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“The king is dying! The king is dying!” began the whispers as they swirled among the palace walls. “Find the queen!” ordered a courtier. A servant dashed through the palace and headed straight for the queen’s chambers.

Upon arriving at the queen’s chambers, puffing and out of breath, the servant banged on a big wooden door. “What is your business?” asked a young woman as she opened the door. “You are in the queen’s private chambers, your presence is not permitted.” The young woman, named Margaret, was the queen’s number one lady-in-waiting. She had long blonde hair in a plait that went all the way down to her waist and she flicked it behind her back for she was very annoyed at the servant who had interrupted the queen’s day.

“M’lady Margaret,” whispered the servant, “the king shall not live much longer. I have been asked to bring his queen to his bedside.”

“Oh my!” Margaret scooped up the bottom of her long dress and scurried back into the room. A few moments later she reappeared, stood at the open door and waited. As the footsteps grew louder, the servant flipped off his cap and bowed as the queen walked past him with several ladies-in-waiting following behind.

The group scurried through the cold, dark corridors. As a dozen footsteps pounded on the floorboards, the noise bounced off the wooden floors and around the walls. When the queen approached her husband’s bedroom, two guards swiftly opened the doors and closed them behind her, leaving her ladies and the servant standing in the hallway, gossiping about the events that were unfolding. Margaret raced around the other side of the king’s quarters and stood in an adjoining dressing room where she could hear conversations from within the king’s bedroom. She waited a few seconds then turned to the ladies who had also followed. “Hush!” she said angrily. “I cannot hear.” The ladies quickly stopped talking and stood silently against the wall. When Margaret heard footsteps coming she returned to the main doors guarded by the soldiers where a priest stepped out of the room. He gave Margaret a stern look, then bowed his head as he began walking down the corridor. Margaret followed. “Please,” she said, “please tell us your news. Has he passed?”

“No,” replied the priest, “He has not passed, but he will. Very soon. There is nothing more I can do for him.”

“Who is with him? Is he alone with his queen?”

“Yes she is alone with him. But I understand the queen’s brother is on his way.”

“Her brother! Pray, tell. Why is this so?”

“I cannot say,” replied the priest. “My purpose is to ensure our poor dying king is comfortable in his last hours. His personal matters are of no business to me.”

The priest continued walking as Margaret stood in the corridor, alone, wondering why the king would want to see his brother-in-law in his final hours. This made Margaret all the more interested for she was known as the nosiest courtier in the palace. She had to know all the palace gossip and had to be the first to know, for it could prove advantageous if she wanted to remain in the queen’s inner circle. If she relayed palace gossip to her Majesty she would be rewarded with gold coins and a seat next to the queen at dinner. This was a most prestigious position and every lady-in-waiting fought each other for such an esteemed role.

When Margaret rejoined the ladies outside the king’s door, a man came charging towards them. He had wavy, light-coloured hair that hung just below his ears, his moustache was also blonde with a little flick at each end. He was around forty years old and wore big heavy boots that looked worn, just as he did, for the lines on his rugged face told a story of the battles he had fought to keep invaders from taking over England. “Open this door!” he bellowed. “I have been summoned by his Majesty the king.”

“Yes, sir,” replied a guard who quickly opened it.

Margaret had placed herself near the door so she could peer inside as it opened. When the guard noticed her snooping he shooed her away and slammed the door shut. This particular guard had a keen dislike for Margaret as she had promised to marry him when she was 18 but when she became a lady-in-waiting at 22, she no longer wished to be the wife of a guard. She had her sights set on bigger things and broke off her engagement. The guard was still very upset with her and did her no favours in the palace.

When the queen’s brother entered the room, he rushed to the bedside where the king lay in a big bed with four posts at each corner. Long red velvet drapes hung from a canopy over a big wooden frame and the king looked very small in the huge bed.

“I have come, as you asked,” said the queen’s brother as he bent down next to the bed. He glanced over at his sister and motioned for her to leave the room. The queen didn’t want to leave her beloved husband so she stood up and sat on a chair under the window on the other side of the room so the men could talk in private.

