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Preface

Do you believe in vampires?

A tricky question.

There are definitely blood-sucking insects and animals such as the world-wide mosquito and the small vampire bats of the South American jungles.

Masai tribesmen in Africa still depend on blood sucked from their cattle, as did Genghis Khan’s warriors depend on blood from their horses in the 13th C.

So where did the idea of blood-sucking humans come from?

Superstition in early Europe gave rise to stories about vampires, but it was not until 1897 that a novel called “Dracula” popularised the idea of human vampires amongst fiction writers. Bram Stoker based his novel on Vlad the Impaler, a cruel Transylvania king who fought against the Turks in the 15th C.

There is, of course, no proof that vampires existed, but that hasn’t stopped fiction writers from using their imagination to fantasize about them.
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Celtic Ring

Dragon Magic

Do Dragon have magic? 

Yes of course they do! 

Beelzebub experienced rage and frustration every time he was summoned by his master Suleiman the Magnificent.

The Dragon Lord also loved his Dragon wife and his children and had brotherly love for the clutch of dragons over which he had control. But, absolutely nothing had prepared him for the experience of sharing emotions with the young earth magician he had chosen for his master.

And, with all so unexpected.

How could he, ©, a Dragon Lord have expected the contact was a young male wizard could have changed his own magic?

Five hundred years earlier, Suleiman the Magnificent had punished the earthly dragons for supporting the Christians in their wars against the Muslims by exiling all of the dragons to a planet named Aspiro.

Now, 500 years later, the Christians and Muslims were still fighting each other and Beelzebub’s magical abilities and not changed.

In contrast, Suburban the magnificent and used his 500 years to greatly enhance his magical abilities are enough for him to want to control the known universe.

Having drunk dragon’s blood, then having learnt many new spells, Suleiman had learnt well the secrets of living a long age.

But, there was a problem.

Suleiman the Magnificent was not immortal.

The powerful wizard could be killed in battle. Then came a breakthrough. Similarly learnt through his studies about three artefacts that had been created by a wizard named Merlin for a king named Arthur Pendragon. These artifacts should have made the King immortal. The fact that in the stories he had read separated from these artefacts like trickery before disappearing, did not concern Suleiman. Once he had the three artefacts, he was not going to repeat history.

Now 500 years later, Beelzebub had been set back to Earth to find the three artefacts that have now been missing for one thousand earth years.

‘Pretty possible task?’

Beelzebub was finally beginning to realise how much this human child wizard was changing his own magic.

Dragon time and Dragon magic are both mysterious things.

What Beelzebub realised as he looked back from the time that Suleiman had instructed him to start a search for the magical sword Excalibur, was that time was beginning to telescope.

It had taken Beelzebub a couple of Earth years to search for clues as to the whereabouts of the sword. And that search had resulted in him discovering the world wide Shipton coven of witches who were all of the bloodline of Arthur Pendragon and his cousin Merlin, (who had created the magical sword Excalibur).

When Beelzebub was in the mind of the coven leader, Beelzebub had heard her say that her grandson, John Lewis aged 10 and a bit had not developed his magical abilities. His Master had been quite explicit; “Find a male of the bloodline of Authur Pendragon and use him to assist in finding Excalibur”. By choosing this young male, he had complied with Suleiman’s wishes that he chose someone of the bloodline Arthur, but he had not expected that the young male could find the sword.

‘Afterall, it had been missing for 1,000 Earth years!’

Immediately or coincidentally, this young male’s magic blossomed slightly at a magical location named Gloucester and then had nothing happened for the next year. At that time, the young male passed through some Old Ones’ standing stones and his magical abilities blossomed enormously in just a few minutes.

As Dragon Lord, Beelzebub had control over all of the Dragon in the known universe but it had not been normal for dragons to have one-to-one conversations with humans. This had occurred in the world named Oceania where one of his clutch, Xavier, had not only talked to the human child, but gifted the child some dragon magic.

Due in part to the mysteries of dragon magic, although the human child had been in Oceania for months, when the boy returned it was only earth moments and his magical abilities had blossomed enormously. The very next day, the young boy again used the standing stones to time travel and this time, Beelzebub could talk to a dragon who had been the Dragon Lord some nearly 1900 years earlier. Only a few Earth days later, the young wizard and his female witch cousin again time-travelled. But this time, if Beelzebub leant against the standing stone they had touched he could stay in the young boy’s head. Beelzebub was not sure what caused his own magic to change but now he also experienced all of the emotions that the young wizard felt.

