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      Hey lovelies. I have a special gift for you including bonus scenes and other magical goodies, when you sign up to my newsletter!

      
        
        The Keys to Myrtlewood include:

        [image: old key]Accidental Magic alternative perspective scene (Perseus Burk meeting Rosemary for the first time)
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      Thunder roared and lightning crashed through the sky, illuminating the clouds above Thorn Manor. The sky darkened again and all that could be seen was the light from the manor’s tower, shining above the dark forests of Myrtlewood and the restless sea along the Cornish coast.

      “Ah… that’s it,” Galderall Thorn muttered.

      The storm raged outside, shaking the very foundations of Thorn Manor. Lightning flashed again followed by a loud boom of thunder, as if the gods themselves were at war. Inside the tower room, Galderall stood upright and proud, her white hair tied back in a red scarf as she gazed out into the night with shrewd eyes. She may be an old witch, but she had a deep connection to the magic that flowed through the earth, and pooled, concentrated, around the village of Myrtlewood. She had lived here her entire life, and had dedicated herself to protecting it from the darkness that threatened to consume it.

      But on this night, the darkness was closing in. Galderall could sense the malevolent forces approaching, drawn by her power and the ancient magic that flowed through her veins. She knew that she had to act quickly, before it was too late. She gathered her ingredients and began to mix them together in her cauldron, stirring them with a powerful hand. Fresh herbs and protective crystals, mandrake root, obsidian and colloidal silver – mixed with the power of the moon and the strength of the crone goddess, Cerridwen.

      She would fight off her enemies if she could, but she was no fool. She knew she was old, and her magic was beginning to wane.

      She searched through her shelves of occult implements until she found it, its dark surface gleaming against the light: her black mirror. She used it often, to check on her wonderful bubbly granddaughter, Rosemary, and her great-granddaughter, Athena with the acerbic wit. She hadn't seen them in person for years, for their own protection. Tonight she was relieved to see that they were safe, in their shabby flat in Burkenswood. She watched them, sitting around their battered kitchen table eating a simple meal of beans on toast and commiserating about their days. If only they knew what was coming.

      They were safe, for now, but Galderall could sense that something was wrong. Lightning struck again and the scent of danger hung heavy in the air.

      Like many witches, Galderall Thorn knew that nature had its cycles and patterns; the full moon always rose at sunset; the high tide would be an hour later every day and, observing the seasons, garlic should always be planted on the shortest and longest days and harvested accordingly. She knew when her time was coming to an end. However, like many people who look up and suddenly realize it's a full moon, Galderall had been busy, distracted by life. She hadn't noticed the sand running out in her own hourglass until a short time before it happened.

      The clouds cleared above and Galderall looked at the moon. She realised that her time was coming to a close, just like other natural cycles. She knew that she could not hold off her enemies forever. She had to prepare one final spell and a message for Rosemary and Athena that would guide them on their journey. She had to trust that they would take on the Thorn legacy, and save the town of Myrtlewood from the darkness that threatened to consume it.

      With a fierce determination, Galderall began to chant. She used all of her remaining strength and magic, pouring it into the words and the incantation. The spell was a powerful and ancient incantation that had been passed down through her family for generations. The words flowed from her lips like a river of power, filling the room with a sense of ancient magic. She could feel the energy gathering around her, swirling and pulsing with a life of its own.

      
        
        I call upon the powers of the earth

        To protect the Thorn family, and give us strength

        I call upon the powers of the wind

        To keep us safe from harm outside and within

      

        

      
        I call upon the powers of fire

        To burn away the darkness, and never tire

        I call upon the powers of water

        To cleanse and purify, and make us stronger

      

        

      
        By the power of the ancient ones

        As I do will it shall be done

        By all the powers of land and sea

        As I do will, so mote it be!

      

      

      With a final flourish, she cast the spell, a shield of pure magic that enveloped the manor and all within its walls. She breathed a sigh of relief, knowing that she had done what she could to protect her family and her home. But she knew that it was not enough. She could sense her enemies approaching, stronger than ever.