The king slowly lifted his arm and placed it on his brother-in-law’s hand. He slowly opened his mouth and spoke. “My trusted brother-in-law, listen carefully. I will not live to see morning. I have no children, no heirs. I must appoint a successor as England’s new king, be it a blood relative, earl or a duke.”

“Yes, your Majesty.”

“I have considered this carefully and my wish is that it is time for the duke to come to England.”

Not long before the king became ill, he told his brother-in-law to visit the duke and tell him he would be England’s next king. He did what the king asked and visited the duke. However, when he returned to London, he did not give the duke the king’s message, for he wanted the crown for himself.

The king’s trusted brother-in-law went along with the king’s dying words and said he would get word to the duke immediately, but underneath his false devotion to the king, he was already planning his own coronation for the following day. He was going to wear the English crown on his head, hold a sceptre in his hand and inherit all the riches and power that the title of a king would bestow upon him. There was no way he was going to let another man take his crown.

“There is one last thing,” said the king, his voice quivering, his hands shaking. His brother-in-law bent down and the king whispered something in his ear, away from the ears of his queen and prying courtiers. As the king whispered, his brother-in-law raised an eyebrow and looked over at the queen, who was dabbing the tears from her eyes with a silk handkerchief.

Just before the king closed his eyes for the last time, he told his brother-in-law about a chest. It was a small chest, much like the size of a rectangular box but it wasn’t the chest that was important. The chest was merely the keeper of a very special book which had been passed down from king to king for centuries. However, there was one very small problem. “You must find the key,” whispered the king.

When the king’s brother-in-law was told about the chest he was very interested to find the key in which to open it. “Where is this key you speak of?” he asked.

The king spoke very softly. “It was lost many years ago. Nobody knows where it is. The chest cannot be opened without it and the book will be meaningless.”

“Where do I start?” asked the king’s brother-in-law.

Before the king could answer he closed his eyes and his soul left the earth. King Edward the Confessor was dead. The very next day, on January 6, 1066, his brother-in-law, Harold Godwinson was crowned King Harold II, and little did anyone in England know he had denied the king’s request for the duke to become England’s next king. Unbeknownst to King Harold, the duke – the French duke of Normandy – had found out that England had a new king, for he already knew that he was promised the crown many years before the king’s death.

Over the coming months, an enraged Duke William of Normandy began preparing an army of soldiers for he was going to fight for the crown and nothing was going to stop him. The ensuing battle would be known throughout time as the greatest conflict ever to occur on English soil, and would reshape the course of English history forever.
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The Pritchard children had safely returned home from their recent travels. Now Mother had the pleasure of what would become her three children, William, Isabel and, of course, Edina, who was thriving with her new life in modern times. She had almost completed a whole year of homeschooling and she loved it. She was good at both maths and English and, not surprisingly, did remarkably well in history. On weekends she joined Isabel and Jess on their shopping trips and the three girls were like sisters. And of course they were, for they had been through so much together during their recent adventure. Edina still needed a little help in the fashion stakes for she was so used to wearing servant’s clothes, but Isabel and Jess were more than happy to dress her in the latest fashions. The girls thought it was hilarious when Edina wore her first pair of jeans. She walked around the house with her legs all stiff and found it hard to sit down. Every night when she went to bed she pulled out her book that William had found at Carlisle Castle and flipped open the page to her parents’ names. She kissed their names every night before closing the book and placing it in her night stand before drifting off to sleep. And just like Isabel and William, she started calling Mrs Pritchard ‘mum’.

However, dark times lay ahead as Raven had the amulet and the Pritchard’s had to hand over the talisman in return for William’s life. The family had waited for Raven to find them or give them a sign, a time, or place to return the talisman and on a quiet Saturday evening the family had their answer. On a clear May night, a comet blazed across the sky. It was very bright with a greenish hue. The Pritchards weren’t aware that a comet was in the sky, for the haze of city lights that lit up London made it impossible to see just about anything in the sky at night except for the moon. After dinner, the children and Mother all sat down with bowls of popcorn, a big block of chocolate and settled in front of the telly to watch a movie together. Isabel threw a few cushions on the floor and nestled herself amongst them while William sat on the sofa behind her and threw his feet up onto her shoulders.

