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  For Cristyn,


  who asks me: are there witches?
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  Thomas Love                    Priest


     


  Nicolas Strelley                Gentleman


     


  Absalom Strelley              Son of the Above


     


  John Jendring


  Jane Humfrey


  Isabel Gage


  Miles Daniel                       Villagers


  Thomas Gowd


  Giles Selwyn


  Ellen Haye


     


  Clemence Addy                Labourer


     


  Alyce Addy                        Daughter of the above


     


  Francis Hurst                    Discoverer of witches


      


  Valentine Lind                  Judge of Assize


  



  


  


  Part One


  February to April 1643


  Thomas Love


  



  


  


  



  We’re in Domesday: meadow,


  fallow, plot and gravel pit,


     


  flintwork church a little to the east; 


  Great House and cherry grove;


     


  damson orchards blemishing


  the light; the river slick


    


  with fish; those millsails beating 


  on the pent-up pond. Beyond


     


  lies corn-earth draining


  to the sea. Even on rafty days,


     


  keen eyes can see five spires –


  God’s needles tacking up the dark.


     


  My garden borders on the deadfold


  where they murder down the lambs.


  



  


  Drifts of soldiery: fairy rings


  of last night’s fires in the wood, 


     


  crosshatch piles of tiny bones,


  comet-tails of baggage trains.


     


  Outlandish meetings in the lanes.


  Today I saw two strangers fowling


      


  on the common, low sun striking


  off their snares. I raised my hand.


     


  They gathered up a brace of snipe, 


  barred bodies in a limp embrace,


     


  and stood there, watching. Lent,
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“As colourfully dramatic in its way as The Crucible ...
an unsettling and original masterpicce.” ~ Bernard O'Donoghuc
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