For the second time, the young wizard had picked up Old Ones’ magic but this time the young wizard could actually change events – a magic that no other wizard he had heard of could do. The two children could also combine their magic. Beelzebub’s magic had changed enough that he too experienced the terror of the whirlpools of the Danube River. 

But there was more. Beelzebub’s regard for John increased to a point where he was actually liking a human for the first time.

‘It’s time,’ insisted Beelzebub to himself, ‘that I start talking directly to this Earth child.’

Locket

‘Who is this?’ asked Sybil Robinson of John Lewis pointing at a young girl. ‘I have never seen this photograph before.’

Sybil was John’s 12-year-old witch Cousin, and had come over to his council house for a visit after Grandma Robinson and her had farewelled her aunties. Her witch aunties had come from all around the world to discuss what to do with John who had been predicted in signs to be a wizard as powerful as Merlin. 

But it had been too late. 

Even as they met in Aunty Madge’s house a few days ago, John had gone through the magic standing stones at Thornbury and had his magic enhanced in another world. Then within a day he had travelled back 900 years in time gathering more magic and influencing Ursula Shipton to create the witch’s coven to which Sybil belonged. Since then, Sybil had also travelled back in time with John. This time it was only to 1775, but John had picked up some Old One’s magic on the way to the court of Empress Theresa to remove a gypsy curse. They had been successful in a number of ways because for her a prediction had come true that she was the legendary princess of the gypsies.

It felt quite bizarre sitting here with John dressed in 1948 clothes, as she had just spent six months disguised as a gypsy boy in Austria and Germany, and this was her second day back. Thanks to the magic of the standing stones, she and John had not lost a single day of earth time, but physically she was six months older and more experienced in magic and how to handle people.

She looked fondly at her cousin, John Lewis, who was sitting on the leather sofa stuffed with horsehair in the small English lounge room, which Aunty Madge called the parlour. John had saved her life a number of times on their adventure and each time without a thought for his own safety. But now she was putting John into danger by having him in proximity with a powerful magical ring. Grandma Robinson, the head of the witch’s coven, had agreed with her that it was a risk worth taking as it might give them some clue about the mysterious force that was influencing both the coven and John.

John and she were looking through some old family photographs. The parlour, with its green and red floral wallpaper, was not as yet badly stained by nicotine as John’s Mum kept the parlour neat and tidy for occasional visitors. Heavy blackout curtains still hung ready though, even three years after the end of World War 11, as if at any moment the bombing raids might start again, and the enemy pilots needed to be denied any glimmer of light that might help to sight their bombing run.

John called out. ‘Mum, this is Rosemary, isn't it?’

‘Yes,’ replied John’s mum. ‘She died of measles at the age of 10. We don't talk much about her as it makes us sad. Just as we don't talk much about your Aunty Faith.’

‘I know there is an Aunty Faith in the family, but why don't we talk about her?’ asked Sybil innocently, knowing full well she was the Keeper of the Ring.

John’s Mum's eyes welled up with tears. ‘She was, or is, my favourite baby sister and she just looked like Rosemary when she was a child.’

‘Just a minute, I have a locket with her picture in it.’ She went to the old bookcase and turned a secret knob that Sybil knew about and pulled a drawer open. Inside the drawer lay a leather drawstring bag which she took out and brought over to the two children.

Carefully opening the drawstring, Madge Lewis took out two objects. They were both gold. One was a heavy gold ring and one a locket which she unclasped.

‘There,’ she said, ‘that’s Aunty Faith and her boyfriend Lionel.’

Sybil looked at the coloured miniature in the locket with interest. She, of course, knew the story of Aunty Faith as she was an important member of the Shipton coven. But she had in fact never seen the locket. 

‘Yes, I can see the family resemblance. Aunty Faith must only have been about 20 years old wasn’t she?’

‘Yes, she and Lionel were about the same age, even though he served in the Army.’

Sybil put down the locket reverently and picked up the heavy gold ring. She had been shown it many years ago, but now seeing it again, she realised there was something quite magical and odd about it but she couldn’t see what it was.

‘This old ring has been in the family forever John,’ explained his Mum. ‘It’s supposed to be handed down to the youngest daughter – and that’s your Aunty Faith.’