“Ew, yuck, Will. Get your stinky feet off me.” Isabel flicked William’s feet off and all went quiet when the movie started.

“Hang on!” cried Willam.

“Oh, what is it?” Isabel said. “The movie already started.”

“Just pause it for a bit. I forgot drinks.” William hopped up and darted into the kitchen, opened the fridge door and pulled out a big bottle of water. Scanning the fridge, he wondered if there was anything else worth eating. He looked at the half-eaten cake from Edina’s nineteenth birthday yesterday then realised, if he was going to be a doctor, he really should look after himself to set a good example to his future patients. When he slammed the fridge shut and turned around he had an odd feeling that he was being watched. A cold chill ran down his spine. He walked a few paces around the corner of the kitchen to the laundry and, as usual, all he saw was the washing machine, tumble dryer and a couple of baskets and shoes strewn around the floor. When he stepped back into the kitchen he felt a cold breeze rush past him. To his astonishment, the back door was open. “Mum!” he yelled.

“What is it, darling?” Mother hopped up off the couch and made her way into the kitchen. When she looked at William she realised something was wrong for his face was as white as a ghost. “What is it, Will? What’s happened?”

Will pointed to the back door. “I’m pretty sure it was closed when we sat down to watch the movie.”

“You’re right, it was closed.” Mother began walking to the door to close it but the moment she took her third step, something stopped her. She couldn’t move, her whole body was paralysed.

“What’s happening?” said William. He, too, tried walking over to the door and was also stopped by a force that rendered him unable to move. “Mum, what’s going on? I can’t move my feet!”

“Neither can I,” replied Mother. “Don’t worry, just stay still. And don’t panic.”

Mother closed her eyes and began whispering.

“Show, reveal,

do not conceal,

in thine home,

shall be real.”

William watched his mother and when she opened her eyes a shadow began to appear right in front of their very eyes. William dropped his bottle of water in utter shock. He couldn’t move, he couldn’t speak, he just stood and stared at the image before him. Standing at the back door was Osiris, a villain who had crossed paths with William the previous year. For a split second they just stared at one another but for William it felt like a whole hour. After the initial shock wore off, he found his words.

“What are you doing here?”

“Come on, Will!” shouted Isabel from the lounge room. “What’s taking so long?”

Osiris placed his index finger over his mouth. “Shhhh” he whispered.

William didn’t want his sisters to see Osiris, for it would most certainly cause the girls to panic.

“You know why I am here,” Osiris spoke in a low, grave voice.

“And who on earth are you?” Mother cried angrily at the intruder in her home. Not just any intruder, but one that was connected very closely to her evil twin sister.

“Mum, this is Osiris. We told you about him. Remember?”

“Get out of my house! Immediately!” she barked.

“No, please, Mum. It’s all right. I think Raven sent him which means he’s here for the talisman.” William stood in front of his mother to protect her but she just side-stepped away from him.

“Is that right?” she asked. “Are you here for the talisman?”

Osiris bent down towards Mother. “I am here to give you a message.”

Just then, Isabel and Edina came bounding into the kitchen to see what the holdup was.

“Argh!” screamed Isabel.

“Izzy, it’s okay,” said William. “He’s here to give us a message. Raven’s not with him, it’s all right. There’s no need to panic.”

“Yeah but he’s just as bad. He and Raven work together, remember?”

“Right.” William had to take charge of the situation for the girls were petrified. “Izzy and Edina, you need to go to your rooms and stay there.”

“Happily,” cried Isabel. “Come on, Eddie.” The girls scurried off and waited nervously in Isabel’s room.

“Well then, what’s this message from Raven?” said Mother defiantly.

