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			Dedication

			
		
    It is likely no surprise that I want to take this opportunity to dedicate this book to all the people who inspired it. To Resistance workers and to those who fled the occupations, often so they could fight for their country from afar. To those civilians who Knew There Was a War On and spent long hours in jobs or volunteering that supported the effort; this was the time that defined total war and the willingness of a people to hang together meant everything.


When I feel down about the way the world looks right now, I remember that good people have held fast even in the worst times, perhaps more strongly than they do in the good, for we love most what we fear losing, and will stand to protect it. 


Dear readers, these are fictional stories, but the spirit in them is based on the strength, courage, and cleverness of the real opponents of fascism. Never forget what they did, because there will always be the possibility of new totalitarian powers and only the best of the human spirit can stand against it.





The above was written before the invasion of Ukraine. My heart is with them as they defend their home.
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INTRODUCTION
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This is an introduction to W.I.T.C.H. Hunters in more ways than one. Hopefully you’ve been reading the Forever Detective series, and thus have at least an idea of what they are, but if not, allow me to explain.

Sir Lynn is a wizard and an Englishman, and in times of war, uses all his talents to aid his country. During World War I (also known as The Great War, or The War to End All Wars), he founded a group called Scabbard, who used special talents to gather information and defend the realm. When World War II came around, his pitch of a restored group became expanded into the Wartime Intelligence Tactical Cryptoid and Heritage Hunters or W.I.T.C.H. Hunters, based on the love of acronyms in government. They don’t generally hunt witches, except, perhaps to recruit them—for the team consists mostly of strange talents or at least an awareness of the occult. 

This is the first collection of W.I.T.C.H. Hunters stories, but rather than focusing on the early stages of the team, it stretches from before Britain has entered the war to a post-war tale in America. The idea is to introduce you to important members of the team and give you an idea of their skill sets. For Forever Detective readers, it will give you a chance to see familiar characters like Clara Thomas, Lynn Fox, and Medium Brown earlier in their lives. You’ll also get a sneak peek at ones like Brother Solomon Solitarius who will be working with Rafael Jones in some of his coming adventures. The final entry takes place after Forever Festive and follows up a little hint about Eugene’s life.

As with the Forever Detective series, I have taken inspiration from mysteries, historical circumstances, and taking concepts from classic horror and giving them unexpected twists. In fact, one of the stories came about because Allan, my husband and bastion of support, said casually that he could hardly wait to see what I would do when I one day took on doing my own version of the portrait of Dorian Gray. In just a few minutes, I knew exactly what I wanted as the concept and how it would fit in as a way of introducing a character. 

Many of the stories take place in Britain, as the headquarters is there, but there are other settings, and other nationalities of characters. There is a girl from Prague who becomes her own golem for a while, and a bit of wonder from Down Under. 

Whether you are interested in paranormal fiction, World War II, espionage, or mystery, I think you will find something here to whet your interest for more. And more is coming; I had 15 stories planned but really only room for 10 as some were turning into novelettes and I suspect one of the ones I postponed will be a novella. I’m well on my way to volume two (the working title W.I.T.C.H. Hunters: Northern Lights), but I want to go back to the Forever Detective series in between. 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME?
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“I don’t like it.” The man who was complaining was under thirty, a dark haired fellow with a long narrow nose that might have dominated his face were it not for the eyes that gazed out from their deep settings like ambush predators too satiated to bother at the moment. His clothing was very plain, black with some white trim, but no flourishes. He sat at a desk, where he had been taking a letter of the other man’s composition. The name he went by was Brother Solomon Solitarius, but that was not the name he was complaining about. 

“Neither do I.” The man he was talking to was standing by the window, watching the rain come down. He cast a glance back at the younger man. Although Sir Lynn had silver hair, his age was somewhat hidden by his straight posture and athletic build. “In the last war, my team was called Scabbard. I’d have been happy to use it again. As code names go, it’s vague, but it suggests a more protective role, and for those in the know, the scabbard is worth ten of the sword. Witch Hunters is a bit tasteless. But Churchill, the fellow who suggested it, thinks it’s terribly funny.  He means it, of course, as a way to mock Hitler’s interest in the occult. But it won’t be long before being on his good side can mean a lot.”

“Being on the good side of Britain's witches could mean a lot.”