      A blinding light filled the room. The magic flowed through her, filling her with a sense of peace and calm. She knew that this was her final act, and she was ready to face her fate.

      She could feel the magic gathering around her. She spared one last glance towards the black mirror, and her dearest kin.

      "Everything is about to change, my darlings," she muttered.

      A crashing sound alerted her that it was time. But Galderall Thorn, despite her respect for natural cycles, wasn't going to go without a fight, and her enemies had no idea what was coming to them – not now, and certainly not in the future. Rosemary would have to make sure of that.

      The light of her spell might be fading fast, but Galderall Thorn was at peace. She knew that her time had come, and she was ready for the next stage of her journey into the realm of the ancestors. Her granddaughter, Rosemary, would have to take on the legacy that her own children had never accepted.

      "You might not be ready, my dear, and you might want a nice quiet life, but fate has other plans for us."
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      Rain bucketed down outside the rusty old car. Rosemary groaned.

      “It’s just water,” Athena said from the passenger seat, picking at her chipped purple nail polish.

      Rosemary sighed and looked at her teenage daughter. Athena’s red hair hung over her face, the same fiery tone as Rosemary’s but straighter and easier to tame.

      “Just water…sure,” said Rosemary. “Easy for you to say. You’re not the one who has to get out of the car.” She smoothed down her curly locks in anticipation of the rain that was sure to make them even more wild and frizzy than usual.

      “What are you, a cat?” Athena teased with a smile.

      “Just because you’ve always loved the rain, it doesn’t mean the rest of us have to.”

      Athena patted her mother’s shoulder. “You used to love it too. Back before…” She didn’t finish the sentence and she didn’t have to.

      There was a moment of silence before Athena added gently, “You do need to go in.”

      Rosemary felt a chill that had nothing to do with the weather.

      “Can’t you come with me?” she asked.

      “You know that wasn’t the instruction,” Athena said. She put on a posh voice and recited, “Rosemary Thorn, granddaughter of Galderall Thorn, must come alone to meet with the lawyer administering the estate.”

      “You should go into comedy,” Rosemary said, laughing at her daughter. She looked up at the old building with its stone gargoyles. “I don’t get it. Why would she do this?”

      “She was your grandmother,” Athena replied. “How should I know? I hardly knew her.”

      “But there are other family members who should probably be here too, not that Granny had a lot of money to leave behind or anything, but I don’t know why she asked for me, in particular.”

      “Maybe she had something sensitive to tell you…” Athena said.

      Rosemary grimaced. “Maybe I’m not ready to find out there’s a deep dark family secret.”

      “Stop being silly, Mum.”

      “Or is it that I was really adopted and not part of the family at all – you know it’s something I used to wonder since I never fit in.”

      “Mum…”

      “You know, even our hair colour is different.”

      “What about Granny? You said she used to have red hair like us.”

      “Well, yes. But if it wasn’t for that I’d be absolutely sure we weren’t related to those other nasty Thorns, and perhaps we aren’t. Maybe this is my formal disowning.”

      “Stop being paranoid.”

      Rosemary mock-pouted. “How dare you say that to your mother on the day of her formal disowning.”

      “Mother!”

      “Alright, alright.” Rosemary opened the door and a gust of wind whipped the rain into her face. “Yuck!” She tried to pull the door closed, but Athena was too fast and gave her an encouraging push, jolting Rosemary out into the weather where she made a dash towards the lawyers’ office.
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        * * *

      

      Rosemary ran through the rain, using her arms to ineffectively shield her head.

      Despite the dark moods that had plagued her lately, there was a ray of hope that she had been hiding from Athena. It was just possible that her late grandmother might have bequeathed her something, anything…and even a small sum of money might be enough to give them some respite from the hole they were in.

      That ray of hope shrivelled up like a deflated balloon as she saw the huge plumes of smoke pouring out of the building. An alarm rang out, deafeningly loud. Rosemary covered her ears as she watched the people scurrying out of the lawyer’s offices, ducking their heads against the rain.

      She stood there for a moment, stunned.