“You are to hand over the talisman on the first day of summer, the year 1707, at Hampton Court Palace.”

“Well then—” William began talking.

“No,” interrupted Osiris, “not you.” He pointed to Mother. “You.”

“Fine. I’ll do it. Why 1707? Why didn’t Raven come here herself and why can’t I just give it to you now? Look, it’s right here in the house. I’ll go and get it—”

“No!” yelled Osiris.

Mother and William jumped at the way in which Osiris had raised his voice.

Then it dawned on William. “Raven doesn’t trust you with it, does she?”

“She does not trust anyone” replied Osiris.

“All right, all right.” Mother raised her hands. “She wins. I’ll do it.”

“The yew trees,” said Osiris. “You must travel through the yew trees.”

“Is there anything else?” Mother asked. Without saying a word, Osiris turned towards the back door. “I’ll see you out,” said Mother, “to make sure you’re really leaving.”

Mother stepped out into the cool air and wrapped her cardigan tightly around her chest. She returned to the house no less than ten minutes later where William was waiting at the back door for her return. When he saw her shadow walking towards him, he breathed a sigh of relief.

“Well then,” said Mother, “looks like movie night’s over.”
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On the first day of summer it was a warm June morning. Mother, Isabel and William all woke early. After getting ready – as ready as they could ever be for what was to come – they met in the kitchen for breakfast. Normally, mother would cook pancakes on Sundays but this particular day was different. Nobody had much of an appetite so Isabel popped a few slices of bread in the toaster instead. Mother slowly sipped her coffee and William sat down, stony-faced, as he thought about the long day ahead.

“All right,” said Isabel, “there are too many sad faces around this table. Fingers crossed this will be the last time any of us have to travel.”

Mother looked at her children and her eyes began welling up. “Somehow you two always manage to give me the strength I need when I’m down. I’m just amazed at how well you’ve both turned out given everything you’ve been through.”

“It’s all down to you, Mum,” replied Isabel. “We’re such an odd family and yet we’re so normal and that’s because you’re the one who’s amazing, not us.”

Beaming with pride, Mother finished her coffee. “Well then, let’s get this done. Who’s going to walk me down the driveway?”

The Pritchards walked down the driveway together, clutching each other’s hands.

“Are you really sure I can’t go with you? William asked.

“No, son, I need to do this on my own. Raven is my twin sister and I think it’s about time we faced each other and had a well overdue chat.”

“Whatever you say to her, be careful. We need you back here,” said Isabel.

“Well then, let’s get this over with.” Mother hugged Isabel tightly. “You’ve only got a few weeks left of school so work hard and make sure you go to school every single day.”

“I will, Mum.”

“And, William, I’ll be back home in no time. I’m just so pleased your A level exams are done. You got through school, it’s all done! All you need to do now is look after your sister before you start university in October.”

“I will, Mum. I’ll make sure she’s at school every day.”

“And, Edina, just be yourself. There’s no need to worry about anything, we’re old hands at all this tree-travelling,” chuckled Mother nervously.

“Oh, Mum,” cried Edina, “I’ll do just that. I’ll look after William and Isabel too. You need not worry about us, we will be okay and will be waiting right here for you when you come home.”

Mother hugged her three children and off she went. The children waited on the driveway and watched until their mother was out of sight.

Once again it was Elinor’s turn to travel. The last time she travelled through the trees was to the year 1550 where she found Drys and brought the talisman home. How strange things had turned out for she was now handing it over to Raven. In a few hours’ time, Raven would have the amulet and the talisman. She would finally have what she had longed for – eternal youth from the amulet and an immortal life from the talisman. But was that really going to be enough for Raven? She also had the gold key and told William she was after a book but where was the book and what was the book for? Mother had so many questions to ask Raven and hoped she would have the heart to give mother the answers she needed to allow her family to go back to normal and never have to travel through the trees again.

