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PART ONE






The day after I first met my witch granny,
Annie, my parents were murdered. I was a week from my fifteenth
birthday.

****

Two days before my parent’s wake was just
like any other Saturday. My Mom and Pop and I were watching the
Celebrity Ballroom Dancing competition on TV. Well, they were
watching it; I was ironing my best shirt. I had just had a shower
and was getting ready to go out to the Teen Community Hall dance
with my best pals, Leo Georcy and Satch Jones. The three of us
always went to Father Mullan’s dances on Saturday nights… and…

Anyway, ten minutes later, I was upstairs
putting on my shirt when I heard a loud knock on the front door. It
was more of a thud really. Then I heard a crash that had me rushing
to the top of the landing. Three men were standing in the hall. The
tallest man, who had a narrow strip of white hair, running from the
back of his head to his broad brow, was holding my Pop by the
throat. He was screaming something at Pop and I couldn’t make out
what it was. I was about to rush downstairs to help Pop, but
hesitated when the tall man saw me.

“Get the kid!” he shouted, still holding my
Pop by the throat.

The two other men, one of whom was wearing a
black leather Jacket and carried a knife, were about to rush up the
stairs towards me. I stood there, too terrified to move.

It was then my Mom appeared. I was shocked
when I saw she was holding a gun.

“Stay where you are!” she screamed, pointing
it at the two men.

I gaped at the look on my Mom’s face. She
looked really crazy looking, just like Satch had, when he found out
Leo and I had told the ugliest girl at our school that Satch wanted
to take her out, but hadn’t the courage to ask her.

It was then the thought occurred to me, where
did Mom get the gun? Another thought occurred to me. Who are these
guys? What do they want? That was two thoughts.

The tall man, whose hair was greasy and
disheveled, glared at my Mom. He still held my Pop by the throat.
He nodded to one of the men. The man with the leather jacket glared
at me and began to climb the stairs.

He was about halfway when my Mom fired the
gun. The sound made me almost collapse with shock.

I almost choked with shock, when the man
cried out and fell to the bottom of the stairs clutching his leg. I
could see blood running between his fingers as he held his hand
over the wound.

“Now out!” screamed my Mom, waving the gun at
the men.

Scowling, the tall man released my Pop, held
his hands above his head and backed to the door. The other man bent
to help the man who had been shot to his feet and they all backed
outside.

“We’ll be back!” shouted the tall man. “We’ll
be back for the kid!”

Halfway up the stairs I looked out of the
small window there. My heart was pounding, almost loud enough to
hear. Through the window I saw the three men get into a big black
Mercedes car. With loud revving it shot away.

When I looked down at my Mom I saw her drop
the gun. Suddenly she began to tremble and cry. My Pop slammed the
front door and locked it. With his arm around Mom's shoulders he
led her into the front room. Still shocked by all that had happened
I hurried downstairs.

****

When I came into the room they were standing
by the bay window looking out.

“Mom…Pop?” I said. To tell you the truth, I
was almost dumping in my pants. Up until then, my life had been
happy. I was enjoying school. I had an almost girlfriend I was nuts
about. I say almost, well she once smiled at me. Her name is
Roxanne, but I’ll tell you about her later.

My Pop’s next words had me frowning. “We’ll
have to let Annie know.”

My Mom glanced at me and nodded to my
Pop.

“Jake,” he said sharply. “Go on up to your
room.”

What? No explanation? Well I wasn’t having
it. Three men had threatened us and one of them had shouted, “We’ll
be back for the kid!” His words had frightened me. My Mom had shot
one of the men- actually shot him, with a gun, and my Pop had just
said to me, “Go on up to your room.” No way.

“No way,” I said. “Pop, Mom, what’s this all
about?”

“Jim,” said my Mom quietly. “We’ll have to
tell him.”

My Pop swallowed as he stared at me. “Yes, I
suppose we'll have to.”
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Shortly, the three of us were sitting on the
couch in the front room. My Mom had drawn the curtains. Pop had
handed Mom a tall glass, almost full of Jack Daniels whiskey, and
had poured one for himself. He had given me a can of coke, my
favorite drink. The taste reminded me, that Leo would be bringing a
bottle of Vodka to the dance tonight. I liked Vodka, especially
with coke.