      “What the…” Athena came to join her.

      “Just when you thought things couldn’t get worse,” Rosemary yelled, through the rain and the screeching alarm and the sirens as the fire brigade arrived.

      “Hey – at least you aren’t in there, somewhere,” Athena said.

      “Too true, kid,” Rosemary said, wrapping her sopping wet arm around her daughter. “Let’s get out of here. It’s not like we can do anything to help and the lawyers certainly aren’t going to be in any mood to meet with us now.”

      The drive back to the flat was a quiet one. Athena seemed either dejected or lost in thought and Rosemary was too caught up in her own worries to find out which particular teenage mood her daughter was in.

      Athena let out a long sigh as they pulled into the driveway of the dingey flat, which, despite its unpleasantness, they could barely afford. “I don’t suppose there was any inheritance waiting for us in that building anyway.”

      Rosemary let her shoulders slump. “I didn’t want to even bring that up as a possibility,” she admitted. “I didn’t want to–”

      “Get my hopes up?”

      “Something like that. I mean, I can’t have you running wild with fantasies of inheriting a dynasty or anything.”

      Athena sighed. “I don’t need a dynasty, Mum. I don’t think you even know what that means. But it would be nice to go back to something like our old life in Stratham.”

      They went inside and took turns to shower under the pathetic trickle of water from the old broken fixture in the mouldy dilapidated bathroom before getting into dry clothes and watching broadcast TV on the couch, sipping the cups of hot cocoa that was Rosemary’s specialty comfort drink.

      “You know, you should really sell these,” Athena said holding up her drink.

      “Wow, things must be bad,” Rosemary replied.

      “Why do you say that?”

      “The situation must be pretty dire if my sixteen-year-old daughter is trying to cheer me up.”

      “You make me sound like a monster.” Athena squinted at her mother and then laughed. “I’m serious though. You make the best hot chocolates, and it wouldn’t kill you to dream a little – maybe about creating a chocolate dynasty.”

      “Now that’s a deluded fantasy I can get behind,” Rosemary said. “My speciality would be Turkish delight flavoured hot chocolate – you know, the one I make with the rosewater.”

      “Tastes like soap,” Athena complained, wrinkling her nose. “Actually…” Her voice became more serious. “Wasn’t there a strange soapy smell in the air, outside that building?”

      “Was there?” Rosemary asked. “I can’t recall.”

      “Yes, something a bit like lily of the valley.”

      “That can’t be right,” Rosemary said. “I would have noticed that. It would have reminded me of my cousins. You know, the Bracewell-Thorns.”

      “Yes, I know. You always said they smelled like that flower. How do you think I recognised it? Remember, when I was a child you told me and I insisted you take me to the perfumery to see what it was like – you even got me a little bottle of the scent.”

      “Nasty stuff.”

      Athena crossed her arms and pouted. “That’s what you said whenever I wore it.”

      “Well, you reminded me of my nasty cousins. They always smell like that icky poisonous plant.”

      “That’s not a polite thing to say…hey, you don’t think there’s a chance that they were there today?”

      Rosemary thought for a while. “Well, they weren’t supposed to be there, unless they had a separate appointment right before ours with Granny’s lawyer.”

      “Do you think that…”

      “You’re not implying my wealthy cousins could be arsonists?” Rosemary said, raising her eyebrows. “It seems like a stretch, even for them.”

      But the thought wedged its way into Rosemary’s brain and refused to dissipate. Something strange was definitely afoot.
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      Rosemary lay awake that night, in her uncomfortable bed. She let the full force of the disappointment wash over her.

      She didn’t want Athena to see her cry, but that meant holding back so much. Granny had always been so sweet and kind and patient. Even though Rosemary hadn’t visited her in Myrtlewood Village for years – which she regretted dreadfully – she’d always appreciated the endless empathy Granny provided.