When Mother arrived at Richmond train station, she waited nervously on the platform. In six minutes her train would be arriving for Hampton Court. By the time the train pulled into the station, the platform was bustling with commuters on their way to work. Mother changed trains at Clapham Junction and boarded a second train straight to Hampton Court. This time the train was quiet with only a few passengers as the train headed away from the packed city of central London. Mother was grateful for the peace and quiet. After a nervous 45-minute journey, she arrived at the sprawling Hampton Court Palace, the home of King Henry VIII in the 16th century.

The palace gardens had thousands of trees, in particular, the yew trees that were planted in the Great Fountain Garden during the reign of Queen Anne in 1707. Mother walked to the far side of the garden and found her tree. She nervously slapped her hands on the tree and closed her eyes. After a few seconds, she opened one eye, then the other. She looked down at her body and felt embarrassed when she saw the clothes she was wearing. Unlike the dresses that Isabel and Jess wore during their time in the 18th Century, Mother was wearing a Brunswick – a very fashionable two-piece dress that older women wore in the Georgian era. The jacket had a hood that hung behind her neck, and the front of the jacket had tiny buttons fastened all the way from the neck to the bottom of the jacket where a matching cream skirt sat neatly underneath. It was a big skirt with lots of frills and layers and went all the down to her feet. It took a little getting used to and Mother felt hot and weighed down the moment she stepped away from the tree. She then thought of the talisman and gasped thinking she had lost it in the tree. She patted herself down anxiously and pulled at the string from around her neck. Out popped the talisman and fell to the ground. She scooped it up and found a pocket in the skirt where she slid her hand in carefully and placed the talisman.

Walking away from the tree, she realised this was how William and Isabel would have felt when they had just travelled somewhere. They would have looked at their unusual clothes, had a good laugh at each other, then found a way of walking normally in them trying to fit in with their surroundings.

Mother headed towards the palace and into the inner courtyard and waited right under the big astronomical clock. Three metres in diameter, the clock looked quite imposing as it sat on top of the entrance high above the courtyard. The clock, commissioned by Henry VIII, had a vivid blue centre which shone brightly amongst the gold pictures of all the zodiac signs around it. She paced nervously inside the courtyard as she waited for her sister.

It wasn’t long before Raven appeared. As soon as she saw her sister, she began laughing as she approached her. “Well, well, well. Look what the black cat dragged in. Hello Elinor” chuckled Raven. She still looked exactly the same as she did when she fought Mother for the talisman at the small house that belonged to Drys.

Mother decided that she would be courteous to Raven. After all, she was her twin sister and after all these years she still loved her. It is often said that twins have a special bond and this was true for Mother. She knew that Raven still loved her too, even though she chose to go down a less virtuous path in life. “Hello, Gudrun,” said Mother as she clasped her hands tightly.

“I am not Gudrun, I am Raven!” Raven didn’t look very pleased to hear Mother call her by a name that she changed many years ago.

“All right, then. Raven.” The sisters stood silently for a few moments. “It’s nice to see you,” said Mother.

“I know. It’s always nice to see me.” Raven began coiffing up her long black hair and patted down her black dress. “Let’s get down to business shall we?”

Mother fumbled around in her big skirt and found her pocket. She slid her hand in and gently pulled out the talisman. When she held it out in her hand, the gold glistened in the morning sun and Raven’s eyes lit up at the mere sight of it. “Oh how beautiful” she gasped.

“Right then,” Mother said sternly. “As promised, I will give you the talisman, but your promise that you won’t come for William isn’t enough. I don’t trust you and I’m pretty sure you understand that.”

“Then what do you want from me?” asked Raven.

“The galdr,” Mother whispered. “I’ll not hand over the talisman until you agree to it. This means you’ll not come for William, Isabel or Edina. You’ll not come for any of us. This will be our agreement.”

“The galdr? Why, that’s the binding incantation. We’ve never used it before. Witches don’t use them. You’ll die if you even try to break the spell.”

“Yes, you will,” replied Mother. “That is the agreement. You’ll not get the talisman until you agree.”

“Fine. I will honour our agreement with the galdr. I will leave the children alone.”