“Really? Are you interested in anyone in particular?” It was said in a teasing, hinting way, which rolled off of Brother Solomon’s back. He had taken vows and while his position was currently ambiguous, he hadn’t seemed inclined to be tempted by carnal delights.  

“I’m interested in winning the war. It’s obviously coming. I don’t know the future, but you live there as well as here and I see you sometimes listening for distant gunfire.”

“More than that.” He’d had a flash-forward this morning while Peter was playing with a plane and making a buzzing sound. The buzzing had sounded more like a mechanical screech of some sort, followed by a loud crash and an explosion. Not that gunfire isn’t enough, quite often. “But never mind the weaponry. Politics is a key player. It often is in wars, but this...” Fox shook his head. “England is reluctant to be involved in another great war. But once we are in, and we will be, each of us will see that there is something greater that we are part of.”

“So the witches will overlook the name, for England?”

“Or for Scotland, or Wales, or wherever their heart lies. Besides, it’s not going to be Witch Hunters, really. It’s a rather silly modern turn, coming up with catchy acronyms. Our discussion started with Wartime Intelligence, so obviously that’s going to be where the W. I. comes from. Of course, I pointed out the tactical advantages we would have if we had abilities not counterable by conventional means. He was more interested in the tactics of public relations—of the chance of convincing people who were inclined to believe in the occult that the British had a natural advantage in that department we were ready to make use of.  And why not? We read to our children stories of German witches living in gingerbread houses in the forest, using their homes as bait for children. Our homegrown legends turn witches into kingmakers—wizards, too, and a host of other helpful and mischievous beings.”

“Propaganda through fairytales?”

“Another way to try to gain a tactical advantage on the enemy. Bolstering morale.”

“What you are saying is T is for Tactical. All right. This is getting to be interesting, at least. Wartime Intelligence Tactical will do for WIT when it comes to military humor. But where do we get the other letters?”

“Cryptoid.”

“Cryptids being secretly existing creatures, such as the yeti or the Loch Ness monster. Unproven, and often called legends by those who don’t know better. Cryptoid being something like a cryptid, which would be...?”

“Evidence pointing to a cryptid or something like it. A paratrooper in a fur suit could be like a yeti, but would not be one. A periscope could look like the neck of the Loch Ness monster.”

“But would be of extreme interest to the war office, yes.” Brother Solomon’s hooded eyes narrowed. “That’s how you talked this Churchill fellow into funding your new team. He wants to show there’s already hostile intent.”

“He also wants people to believe they’re fighting for something. So there’s a hidden ‘and’ followed by Heritage. All of our folklore, our gallant heroes, great quests, the artifacts that are half remembered. Every piece of hidden history we recover stiffens the backbones of our people. The birds of Rhiannon, the Thirteen Treasures of the Isles of Britain, a Selkie’s cloak—these things are a part of who we are and finding the reality of them would be meaningful if they didn’t have direct power. So we will be hunting for such things.”

“You mean even if they didn’t have direct power,” Brother Solomon suggested.

“No.” Sir Lynn finally left the windowsill and sat at his own desk, near the secretary desk the younger man was at. He was further from the lamp, and had more books and far fewer folders. “Once Churchill is briefed on what things can actually do, he’ll classify them. It’s awkward for most leaders to find the unthinkable is real. Very few men are ready to deal with it openly, to tell everyone to follow the white stag or the Holy Grail. It changes too many lives too suddenly, and in the war, we shall want stability very badly.”

There was a long pause while Sir Lynn looked through an address book that was turning yellow from age and Brother Solomon went through the morning post, separating household and business mail.

Suddenly he spoke again. “I wanted to know about things. I wanted that more than I wanted stability.”

“How do you feel about it now?”

“I... I like working for you. Thank you for getting me out of the jam I was in.”

Sir Lynn waved it away. “You didn’t seem a bad sort. But what about knowing?”

“The answers raised more questions. They were nothing like what I expected. I suppose the average person wouldn’t want to ponder it all, but I find it a little exciting. By the way, if you want one of the oldest witches Britain has, I know her name. You’ll have to summon her magically, though. She doesn’t have a telephone.” He had a hint of a smile at the corner of his mouth.

––––––––
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JUST UNDER AN HOUR later, Sir Lynn understood the smile. There was a calico cat sitting in the middle of the summoning circle. “That’s Elspeth McPhearson?!”

“You should ask her directly,” Brother Solomon said.