John and Sybil had just returned from an adventure in a different time and Sybil had told him lots of secrets, but not one secret about the witches’ coven that protected John and the other menfolk. She knew quite well about the ring and the power it gave the owner. It was dangerous knowledge, and in light of that mysterious force that seemed to be influencing the family, she wasn’t going to say any words that another person might hear or repeat.

‘You remember the story about the haunted house in Rugby don’t you John,’ his mother asked.

Sybil's ears pricked up. She hadn't heard the full story about this particular haunted house. Sometimes families kept some details of secrets to themselves and this must be one of those times. 

Then Sybil had to tell a white lie to get some more detail and pretend to John she didn’t know much about Aunty Faith.

‘I haven't heard much about the haunted house, but I did hear something happened to Aunty Faith?'

‘Let me see where to start,’ began John’s mother.

‘It happened 31 years ago in 1913 when all of the ladies left our plantation in Ceylon and decided to have a holiday on the Riviera in France. The men stayed behind in Ceylon to run the tea plantation and manage the shops in Singapore. Towards the end of the year, it became obvious that the German army would invade France and that war would be declared between the British Empire and Germany. Our families were rich in those days so that when the ladies fled France, as they were unable to sail back to Ceylon, they were able to sell their jewellery and buy a big house in Rugby. All of the men including the youngest, aged only 14, joined either the Navy or the Army so we didn't see any of them for three years.’

‘It was a beautiful old house with a conservatory that we bought, but unfortunately, it was haunted. No animals would venture beyond the ground floor. And the bathroom at the top of the stairs had to have the water running in the bath continuously. If a family member accidentally turned off the water, then things began to fly around the room including scissors. The family put up with it as they had no more money to buy a different house, and the local people knew about the haunted house so we couldn't sell.’ 

‘One of the rooms we couldn't use at all. Anyone who tried to sleep in this particular bedroom would feel really cold and have such a fear of dread that their hair would stand up on end.’

‘When my brothers came home on leave during the First World War, they would often bring friends with them and so we made it a family joke to let them sleep in the room overnight. No one lasted the night in the room and we would all have a big laugh the next morning at breakfast. Your Uncle Vernon brought home one of his mates from the army. His name was Lionel Pemberthy and your Aunty Faith fell head over heels in love with him. There might as well not been anyone else in the room when they were together. Naturally, he didn't know about the haunted room so the family decided to play the same joke on him as they had played on many other guests.’

‘In the morning we all trooped down to breakfast ready to have a big laugh. But there was no Lionel. Faith rushed up the stairs to the third floor and knocked on the door. She got no answer. We never saw him again. Your Aunty Faith became absolutely distraught and had a complete nervous breakdown. The doctors put her in a lunatic asylum. We tried to visit her but she just did not know us and got very upset. Nowadays, nobody goes to visit her anymore. It is so sad.’

John’s mum pulled out a handkerchief and opened the door into the hallway sobbing as she went upstairs to her bedroom to be by herself.

Sybil thought, ‘How awful!’

‘Is there anything John that we could do? After all I am a witch and you’re a powerful wizard and Aunty Faith is family after all.’

John, with a real-world nickname of the “Whiz”, was indeed a powerful wizard and he and Sybil had just returned from an adventure in 18th Century Austria where they had both gained extra powers. He hated to see his mum upset. 

‘It all happened about 30 years ago, so I can't see what we could do.’

He idly picked up the ring as he talked and stared at it; his face going white.

‘What’s wrong,’ yelled Sybil grabbing him by the shoulder, ‘you’ve gone all white!’

He didn’t answer, but instead went over to his haversack near the doorway and pulled out a battered exercise book and opened it to show his Cousin Sybil.

‘See that rune with the double vee. It’s in our set of history books as well as your history books and it’s also the rune I touched to go back to Boadicea’s time. Now it’s also turned up again in the family on this ring. It looks like two eyes on either side of the rune. I wonder what they mean?’

‘The ring looks awfully old,’ lied Sybil as she pretended to examine it. She knew its history but her witches’ coven wanted that information kept secret. ‘You’re in no state to talk to your mum; I could go and ask her but I can tell you something.’

‘Your mother says no-one really knows, but the family legend is that the ring dates back to the Doomsday Book.’