“Very well then.” Mother held out her hands and waited. A very displeased Raven slowly raised her hands and they stood in silence as the palms of their hands gently touched. “Close your eyes,” whispered Mother.

“The oath we make

the galdr now

death shall come

who breaks the vow.”

Mother slowly opened her eyes and breathed a sigh of relief, knowing that the children would be safe from the clutches of Raven. She then handed Raven the talisman.

“All I wanted was the talisman,” said Raven as she whipped it from Mother. “And now that I have it, I have no further use for you or your children.”

“So you will leave us alone from hereon?”

“I will,” replied Raven, “I have to, I’m bound by the galdr. If I break the spell I will die.”

“Then it is settled.” Just as Raven began walking away, Mother yelled out, “Wait! Please!”

“What is it?” Raven turned around and looked back at her sister with a scowl on her face.

“Just tell me why you want the talisman and the amulet. I need to know you won’t do anything really awful. I know how powerful they are together.”

“You already know why. I want eternal youth and immortality. And now I have it.”

Without saying another word Raven turned around, walked out of the courtyard and was gone. Mother waited a few moments until she felt safe enough that Raven was well and truly gone. Gone from her life and gone from the life of her children.

Mother returned home safely and the Pritchard family were happy knowing that they would never have to see Raven again. She had the amulet, she had the talisman. What could she possibly want now that she had eternal youth and immortality that she had yearned for? Life was all hers, forever. The possibilities of the powerful stones were endless.

Raven and Osiris spent their days travelling through the trees. Between them they were very powerful. However, the talisman and amulet together would make Raven go mad. But, alas, there was a special kind of spell that could override this little problem. All Raven needed was a chest that contained a very special book of spells.
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In the year 1012, a young woman named Berta was busy helping her husband plow fields in a small village on the outskirts of Denmark. She remembered this day well, it was etched in her memory, for the skies had opened up and the rains poured down to earth for three whole days. As Berta trudged through the mud, plowing and sowing, she did the best she could, given the soggy wet weather. However, for the lord who owned the land, it wasn’t good enough. He called her lazy and sluggish and when she burst into tears, he swiftly expelled Berta and her husband from their jobs and, as they lived on the lord’s estate, their home.

Berta was furious, for she had worked so hard under such unbearable conditions that she vowed to seek revenge on her horrible boss. Little did the lord know, Berta’s cousin was a woman who was well-travelled and involved in the practice of witchcraft. Together they created a group of spells to cast on the lord. They wrote down each spell and when the number had reached sixty, they bound them in a little book which they named the Grimoire. Because the Grimoire had some truly awful spells, Berta’s cousin thought it would be wise to create another book to override the really awful spells from the Grimoire. This book was called the Book of Shadows.

For the next sixty days they cast the most awful spells on the lord. By the time the last spell had been cast, every crop had died, the lord’s grand house began crumbling down and the lord woke up one morning with big red spots all over his face and hands which eventually turned into big scabs that itched so much he was in constant pain from all the scratching. With no crops, there was no income, and the lord couldn’t pay taxes to Denmark’s King Sweyn Forkbeard.

OEBPS/image/icon1.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
Ayn O'Reilly Walters





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
Contents



		Cover


		Title


		In This Series


		Prologue


		Contents


			Chapter 1


			2015


			Chapter 2


			Chapter 3


			Chapter 4


			Chapter 5


			Chapter 6


			Chapter 7


			Chapter 8


			Chapter 9


			Chapter 10


			Chapter 11


			Chapter 12


			Chapter 13


			Chapter 14


			Chapter 15


			Chapter 16


			Chapter 17


			Chapter 18


			Chapter 19


			Chapter 20


			Chapter 21


			Chapter 22


			Chapter 23


			Chapter 24


			Chapter 25


			Chapter 26


			Chapter 27


			Chapter 28


			Chapter 29


			Chapter 30


			Copyright









	
	

OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
THE CHEST
OF SPELLS

BY

AYN O’'REILLY WALTERS

ssssssss
Publishing Limited