“Are you Elspeth McPhearson?”

The cat nodded, then let out an affirmative sounding “Mewp!”

“Would you like to take your human form?”

“Mewp!”

“Well, why don’t you? It would make talking easier.”

Brother Solomon had already turned to the bookshelves and pulled down a Ouija board. “She should be able to move the planchette and everything she needs to give you most answers is there.”

It came out that Elspeth had been falsely accused of being a witch, and had ended up becoming a real one the day her execution was supposed to happen. As the wood had been stacked, she asked for help and she’d suddenly found herself small, inconspicuous, and capable of running and climbing very well over short distances. The trouble was, she didn’t know how to turn back, and given that her bargain with the devil, such as it was, had been, “I’ll give you anything, but please don’t let me die!” she seemed to have ended up as an immortal cat who may not have claim to her soul anymore, but hadn’t noticed it. 

“He probably didn’t take your soul. I wouldn’t be surprised if the thing you gave him was a good laugh.”

She gave him an indignant look which, human soul or not, was the indignant look most cats give on suspecting they are being laughed at.

“Not at you. At the witchfinders for accusing you of making a deal with him, and so forcing you to make a deal with him. Shall I make you human again?”

There was a pause. She reached out and moved the planchette. “No.”

Sir Lynn nodded. “The life of a cat hasn’t changed much in a few centuries. Human life has gotten more complicated. What about work, though? If I could give you jobs you could do as a cat, would you be interested in serving your country?”

There was another pause. Brother Solomon leaned forward. “There’s a very bad man, likely not right in the head, who has whipped up an entire nation into seeking war and the destruction of people who don’t fit into their ideal society. You’d be helping stop him.”

Elspeth’s paw on the planchette gave a sharp strike to it, sending it sailing to yes. 

“There we go,” Brother Solomon said, “And they do say cats are nature’s perfect hunters.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


KRAMPUS LESSONS
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Peter Fox pulled off his mittens as he walked to school alongside his father, Sir Lynn. Sir Lynn had straight, silver hair, and glittering blue eyes, whereas Peter got his brown curls and dark eyes from his mother, Susan. “I don’t know why mother has to fuss so. It’s the last day before the Christmas holidays, and nothing bad ever happens to children around Christmas.”

“Maybe not to good children,” Sir Lynn said, though he could think of all too many exceptions, “but there is danger for naughty children. So put your mittens back on and don’t worry your mother by getting frostbite. You'll want your fingertips when you’re older, even if you aren’t thinking of them now.”

Peter had already stuck his hands in his pockets, because they’d felt the cold the moment he’d taken the mittens off. He tried to look as if he was only being condescending as he put the mittens back on and asked, “I don’t exactly call Father Christmas leaving coal or switches dangerous. Disappointing, to be sure, but not dangerous.” He was ten years old, after all, the eldest of four children, and had to show he was too sophisticated for such threats. He wasn’t going to claim not to believe in Father Christmas though; he had already spoken with fae folk and was well aware that there were more things in heaven and Earth than his classmates dreamed of. 

“I wasn’t thinking of Father Christmas, Peter. There are other things to be concerned with, Krampus being the one most likely to harm you. The Yule Cat tends to stay in Iceland.”

“Krampus sounds like a pain we would learn about in Latin class.”

“Angustiam dolorificam,” said Sir Lynn, absentmindedly. 

“What’s that?”

“The proper Latin for cramps. Sorry, you were asking about who Krampus is. I haven’t met him, but he’s said to be half-goat, half-demon—which I have my doubts about the likelihood of. Half-satyr, half-demon would be possible. Anyhow, whatever he is, he’s known for finding naughty children the night before St. Nicklaus’s day, and beats them with sticks, then throws them in his sack and carries them away.”

“Where does he take them?”

“I think that’s a matter of pure speculation. Some people say he eats them, or takes them to hell, or to his home, but none of that but the eating is specific about what happens to them, and while goats will eat anything, demons generally have no more need for food than any other angel.”

“I thought you knew about all sorts of magical creatures.”

“Well, I do, and I know about all kinds of people. But if you looked up a random name in a telephone directory and asked me to tell you about them, I wouldn’t be likely to know them specifically. I suppose the best way to find out about him is... no, no.”

“I know what you were going to say.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. You always say one of the best ways to find out about someone is to meet them and judge for yourself.”

