car. It was a bright day but the sunlight between the thin trees was wan and feeble. 

Amanda took a last look around for the strange man. But he was gone.

That night his image swam in and out of her unsettling dreams.




​
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Chapter 6

​

Sunken Madley

––––––––

Stand upon the granite heights of the Scottish city of Edinburgh, Dùn Èideann in the old tongue, and you will see the Roman road sweep left to the east. Follow it south as it keeps well away from the perilous Pennines, gives safe passage through the Yorkshire moors, stays west of the treacherous fenlands, and finds its way to the gentler climes of Londinium, now London.

But the capital of England is not our destination. For, some dozen miles north of the Tower of London, a lane switches back off the highway, and up into the village of Sunken Madley. Its name is a shame buried so deep, none but the very few have had the memory passed down to them. Even fewer remain who honour the magical legacy of the spring that rises now only as a pleasant note in a yellowing guidebook. 

Here to the west of the lane and at the end of the village, where the Hormead Pearmain apple orchards take back the land from the houses, is a cottage. It was the home, passed down from teacher to apprentice over centuries, of the wisewoman of the village. Though few now carry that knowledge. To the rest, it is simply number 26 Orchard Row.

The last occupant ends her days without having found one worthy of receiving The Knowing, and the link seems broken. But not quite. Here comes a young couple, newly eloped, a Romeo and Juliet, fleeing the long feuds of their families, seeking and finding peace: she of the long chestnut locks and aristocratic bearing, he tall, kindly, of a clan of farmers but with the soul of a knight. 

Time passes, their children grow and leave, and now there is a baby playing with the daisies in the back lawn. Now you see her, now you don’t ... until .... she makes a final return. She is three years old, and this is home. She toddles up the path from the back of the house, between the vegetable beds and the fruit trees to the door of the workshop. The knight, her grandfather, opens to her. 

The couple adopts her, and she becomes Amanda Cadabra, both legal daughter and natural granddaughter to Perran and Senara.

Three years pass before her magical nature shows itself. And now her apprenticeship begins. From Granny, she learns to focus, develop and deploy her powers with simple toys. Granny brings out Wicc’huldol Galdorwrd Nha Koomwrtdreno Aon. This long-hidden primer grimoire of her Cardiubarn ancestors comes into the light of the dining room, the darker enchantments having been sealed by Perran. At the end of each lesson Granny closes the book, and reminds her little granddaughter, ‘You may read it, but no trying any spells on your own. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Granny.’

‘And above all, even if your grandfather or I am present, never ..,’

‘... use magic on a living thing,’ Amanda finishes off.

Amanda has








































































Thomas Begins to Remember






































































The Profiteer



















































Chapter 9


Breaking Ground, and The Portrait
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Aunt Amelia
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Tall, Not Dark, and Handsome, Crossing the Water
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The Truth About Miss Armstrong-Witworth
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The Germans are Coming
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Little Madley
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Looking for Flamgoyne
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Thomas Versus Penelope
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Curtains and Carpet
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The Big Tease
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Trelawney Assesses the Evidence
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Miss Gibbs Meets her Match, and Amanda Asks
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The Suspects
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Thomas is Disturbed, and Into The Past
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Violet, and The Resource
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Trust and Circumspection







































































Chapter 41

In the Lab



















































Chapter 42
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The Cellar of Secrets





































































Chapter 45


The Backroom Boys Report
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Hogarth Chimes In
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An Unexpected Visitor
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Invitation, and Golden Rules
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About the Language Used in the Story



Questions for Reading Clubs

	What did you like best about the book?

	Which character did you like best? Is there one with whom you especially identified? 

	Whom would you like to know more about and why?

	If you made a movie of the book, whom would you cast and in what parts? Have you chosen any recasting over Book 1? Would you still have the same actress play, Amanda, for example, as you did in Book 1?

	Did the book remind you of any others you have read, apart from the first book in the series, either in the same or another genre?

	Did you think the cover fitted the story? If not, how would you redesign it?

	How unique is this story?

	Which characters grew and changed over the course of this book, and over the first book and this one, and which remained the same?

	What feelings did the book evoke?

	What place in the book would you most like to visit, and why? Any additional ones to Book 1?

	Was the setting one that felt familiar or relatable to you? Why or why not? If you read the first book, how at home did you feel revisiting the locations? 

	What did you think of the continuity between the first book and this sequel? 

	Was the book the right length? If too long, what would you leave out? If too short, what would you add?

	How well do you think the title conveyed what the book is about?

	If you could ask Holly Bell just one question, what would it be?

	How well do you think the author created the world of the story?

	Which quotes or scenes did you like the best, and why?

	Was the author just telling an entertaining story or trying as well to communicate any other ideas? If so, what do think they were?

	Did the book change how you think or feel about any thing, person or place? Did it help you to understand someone or yourself better?

	What do you think the characters will do after the end of the book? Would you want to read the sequel?



The de Havilland Aircraft Museum Mosquito Mission Quiz
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The Last Word ... For Now
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