‘Wow,’ exclaimed her Cousin John, ‘that must be nearly a thousand years after Boadicea. I did see her with a ring on at the battle of Runnymede, but I can’t say it was this one.’

‘And I did see Ursula with a ring on too,’ he continued, ‘but I didn’t get to see it up close.’

Sybil hid her face by peering closely at the ring. She felt uncomfortable with the knowledge she was hiding from John and she didn’t want him to know.

‘Our problem,’ continued John again, ‘is that we don't know anyone to talk to about this ring. From what Mum spoke about, it could be just made up.’

‘We could go and seek the advice of Mother Kandala.’

“I agree,’ replied Sybil, pretending she wanted some more information about it and hoping the magical spells protecting the ring from being discovered would easily cover the distance to Mother Kanda’s caravan. ‘We haven't been to see her at the gypsy camp since we came back with Jagadish and it's just up the street.’

‘And as soon as we can, we ought to at least go and see this haunted house if it still exists,’ Sybil insisted ‘And maybe we could use our magic to find an explanation as to what happened to Aunty Faith. It might make your mum feel a bit better. I guess all of the family feels a bit guilty about what happened to our Aunty Faith and it might help them too.’

‘OK,’ agreed John putting the ring and the pendant in the leather bag and then securely in his pocket. He yelled out to his mum, ‘We’re going out for a while Mum. Be back soon.’

As they exited the back door, Sybil wondered if they were doing the right thing. After all Mother Kandala was a magical person too. ‘What might she tell John?’

Beelzebub

Seated in a large chalk pentacle, on a planet named Aspiro was an impatient wizard who was summoning a mighty Dragon.

The dragon roared a fiery protest in reply.

‘Beelzebub have you done as I commanded?’

‘Yes, Master I have been observing as you requested.’

‘But you have not been reporting to me.’

‘No Master, there has been nothing to report.’

‘Tell me Dragon, what have you been doing?’

‘I chose a male of the bloodline of the magician Merlin and his cousin Arthur Pendragon as you commanded, and I influenced him to go to the place the inhabitants of Earth call Gloucester, where, in the legends Excalibur was last seen. He found nothing.’

‘Then, I influenced him to go through the magical standing stones to Iteria which was the place where Arthur Pendragon died. The male did not find any trace of a magical sword named Excalibur.’

‘Next, I sent this male to his ancestor Ursula the Witch, who started the bloodline, and again he found nothing.’

‘Beelzebub, let me remind you that, in this so-called legend, there were three artefacts. One was the magical sword Excalibur, two was the magical scabbard that protected the bearer of the sword and three was a ring which gave ownership of the sword. This ring has just been taken from a warded place and I am now aware that it is in possession of the male that you chose. I also found out that this ring is looked after by a person called the Keeper and, you did not report that fact to me.’

‘I just became aware of the ring too Master.’

‘Now I command you to influence the male to reunite the ring and the Keeper.’

‘Yes master.’

‘Beelzebub, I also command you to report to me more often. You are aware of the punishments I can give to unco-operative dragons?’

‘Yes master.’

‘Then you are dismissed.’ 

‘If dragons could breathe a sigh of relief, this one did. Beelzebub and all the other dragons were in thrall to this powerful wizard, who drew upon their magic. Under the spell that the wizard used, all dragons had to obey him and could not lie to him.’

Omission meant leaving things out, and so this mighty dragon omitted the fact that the male he had chosen had been only 10 earth years old at the time. He also omitted the fact that Arthur Pendragon when he had gone to the world of Iteria, and been reunited with the magical sword Excalibur, and he also omitted the fact that, over time in Iteria, the sword had become known by a different name.

Beelzebub, also omitted telling his master that this young male in his adventures had gained a lot of magic and he was hoping one day that this young magician could be used to defeat his master and give freedom to all the dragons. 

The last thing that Beelzebub wanted to happen, was for his Master to gain control of a powerful artefact such as Excalibur. The wizard was extremely powerful as it was. More power would only make it harder for this wizard to be defeated, and thus, for his brotherhood of dragons, a lesser chance of being free again.

His own magic told him that this Keeper was on the same planet as the male he had chosen and that this female was weak in magic. His Master would only reach a dead end when Beelzebub achieved reuniting the Keeper with the magical ring.