“That’s right. But the obvious flaw in that plan is that I am not a naughty child, and those are the only people who he comes to.”

“I could pretend to be a naughty child,” Peter suggested. 

Sir Lynn smiled. “Pretend... yes...” Not that any of his children were really unkind or deliberately selfish, but when you took the normal impulsiveness and emotionality of children and mixed it with magical abilities advanced for their years, it was often hard to keep everyone convinced they weren’t particularly naughty.

Peter caught something off in his father’s tone there, but took it for doubt. “I can make it believable. Plus, I’ll use a summoning circle so it wouldn’t just be random bait.”

Sir Lynn nodded slowly. He hadn’t meant to make this into an investigation, but supernatural creatures kidnapping children did fall broadly into his jurisdiction, as the official Knight Protector against occult threats. (A little-known title, to be sure, but one he had well earned.)

And Peter was diligent when it came to summoning circles. It had been about the only way to get him to care about his maths studies. Lydia, the second eldest, certainly wouldn’t be permitted, as she had a bad habit of dragging her foot through the circle as she worked. What she lacked in spatial awareness, though, she was making up for in a knack for languages. Susan found her a great help in translating. The other two, Percy and Lucy, were so young that their only magical training at this point was learning to redirect emotional reactions so as not to do something they would regret, and to not touch things they did not understand. 

Perhaps the reason this was the first year he’d thought about what Krampus actually did was because this was the first year one of his children was old enough to volunteer to be bait. That thought troubled him, and he decided he would talk to Susan about it once he had seen Peter safely to school. He was good at thinking of the big picture, of strategy and resources and so on. He wasn’t always grounded and able to think in terms of appropriateness... a failing he almost certainly got from his own father. Although he was much older than Susan, he hadn’t had experience parenting until Peter had come along. 

He made a few suggestions and encouraging remarks as Peter rattled off ideas for getting Krampus to come when they were ready, and what the design for the summoning circle should be. The idea of drawing wards on the walls with messy crayon to strengthen the containment and irritate it on the basis that grownups hate scribbles on the walls was inspired, in his opinion, and Peter admitted it was inspired because of how the housekeeper, Mrs. Cook, and the maid, Miss Butler, had fussed about Lucy’s “floral art pieces” a few weeks ago. 

Once the boy was safely at the school yard (to think, Eton was only a year away), Sir Lynn took a short cut back through a reflection in a window and stepped out through the full-length mirror in the vestibule. Susan was on the telephone, taking notes. “Certainly,” she said with a soft urgency. “We can make room for them. Our own children range from 2 to 10 years of age. Three children? We can take twice that many before we need to add staff.”

She made a few more notes, reading back a date, time, and train station information, and then responded, “Happy holidays to you as well, Neville, and good-bye.”

She then looked to Lynn. “Refugee children. Kindertransport. The Germans don’t want Jewish children, and I knew you’d agree we need to show them a warm welcome.”

Fox nodded. “If there’s one good thing to come out of this appeasement strategy, it is that we can at least offer that now. There’s war brewing, though. It’s nothing but wishful thinking to believe the Germans only want to recover lost territories and wealth.”

“Is that just an opinion, or are you remembering the future?”

“Pieces. Not as much as I should like to know, and yet more than I want to. Don’t worry about how many children they send us now; there will be more later, from cities. We shall need to set up a large schoolroom in one of the halls. Best to work on it now, I think. It will be hard to find craftsmen later. How is your sister doing?”

Susan bit her lower lip the tiniest amount. When Sir Lynn seemed to suddenly change topic, he was probably following a connecting thread no one else knew about yet. “Which one?”

“Alisande,” Sir Lynn said. “As far as I know, your youngest sister doesn’t stay in touch.”

“Alisande is... I’m not really sure how she is,” Susan said suddenly, “She called yesterday, and I asked, as one does, and she simply said not to worry. I thought it was odd at the time, but now that you ask, I’m bothered. Should we go see her?”

“No, but call her back, and make sure to be clear that she can come visit any time, for as long as she likes.”

“Of course, she and—”

“Oh, no need to mention him. If she wants to bring her husband, she can.”

“Must you be so mysterious?!” Susan was annoyed now. There seemed to be vague hints of trouble and as Alisande was her sister, she ought to be informed.