      Rosemary felt the ache of the fragmentation inside her. She couldn’t remember where it started, but she knew it intuitively. There were two disconnected parts of Rosemary Thorn. This, at least, was how she explained to herself the wide berth between her actions and her inner world. Things could make sense inside her mind, but as soon as she tried to enact them or speak them, they’d scramble and warp and scatter into erratic nonsense. It wasn’t easy to hold down a solid job or parent a teenager under such conditions. It was hard enough just to look after herself.

      It must have been after Dain had left the first time, that Rosemary had stopped visiting Granny as often. It was the shame of it all – not the separation itself, but all the debt that he had dug them into that just kept getting worse.

      Rosemary hadn’t been able to bear the look in Granny’s eyes – was it pity? Rosemary didn’t want to take money from an elderly relative, no matter how much Granny had insisted. She couldn’t bear the thought of being indebted to anyone, especially not the only living relative she really connected with.

      Granny’s generosity was the reason that Rosemary felt some hope about the meeting with the lawyer. But all her hope had gone up in smoke along with the lawyer’s office.

      There’s no will now…Rosemary thought. It probably burned along with everything else. I don’t have a hope in Hades of getting out of this debt, and it’s not going to disappear all on its own.

      It wasn’t a good night of sleep that Rosemary woke from – and it wasn’t a gentle waking either.

      “What the heck?”

      She opened her bleary eyes and tried to shake the feeling of shame and dread from her body. There was a sound. A terrible, horrible sound. It was some kind of yodelling.

      It was her phone ringing.

      “Athena!” she yelled down the hall. “I told you not to change my bloody ring tone!”

      Rosemary grabbed her cell off her bedside table and mashed the icon to end the call, only she missed and hit the little green phone instead.

      “Drat!” she yelled and then remembered there was someone on the other end of the phone, listening. Oh well, too late to turn back now.

      She held the phone up to her ear. “Uhh, yes? I mean…Hello.”

      Not for the first time, Rosemary wished that she was a morning person, but who on Earth was calling at this hour on a Saturday?

      “Miss Thorn.”

      “Ugh…Speaking.”

      “Apologies for…disturbing you,” the silky and rather old-fashioned male voice on the other end of the line said. Rosemary pictured an elderly man in a velvet smoking jacket. “It seems we missed our appointment yesterday. Unforeseen circumstances.”

      “We did?” Rosemary said, wondering who this strange caller was.

      “Allow me to introduce myself,” the caller purred. “I’m Perseus Burk, of Clifford and Burk Associates.”

      “Clifford and…oh blast, you’re from the law firm.”

      “Indeed.”

      “I had nothing to do with that fire,” Rosemary said, a little too quickly. “I mean, my daughter and I had just arrived and – I mean…umm. I’m glad you’re okay. Are you okay? Of course, you are okay enough to call, but I saw those big flames and…and I’m…I’m rambling. Sorry.” She ended rather meekly.

      “Thank you for your well-wishes. I assure you we are fine. We have rather sophisticated fire-proofing, believe it or not. And I can assure you I’m not calling to in any way accuse you of arson. I’m merely aware that we had an appointment yesterday, which I intend to reschedule at your earliest convenience.”

      “You’re calling me on a Saturday to reschedule an appointment when your whole office just went up in flames?”

      “Something like that, yes.”

      “Why?”

      “I’m a lawyer, Miss Thorn. When I make an appointment, I intend to keep it. And as things did not go according to plan yesterday…” he said, with a tone of disapproval.

      Rosemary was unsure if he was disapproving of the fire itself or of her missing an appointment in order to avoid being torched alive by an inferno. Judging by his tone, either was possible.

      “I decided to call to reassure you that we can meet as soon as you are able,” he continued. “I assume you still want to attend this meeting?”

      “Oh…oh yes,” Rosemary said. “But…uhh, your office is kind of charred right now.”

      “Indeed it is. Our main offices in Burkenswood will be out of commission for at least a few weeks, however we have a smaller office in Myrtlewood.”

      “Myrtlewood?” It took Rosemary by surprise to hear the name of her grandmother’s village spoken aloud by someone in a fancy accent. It was a small town, a place that hardly anyone knew of. “I guess it makes sense you’d have an office there if Granny was your client, because she was always saying everyone should shop local and support the businesses. She even insisted on buying locally made loo paper made by old Marjie Reeves out of recycled newspaper, even though it was like wiping your arse on sand– oh…I’m doing it again, aren’t I?”