Mother Kandala

Sybil and John sat quietly on a log shaded by one of the surrounding dark green leafy oak trees and waited for Mother Kandala to appear. After a short period of time, the wooden door of the high-wheeled caravan opened and Olga Kandala came awkwardly down the steps and peered towards them. She wore a multi-coloured woollen jumper and a long red skirt even though it was summertime and her clothes were topped off by a knitted woollen beanie from under which her plaited pigtails swung.

‘I see you Magic Boy and Princess,’ the old gypsy woman called out as she made an attempt to curtsey.

‘Mother Kandala. We were so pleased to hear that your family is well.’

‘Thanks to you two,’ she responded. ‘I got the full story from Jagadish and now your exploits in removing the curse from our family have become part of our Romani folklore. There are even some who say John that you may have some Romani blood in you as they also want to claim you as part of the family.’

John came back with, ‘I would be deeply honoured Mother, if that were to happen. But you do know Janos Bilhari made me an honorary gypsy?’

He gave Sybil a nudge in the ribs. ‘Anyway, I have a Romani princess for a Cousin.’

Sybil nudged him back.

‘Mother Kandala we have come to ask your advice. Do you have time to hear a story?’

‘Of course,’ Mother Kandala replied. ‘Just give an old woman time to come and sit in the shade with you.’

As she neared them, Mother Kandala’s head came up and she pointed accusingly at John. ‘You have brought something of great enchantment with you.’

Sybil’s heart skipped a beat. ‘What might Mother Kandala reveal to John?’

‘Princess, as quick as you can take my walking stick and activate the pentacle. It starts with that marked stone over there.’

Sybil did as Mother Kandala asked, who in turn began dragging the stick over the five signs and uttering a spell under her breath.

Two things happened simultaneously: First John realised that he no longer had a dragon presence in his head and Beelzebub realised that he had been excluded from John’s thoughts.

For the moment the three of them were safe from magical influences as they sat together within the powerful pentacle.

Mother Kandala took back her stick and, once she settled herself on a log near the open fire, they told her the story about Rugby, Aunty Faith, the ghost and the disappearance of Lionel Pemberthy

‘Poltergeists are not unknown,’ commented Mother Kandala. ‘But they are normally malicious spirits and will do things like pinching and biting. They are mostly found in houses, but one Romani traveller got chased over half of England by a spirit. This one is a little different. It seems that it might have had a job to protect that room. Did they ever say there was anything in it?’

‘As far as we know, it was just a bedroom, but something such as a statue or a painting might have been there.’

‘We do have two items from that time,’ John told her and pulled out the leather bag from his pocket and carefully laid the ring and the pendant in front of Mother Kandala.

‘Mmm this ring is thousands of years old,’ declared Mother Kandala cautiously. ‘It is a sun worship ring and worn by the Celts. It’s extremely valuable but it also has great magical power. I wouldn’t let anyone else see it!’

‘If any other travellers see this, your family will get a visit one night and most likely they would kill the whole family to stop people talking. It is worth a King’s ransom. You must put it back where it came from as soon as possible. There must be a powerful spell protecting it, or people would have been searching for the ring already.’ 

She slipped it back into the leather pouch.

‘I can tell you some weird things about the ring,’ said John earnestly.

‘For a start the runes on it are the same as Boadicea had on her shield in our history books and it’s the same pattern as the runes on the standing stones that took me to her time.’

‘I never saw that pattern of runes when I travelled there, but I do know that Boadicea had a big chunky ring on her finger when we were watching the battle of Runnymede.’

‘And one last thing. Mum reckons that the family legend about the ring goes back at least 900 years and it is always passed down to the youngest daughter who in this case is Aunty Faith.’

Sybil stood up. She was quite animated. ‘It’s always the men they talk about in history but it’s always the women who keep the bloodline going. The witches in our family go back much further than King Arthur but it’s him they remember not us!’

‘It was us witches that know the true story about the legendary sword Excalibur, the magic scabbard and the ring and it was us witches who took them back, but it’s King Arthur they write about.’

John had never seen Sybil so animated; and knowing there was no dragon present in his head took a risk. ‘I know you have lots of secrets that you can’t tell anyone Sybil, but now you have another one you can’t tell. I think I know where Excalibur is.’

Sybil couldn’t speak she just stared at him opened-mouthed. The sword and the scabbard had been missing for over 900 years and John, who had only had his magic awakened recently, had found it already.
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