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Roger followed Constable Will
as he pushed his heavy frame through the weeds that choked the
muddy alley. The constable turned to whisper to Roger, “The
bird-catcher said he delivered to number twelve didn’t he?” An
unpleasant smell of stale alcohol and spicy sausage wafted from the
constable’s mouth to lay siege to Roger’s nostrils. He tried to
ignore it. He disliked being in the constable’s company, but any
hardship today would be worthwhile if they caught a
necromancer.

“Yes. I have
been counting the houses, it’s the next one.”

The constable looked worried.
“If it’s magic, a witch like, will she know we’re coming? What if
we’re set on by devils?”

“I don’t think
it works like that,” said Roger.

“It doesn’t?”
The constable shrugged. “Well, a priest like you should
know.”

Truthfully, Roger worried that
he didn’t really know how any of it worked. The books he had read
only told part of the story and left him with questions that he
couldn’t find an answer to. During his informal studies he had
grasped some basic principles, and for a moment he even thought
about explaining that they were looking not for a witch but for a
necromancer, one who summoned evil spirits, and that not all magic
was witchcraft. But looking at the constable’s squat thick skull he
decided he would be wasting his breath.

Constable Will pointed up the
alley. “There’s a crack in the fence here, let’s see if anything’s
going on.” The constable shuffled his ungainly body along the
wooden fence and beckoned for Roger to follow. The fence was in
need of repair. It had a large crack where a board had fallen away
through which they could get a view of the backyard.

They both tried to peer through
the fence. The constable elbowed Roger sharply. “Let me look first,
I’m an officer of the law.”

“Poop poop,”
went something that sounded like a bird.

“What can you
see?” asked Roger.

“There’s a
woman and she’s got this funny orange bird in her hand, talking to
it. Can you hear?” whispered the Constable.

Roger crouched behind him and
stretched his neck towards the fence to listen. He heard the soft
voice of a woman, speaking solemnly as if reciting a prayer:

“By Mary,
mother of God, and all the angels I command you to obey me. Fly and
sing your song to the one I love.”

Roger’s pulse leapt. “That’s
sorcery alright,” he whispered. “What is she doing now, let me
see.”

“No time for
that,” said the constable. He shoved Roger aside, raised a
heavily-shod foot and kicked down the flimsy fence that hid
them.

“By the
saints!” said the constable. “It’s Margery Haukwake. The Abbot is
just going to love me when I bring you in.” As he laughed, his head
rolled on his thick neck with pleasure.

With most of the fence gone,
Roger could see the whole of the backyard. The woman had turned
round, an expression of disbelief on her pretty soft face. The same
face he had been admiring everyday for almost a year since he
started as chantry priest at St. Peter’s church. On her hand
perched a brightly-coloured orange bird, a fan shaped crest jutting
from the top of its head. The bird looked at the newcomers with
nervous enquiry.

“Get out of my
yard,” shouted Margery. “You have no business here.”

“Your big
house on the market square not good enough for you Margery?” said
the constable. “Your father would be interested to know about this
wouldn’t he? Do you bring men here?” The constable stepped towards
Margery and tried to grab her arm. She spun on her heel and moved
towards the back door of the house, the bird, still perched on her
hand, fluttered its wings slightly but otherwise remained
still.
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