      “Indeed, you are,” Perseus said. “And while I’m sure the rest of that sentence would have been endlessly fascinating, let us return to the matter at hand, shall we?”

      “At hand?”

      “Yes, our meeting. Your grandmother, Madam Galderall Thorn, insisted that you have a private meeting for the reading of her will, as you may recall.”

      “Yes,” Rosemary said, feeling too embarrassed to say much else lest she begin rambling uncontrollably again.

      “And when would you like this meeting to take place?” Perseus Burk prompted.

      “Oh, uhh…as soon as possible?” Rosemary suggested, suppressing a tiny squeak of excitement.

      “Very well, let me check my diary. How about this afternoon?” Perseus said. “Three o’clock.”

      “Oh…okay,” Rosemary said. “I didn’t know lawyers worked on Saturdays.”

      “I find Saturday much like any other day, Miss Thorn.”

      “I guess it is,” Rosemary said, and then literally held her tongue with her hand to stop it from misbehaving.

      “I’ll see you at three o’clock this afternoon,” he said with a hint of amusement in his voice, as if he could tell exactly what Rosemary was doing to keep herself from blathering on. Rosemary ended the call, the full ramifications of the lawyer’s words hitting her as she wandered out of her room.

      “Oh, crud!”

      “What is it, Mum?”

      “I told him we’d be there at three,” Rosemary said, still bleary-eyed as she entered the small dishevelled kitchen where Athena was pouring muesli into a chipped bowl.

      “Told who?”

      “The guy.”

      “You’re not being very specific,” Athena said.

      “You know – the legal guy.”

      “Granny’s lawyer?”

      “That’s the one,” Rosemary said and sighed, sitting down at the table.

      “What’s wrong with that?” Athena asked.

      “Oh…nothing, just that I told him we’d meet him in Myrtlewood, and I don’t think the old car will make it that far without overheating. The last time it happened the mechanic said it would need more serious repairs, only we couldn’t afford that, and unless you have a carriage of fine stallions or maybe a pair of racing llamas we can ride…”

      “Okay, okay, I get it,” Athena said. “So, reschedule.”

      “But I’m dying to know what’s so important that he called me on a Saturday.”

      “So, we’ll take the train,” said Athena.

      “The train?” Rosemary asked. “Since when do you take trains?”

      “You always said you took the train to Myrtleweed when you were a kid.”

      “It’s Myrtlewood.”

      “Whatever.”

      “Fine,” Rosemary said. “We’re taking the train.”

      “Why do I have to come?”

      “Moral support. Plus, it’s a really cute town. I know we haven’t been there since you were very small, and you probably don’t remember but…”

      “Yeah, I know. You go on and on about it.”

      “It’s settled then.”

      “Fine.” Athena shrugged. “It was my idea, anyway. Besides, I’m dying to get out of this awful hole.”

      Just as she spoke those words, a kitchen cabinet door swung loose and fell right off its hinges, clattering loudly to the floor.

      “Point taken,” said Rosemary.
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      It turned out there was only one train on Saturday afternoon, so Rosemary convinced Athena that they’d have to stay the night in an affordable inn before catching the Sunday train back. Athena had consented, provided Rosemary could guarantee there would be no bed bugs. They’d had a rather unpleasant and traumatising experience at a boarding house once. Rosemary made bed bug promises that she wasn’t entirely sure she could keep, but what choice did she have? She didn’t want to leave her teenage daughter all alone in a dodgy neighbourhood, and they hardly had any close friends they could call on at short notice.

      They packed their bags and boarded at the Burkenswood train station. Rosemary felt a nostalgic thrill – the excitement of being twelve again and going to visit Granny Thorn in the countryside. Young Rosemary had felt so grown up, leaving her parents behind and travelling on the train all by herself.