“I see a very likely future of her wanting to go somewhere on her own,” he said. He gave a small smile. “And it will work out very well for all of us if she comes and stays with us for a while, when she’s ready. But now to the big plan of the day.” He sat down, patted the chair next to him, and once Susan was seated, he took both her hands in his. “Peter has suggested summoning Krampus.”

“Who?” Susan looked confused for a moment, but then asked, “Not that Christmas demon some Europeans believe in?”

“There are more things in heaven and Earth...” he reminded her. 

“I know that very well,” she told him. “Still, is Krampus really Britain’s problem?”

“Europe rather is our problem,” he told her. “Krampus included. There’s more than enough evil in the world right now without a demon increasing it.”

“So Peter is going to summon Krampus and you're going to talk to him?”

“I’m going to do more than that. I’m going to find out where he takes those naughty children he makes off with, and if possible, rescue them.”

She sighed. “I can’t possibly say no to that. But make sure you put wards on our other children so he doesn’t hone in on their naughtiness instead. Percy was chewing on the head of his little toy lamb, and Cook complained of a headache, so he’s been accidentally making magical poppets of his stuffed toys again.”

––––––––
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WHEN PETER ARRIVED home from school, he wanted to go directly to the west wing, which had rooms for magic practice, easily isolated from the rest of the house when needed. Susan insisted he wash his hands, have a snack, and put his school bag on its hook first. 

“You don’t do this with father,” he protested. 

“I pretty much have, except for the school bag, and a briefcase from the ministry is much the same thing. You have to concentrate in order to do magic safely, and you can’t concentrate with a growling stomach and other pressing business on hand.” 

He argued no further and he did appreciate the cheese, cress, and crackers served with milky tea much more than he cared to say.

“This is going to be a family project,” she added.  

“What?”

“This is the first time anyone is calling an unfamiliar demon into the house and, with the amount of trouble you lot get into, I don’t want any of you to not be under our eyes when Krampus comes. It won’t do any good to have your father watching over you if Krampus is busy snatching away another child. You two can get started and I’ll round up the others and be there at 15:45.” 

Fifteen minutes. He sighed noticeably and headed to the west wing. At the first door along the corridor, he gave a short knock and went on without waiting. That was his father’s private library, full of books and scrolls and things not meant for people to browse without oversight, and he knew his father was probably there this time of day, especially when there was occult action to prepare for. Further on in that part of the manor, there was a room with slate tiles on the floor and stone-and-mortar walls. It had one window and the roofing was lightweight, providing a couple of directions to send energy which one did not want bouncing off the stone. 

Peter took a metal rod out of a cupboard and placed it into a little hole in the center of one of the large slate tiles. In the same cabinet, he found some cotton string and a piece of chalk, tying the items together to work as a compass allowing him to roughly draw the circle. A carved wooden box held several glass jars and from these he picked one containing sea salt, another with a gooey mix of honey and sap, and, after consideration, a third with powdered mica. Yes, mica was the thing. Aligned with Mercury, it was good for communications and should aid in getting Krampus’s attention. It also acted to repel negativity, helping to reinforce other protective elements in the circle. 

First, he traced the sticky honey and sap mixture onto the chalk circle with his finger, making sure to dip his finger again every few inches so the drawing didn’t end up dry and thin anywhere. Then he sprinkled a bit of the mica on it, all the way around. He stepped back for a moment, not so much to admire the sparkling circle, but to make sure there weren’t any cracks through it or scuffing. Then, he carefully drew another circle a foot beyond the first. For this one, he laid down the salt, not lightly, but a quarter inch deep. When his jar ran out, he went back to the box for more. 

Sir Lynn came in, then. “Sorry I took so long. I was doing a bit of research. How’s it coming along?”

Peter gestured to the circle and Sir Lynn pivoted to look. “Oh, very nice. Mica is an excellent choice.” He stretched out a hand. “Incense, please. I’ll set up an area for the little ones to give them a little more cover if things get tricky. “

“He’s only half demon,” Peter said, unperturbed, as he found a second jar of salt to finish the outer circle. 

“Possibly so, but what if he’s the son of Pan? That would make his other half a god and we would have a much less predictable situation. Never prepare only for the most likely scenario, Peter. Prepare for anything from the most likely to the worst possible and you’re pretty well covered.”

“Did you tell Arthur that?”

“I could tell him what I liked. But he was a man of faith and such men tend to assume things will turn out well for them.” He paused. “I still prepared for the worst, and that helped.”