I drank the coke almost empty. I was feeling
a little queasy. The tall man’s words were still ringing in my
head. His words had shocked me even more than Leo telling me, “Rox
has a boyfriend.”

“What?” I had cried. “Who? Who? Who?”

“You sound like an owl,” laughed Satch.

Shouting I had grabbed Leo by the lapels of
his school jacket. “Who is he?”

“Ah, it’s no one, Jakey. Wise up. I was only
joshing with you. Can’t you take a joke?”

“Not about Roxanne,” I had snapped …

Anyway, there we were, Mom, Pop and me,
sitting on the couch in the front room.

“Pop, Mom, tell me. Who were those men? What
did they want with me? What’s this all about?”

Mom and Pop looked at each other then took
long drinks.

“Jake it’s…” began my Pop, glancing at my Mom
again.

“Jake, you’re not our son,” my Mom blurted
out and began to cry.
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I gaped at her. Did I hear my Mom correctly?
Did she really say…?

“It’s true Jake, you’re not our son,”
exclaimed my Pop.

I gaped at both of them. “Mom, Pop, what is
this, you’re kidding aren’t you? Tell me, it’s a joke.”

“It’s not a joke, it’s true, Jake,” said Mom.
Tears were running down her pale face.

I studied them. I knew it was true, because
there were tears in Mom’s eyes.

“I’m adopted,” I said quietly, thinking, well
that’s not so bad, but it didn’t really explain the men.

“No,” said my Pop.

“No what!” I shouted rising to my feet. “I’m
not adopted? Then what am I?”

“Your grandmother left you with us when you
were a baby,” said Pop. “Your Mom…Kathleen and I, we couldn’t have
any children…”

“OK,” I said, trying very hard to keep calm.
“Then you adopted me. You did, didn’t you?”

“No,” said my Pop, glancing at my Mom.

“But…but my grandmother…your Mom…”

My Pop shook his head. “Not my mother.”

“Your Mom,” I said to my Mom.

“No,” said my Mom. “It wasn’t either of our
mothers.”

“Then…then how did my grandmother leave me
with you when I was a baby, if she wasn’t either of your
mothers?”

“Jake, your grandmother, Annie is your real
grandmother,” said my Pop.

I gaped at him. “My grandmother Annie? I’ve
never heard of her. I’ve never even seen her,” I exclaimed,
thinking, this is getting confusioner and confusioner. My Mom’s
next words shocked me.

“Your witch Grandmother Annie…”

“My what?” I gasped.
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Look, I swear to God I’d never heard of my
witch Granny until that day- the last day of my Mom and Pop’s life,
well, not my real Mom and Pop’s life…well you know what I
mean…don’t you?

But back to this revelation…I had a
Grandmother who was a witch…Witch Granny Annie.

“Yes, Annie is a witch,” said my Mom,
glancing at my Pop, who downed the rest of his whiskey.

“A witch?” I prompted, impatiently waiting
for them to explain.

My Mom frowned and finished her drink.

“A real witch,” I prompted, gritting my
teeth. I was almost ready to scream at them…Explain!

“Yes, Jake,” said my Pop, placing his empty
glass on the table. “Your Granny Annie is a real witch.”

I narrowed my eyes as I studied his pale
face. “How do you know?”

“What?” he said.

“How do you know she’s a real witch, and
where does she live and why haven’t I ever seen her?”

“It was thought better that she stay away.
But now that “they” know where you live, I’ll have to phone her and
let her know,” said my Pop rising suddenly. “I’d better do it
now.”

He reached for his phone that was sitting on
the mantelpiece and hurried out to the hall.

As I tried to listen to what he was saying,
my Mom said, “Jake, your Pop and I…we…we’re both sorry that you had
to find out this way.”

I glared at her. I was angry, really angry.
“You mean you would have let me go on thinking you were my real
parents until I was old enough to be told, until I was about to
marry, Roxanne, maybe? Were you going to tell me, then?”

“Marry? Roxanne?” She frowned. “Jake, I don’t
think I understand…”

“Look Mom. Just tell me it isn’t true. You
and Pop have cooked all this up.” I smiled. “It’s just a prank,
isn’t it? You’re just getting me back for all the pranks I’ve
played on both of you?” But now I thought about it. That was real
blood spurting from the bullet hole in the man’s leg. The blood
stains that I could see on the stair carpet from where I was
standing, were real. I sighed. “Tell me about my…this Granny, my
witch Granny. She’s not really a witch is she? It’s just a nickname
for her isn’t it?”