      Athena was quiet as she took her seat. Rosemary followed her daughter’s lead, stowing away the luggage before sitting silently by the window. She savoured the sound of the horn blowing and the rhythmic sound of the train as it began to make its way along the track. There was something so peaceful about a train-ride, a gentle inevitability that the train was going to take her exactly where she needed to go. All she had to do was relax.

      Rosemary liked that it was an old-fashioned train – not one of those new fandangled super-fast beasts. This one was more fitting for Myrtlewood.

      She listened to the soft whistling of the wind through window and watched the countryside fly past, enjoying the sight of orchards and little villages here and there. As the ride progressed, she even caught glimpses of ocean.

      At some point, Rosemary dozed off and dreamed of Granny Thorn serving her tea. She awoke to the scent of lily of the valley, though she couldn’t tell if it was from her dream, or whether it was actually in the carriage. She looked across to check if Athena could smell it to find that her teen was fast asleep, slumped over on the padded bench.

      The smell had disappeared. Rosemary poked her head into the passageway, just to check. Walking away, quite far down the aisle, was a thin woman with light-coloured hair that looked slightly familiar.

      It was possible that Elamina was there on the train, but Rosemary considered it highly unlikely that her snobbish cousin would deign to travel via public transport. She would have brushed it off entirely as just her imagination playing tricks on her, but then she recalled Athena smelling the floral perfume during the fire.

      It doesn’t mean anything, Rosemary told herself. Even if Elamina is hanging around, it’s probably more to do with the lawyers and the inheritance than it is to do with me. She hadn’t spoken to her cousins in years, and had no desire to after the way they’d always treated her.

      The train continued to roll along, and Rosemary enjoyed the view out the window, despite now feeling oddly unsettled. Occasionally, she glanced at her daughter. There was a strong family resemblance between them; the same green eyes and high cheekbones. Athena’s features were more delicate and her skin a darker shade from her father’s side. Dain never said anything about his heritage other than that he was “Eastern”. He’d grown up in foster homes and Rosemary knew not to ask too much. Besides, she reasoned, he probably didn’t know much about his birth parents, anyway. Rosemary certainly didn’t have that problem. The Thorn family tree was long and lengthy, including a number of quirky characters.

      Athena slumbered, blissfully unaware of all their problems. She wore a purple dress that contrasted with her hair, along with stockings covered in holes that Rosemary thought were tacky. Of course, Athena thought that Rosemary’s trusty jeans and t-shirt combo was drab and unoriginal.

      Athena knew they were poor, but she didn’t know how far below the black line they were. Rosemary wasn’t treading water financially; she was drowning, and the debt just kept mounting up, the interest accruing faster than her measly pay-check from the grocery shop could keep up.

      Athena’s life was already busy and complicated enough with schoolwork, and dealing with the mean kids, and trying to fit in and find proper friends even when no one seemed to quite understand her.

      All that was enough for a teenager to worry about, and so Rosemary was determined to protect her from the truth as much as possible.

      The carriage darkened. Rosemary looked back out the window to find they were trundling through a dense forest. She vaguely remembered this part of the journey.

      We’re getting close to Myrtlewood.

      It was a thrilling realisation, a feeling of home-coming that Rosemary hadn’t anticipated. There was a hint of something resembling connection, as if the town might hold a balm capable of healing her life. She’d been blocking out her memories of the village and of Granny Thorn in order to protect herself from regret and grief, but she hadn’t realised she was also shutting herself off from feelings of joy. Now that she was getting nearer to Myrtlewood, a part of her didn’t ever want to leave. It was the very same sensation she’d had as a child every time she had to return from her holidays with the wild and wonderful Granny Thorn, who always had a pantry full of contraband treats that Rosemary’s parents would consider sinful and indulgent.

      Granny would take young Rosemary to the beach or foraging in the forest or into the Myrtlewood village for dances and fairs. There was always an adventure to be had, and Granny never judged Rosemary for anything she did or for anything she wanted. It was the only time she’d ever felt truly free.

      As soon as the forest opened up into bright sunshine and prairie again, the train began to slow.