“Sorry, father. I didn’t mean to bring back a bad memory. It’s just... learning where things go wrong is how I try to prepare for the worst. I haven’t got much of my own experience to draw on, so I have to ask about yours.”

“And it’s quite right that you do so. One day I’ll go through it in detail, how I lost my best friend in war. But today, we have sigils to draw.” 

“You’ve got your best walking stick with you, haven’t you?” asked the boy.

“With the Seal of Solomon carved under the cover. Of course. Should it be necessary, I should be able to bind him outside the circle. That’s a fallback measure. What signs are you thinking of?”

“The signs of the archangels at the points of the compass, as my serious ones, and I also thought this would be how I’d get his attention...” Peter pulled a piece of notepaper from his pocket. Sir Lynn grinned and clapped him on the shoulder. 

Just then, Susan entered with the other children. Lydia was wearing some of Peter’s hand-me-downs. She had her own school uniform and a wardrobe full of pretty things, but she liked her brother’s clothes better. Lucy, on the other hand, was so sweet looking in her little green dress and white pinafore, one could almost forget she had a tendency to mentally throw fireballs when she was particularly upset. Lydia was being helpful, and carried a blanket so that Susan could try to settle Percy down for a nap, and on her arm was a basket with some toys, snacks, and other pass-time things. This left Susan free to guide the two youngest. 

Peter gave them a brief wave, but kept his focus on the signs of the archangels, and Sir Lynn grabbed a piece of chalk and set down two of the signs himself, then stepped back to make sure things were aligned. He stepped in to fix some tiny details, then gave Peter a nod. 

Peter suddenly rushed over to his siblings, gave Lydia a mild but rudely sudden shove, pulled a box of crayons out of the basket and used them to make a drawing on the wall. It was approximately the symbol called the Seal of Solomon, or King Solomon’s Seal. At least it had the basic Star of David inscribed within a circle, but instead of the inner details being filled in, it was depicted as being balanced on the nose of a performing sea lion. That seal had a clown nose and top hat on. 

Susan, having made sure Lydia wasn’t hurt, just offended, began to sternly remind Peter that a need for something to write with was no reason to forget his manners. But as she scolded him, a cloud of black smoke appeared within the summoning circle on the floor. 

A deep, menacing voice boomed forth. “There is mischief afoot! Deeds of selfishness or malice must be corrected.” The smoke began to spread, slowly revealing the form it had obscured. Krampus stood at least seven feet tall, not counting his goat-like horns, and his animalistic legs were likely not fully extended. Long dark hair covered much of his skin, with his chest and face bare. 

“At least you’re wearing enough to be decent,” said Susan. “Is that lederhosen?” She continued without waiting for an answer. “And I am dealing with Peter’s mischief, thank you very much.”

Krampus looked awkwardly away from Peter and her, catching Sir Lynn’s gaze in the process. “This isn’t how it normally goes.”

“We’re not the most normal household. Anyway, you were really invited here for other reasons. I need to know more about what you get up to... normally.” 

“Invited?” Krampus was even more uncertain, shifting from one bent leg to the other. “Is this boy so out of control you want to be rid of him, then?”

“Nonsense. We concocted this plan together and working with him is always a delight. Oh, he may sometimes eat too many biscuits before dinner or write rude poems, but nothing that isn’t simply part of growing up. He only shoved his sister just now to bait you. Quite clever.” Sir Lynn didn’t mention that Peter had kept that part of his plan to himself to ensure natural surprise and anger from the rest of them. He generally made it a principle to support initiative from those working on one of his projects, and he wasn’t about to make Peter at any greater risk by expressing disapproval.

“What am I here for, then?” Krampus stamped a hoof down in frustration. The impact shook the room, but, although some of the powder was knocked out in thin rays, the circle remained intact. That was why the sticky layer was so important. 

“Mind your manners,” Sir Lynn snapped at him. “You are in my house, and you are frightening the children.”

“I am supposed to frighten children,” Krampus snarled. 

“You’re a little alarming,” Peter said, “but not that scary. We’ve seen much worse. That man from Inland Revenue, for instance.”

“You stink!” Lucy complained. He didn’t just look like a goat, he exuded the scent of a billy goat to go with it; furthermore, brimstone and other rarer chemical smells still hung in the air from his crossing between worlds. 
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