My Mom shook her head. “No, Jake, Annie is a
real witch.”

“A real witch,” I muttered. “How do you know?
Did she tell you? Did you see her witch stuff up, or whatever a
witch is supposed to do? Did she really tell you she was a
witch?”

“Yes, whenever she left you with us, she
explained that she was in the first dynasty of witches. Before she
left, she cast a cloaking spell on our house, but somehow “they”
found you. Jake, we’ll have to leave here…”

“Leave? What do you mean? When?”

“Now. When your Pop comes back.”

“Now! No…no, I’m going to the dance tonight
with Leo and Satch. Roxanne will be there. I’m going to ask her to
be my girlfriend.”

My Mom frowned.

Just then my Pop appeared.

“There was no answer. I’ve left her a message
and also texted her.”

“Jim, what are we going to do until she gets
your message?” asked my Mom.

“Lock ourselves in until Annie can get here.
Have you much ammunition?”

“There’s another cartridge upstairs in my
bedroom drawer. There are five more shots in the revolver.”

I stared at them. This was unreal. The whole
scenario was just unreal. My parents, well not my real parents- my
Mom, had a gun. She’d shot someone. There were three men out to get
me, and I suppose translated that meant, out to kill me. On top of
all that, I just found out I have a witch for a grandmother… And
all this had happened in the last half hour. I wondered what the
rest of the evening would bring…the end of civilization as we know
it, or what...
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“I don’t care about the men?” I screamed.
“I’m going to the dance!”

“You are not leaving this house tonight!”
shouted my Pop.

“I am. Leo and Satch will be waiting for me.
This is my night. The night I’m going to ask her.”

“Your night? Ask her? Ask who? Jake, what do
you mean?” asked my Mom.

“My night!” I shouted. How could I explain
about Roxanne, my Roxanne? I had to see her. I had been geeing
myself up for the dance tonight to ask her. I had to ask her. I
just had to. But now somehow I had the feeling I would never see
her again, not for a long time.

I was standing by the sitting room door. My
face blazing with anger. No one was going to stop me going to the
dance tonight, no one.

“You can’t stop me!” I shouted. “You don’t
have the right!”

“Oh, yes we do!” shouted my Pop.

“You don’t. You’re not my real Pop!” I
shouted, almost at once regretting I had said that. Then a thought
occurred to me, who was my real Pop?

My Mom sighed heavily. She could see there
was no stopping me. “Jim, maybe we could run Jake over to the
dance. He has his phone. When he wants to come home again he can
ring and we’ll pick him up.”

“But Kathleen,” my Pop objected. He turned to
see me pulling on my jacket.

****

Five minutes later, after my Mom had checked
outside with her hand on the gun hidden in the pocket of her
cardigan, I was dashing with my Pop to the car.

****

When we reached the Community Hall there was
a crowd of teenagers standing outside waiting for Father Mullan to
open the big double doors. I spotted Leo and Satch right away, then
turned to my Mom and Pop. We were standing outside by the pavement.
I studied them for a second or two. My Mom was looking all around,
her hand still clutching the gun in her cardigan pocket. My Pop, he
just looked worried.

“Don’t forget to phone,” he said, then
suddenly hugged me.

I looked over at Leo and Satch. They were
grinning. Embarrassed, I pushed Pop away saying, “I’ll ring you
later, Pop. Goodbye Mom.”

I watched them hurry to the car. I didn't
know it would be the last time I saw them alive.
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When the car was out of sight, Leo, Satch and
I hurried around to the alleyway at the back of the hall. Several
other teenagers were there. Some of them were drinking. Leo pulled
out the half bottle of Vodka, opened the top and took a drink.

“Gimme,” I said and grabbed it when he was
finished. In all the confusion I had forgotten to bring the coke. I
took a long drink, then choking and spluttering I handed the bottle
to Satch.

When the bottle was empty we headed around to
join the queue. As we were joining other teenagers at the end of
the queue, Leo gasped and grabbed my shoulder. We all stared.
Standing at the end of the queue, with his arm around Roxanne’s
shoulder, was Johnny Shields, the hardest, toughest guy in the
school. He was also very Popular with the girls, and a year older
than me.
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Out of the corner of my eye I saw Leo and
Satch look at each other. Satch raised his eyebrows. Leo tried to
hide a grin. I think it was the combination of Leo’s grin and the
Vodka that made me shout, “Well, well, look who’s here, Johnny the
milkman.”

I didn’t even hear the gasps from the other
teenagers around us. If I did, I don’t remember. I don’t remember
much of what followed next, except when the cop called to tell me
my parents had had an accident and were dead.

Why did I shout, “Johnny the milkman?” Well
his father, who was a milkman, was caught in a “compromising
situation” with one of our twelfth form teachers, Miss Matchett.
She was fired. It was the talk of the school for weeks after. Mr.
and Mrs. Shields were later divorced. Johnny now lived with his
mother.

“What did you call me?” hissed Johnny,
pulling his arm from around my Roxanne’s shoulder. I stared up at
his angry face. A nerve was twitching at the corner of his mouth. I
glanced at Roxanne. I could see she was angry as well. By then I
was sorry I had opened my big mouth. It had gotten me into trouble
several times before.

“Who? Me? No…nothing,” I said. “Nothing,
Johnny.”

“Oh, yes you did,” snapped Roxanne, sounding
like the audience at a Pantomime. She glared at me. “I heard you.
Everyone here heard you.”

The shock, when Johnny head-butted me had me
staggering back. I hardly felt it. It was like in slow motion I saw
myself falling to the hard ground. I hit my head on the pavement.
Before I passed out, the vision of a black Mercedes car, crashing
into the side of my parent’s car, forcing them over River High
Cliff, came to me.
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I woke up in bed in ward eight of Sainsbury
Hospital. The dim outline of a man looking down at me grew clearer.
It was my Uncle Peter, my Pop’s brother. A thought occurred to me
then, he’s not my real Uncle.

“You’re awake,” he said bending closer. Uncle
Peter was always one for stating the obvious.

“How do you feel?”

I reached to feel the bandage on my head,
then began to pull myself up on the bed. I groaned as my head began
to throb painfully.

“Jake are you OK? Your buddies are outside.
Do you want to see them?”

Groaning again, as a man with a big drum, who
had temporally taken up residence in my head, began to beat it-
violently, I nodded, almost crying out loud, as the pain grew
worse.

“Right,” said my Uncle. “I’ll leave you
together for a couple of minutes, then I’ll be back.”

He left.

Immediately, Leo and Satch rushed in.

“Are you OK, Jakey?” asked Satch, staring at
the bandage tied around my head.

“Why the heck did you call Johnny that, you
stupid…” began Leo.

I raised my hand to shut him up. “You know
why,” I croaked, as the drummer beat a slow, steady, painful
rhythm.

“Jakey,” said Satch, glancing at Leo,
“Johnny’s been going out with Roxanne for quite a while.”

Leo gave Satch an angry glare.

“Quite a whil…” I gasped, unable to finish
the sentence. “Why the hell didn’t you tell me?”

“Jakey,” said Leo quietly. “I tried to tell
you, but you nearly hit the roof. We both know how you feel about
her.”

I stared at him. How I feel about her? I
thought. How did I feel about her now? I felt nothing. I had
embarrassed myself in front of my pals- everyone- stupid.

I was about to say sorry to Leo and Satch
when a cop came into the ward. He had his cap in his hands. Oh, Oh,
I thought I’m for it now.

“Em, boys would you be good enough to wait
outside? I’d like to have a few words with Jake, if you don’t
mind,” said the cop smiling. He was very tall and had blonde hair
and crooked teeth. He looked very pale.

Leo and Satch gave me the thumbs up sign and
as they were leaving Leo said, “We’ll call back later.”

Now I’m for it, I thought again. What will my
parents say? Then I thought, where are they anyway? It was well
past midnight, almost 1am. Surely they would have come for me when
I didn’t phone?

“Jake,” said the cop quietly. “I’m afraid
I’ve bad news for you.”

I frowned; my heart began to pound in rhythm
with my head as I asked, “Bad news? What do you mean?” But I knew
before he told me.

****

Later, Uncle Peter and Aunt Sophie came in.
Aunt Sophie was
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