      Athena stirred and stretched, opening her eyes. “Are we there yet?”

      “Yes,” Rosemary said. “Almost.”

      “It’s…like a fairy tale,” Athena said, looking out the window at the row of silver birch trees lining the railway tracks on both sides, tied with ribbons and arrangements of spring flowers in white and pale pink and yellow.

      “What is this place?”

      “Oh yes. I should have told you. Myrtlewood village is a pretty special place.”

      “You did tell me that – only about a million times!”

      “Well, for the million-and-oneth time, it’s special. It’s hard to explain exactly how, but this is one of the things they do – they celebrate the seasons. This must be for the early spring festival.”

      “It still feels like winter to me,” Athena said, crossing her arms and shivering.

      “Spring often does,” Rosemary pointed out.

      “So, you’re saying they celebrate the spring by cutting down spring blossoms and tying them to other trees?”

      “Yes,” said Rosemary, matter-of-factly. “They do other things as well.”

      “Like dancing naked in a circle?”

      “Possibly. We’ll have to stick around to find out.”

      “Ugh. No, thank you.”

      “Look, here’s the station,” Rosemary said as the train pulled to a stop in front of an old-fashioned brick railway building.

      “It is very cute,” Athena admitted. “In a kind of old-timey way.”

      They exited the train and made their way from the station to the town square.

      “Where’s the lawyers’ office?” Athena asked.

      “I don’t recall, or maybe he didn’t say.”

      “You’ve got to be joking,” said Athena.

      “Well, Myrtlewood is a small place. I’m sure we’ll find it. Anyway, it’s only quarter-past-two. We should have a spot of late lunch and a cup of tea before I go to the meeting.”

      “Fine,” Athena said, in that sullen teenage tone that Rosemary had become accustomed to.

      “Look, we can ask this man for directions.” A short but somehow lanky chap with close cropped hair approached. He looked to be in his thirties and had an unusual gait, as if he was deliberately trying to keep his back impeccably straight. He wore wire-rimmed spectacles and a chocolate brown cap with a matching brown jumper tied around his neck.

      Athena’s eyes widened in concern, as if interacting with this slightly odd man might affect her social status for the worst, despite being many miles from school.

      “Excuse me,” Rosemary said, waving him down as he walked with purpose along the footpath.

      “You’re excused,” the man said.

      “Uh, uhm, thanks,” Rosemary stuttered. “But can you tell me how to get to…what was it, Thistle and Burk? Borgen and Balks? You know, the lawyers.”

      “Clifford and Burk?” the man asked in a slightly nasal voice.

      “That’s it! That’s the one.”

      “Oh,” the man said, frowning.

      “Don’t tell me it’s on fire,” Rosemary said.

      The man looked surprised. “No. Why would it be?”

      “Long story,” said Athena. “Can you just tell us where it is?”

      Rosemary smiled at her daughter, half pleased that she was eager to step in to stop her mother making a fool of herself with terrible rambling, and half embarrassed that this was so often required.

      “I could,” said the man and kept walking.

      Rosemary and Athena followed behind him.

      “Why are you following me?” he asked.

      “You said you’d tell us where the lawyers’ office is,” Rosemary reminded him, trying to keep her tone calm and patient, even though she was feeling frustrated and confused.

      “I said I could,” the man corrected. “I didn’t say I would.”

      “Well…will you?” Athena asked, flashing him a smile.

      “Oh…fine. If you really must know!” he blustered. He turned back around and led them back in the direction in which they were originally walking.

      He waved his hand, as if flicking water off it, towards a corner of the town square. “Over there!” he yelled. “And that horrible man is probably there, too. Whatever you do, don’t trust him. I doubt he’s even human.”

      “Uh, thank you, Mister…” Rosemary said.

      “Ferg is the name,” the man responded, quickly recovering his composure and reaching out a hand towards Rosemary. She cautiously shook it.

      “Thank you, Ferg. I’m Rosemary.”

      “Rosemary,” he said. “Of course you are.” And with that, he walked off.

      “What an odd man,” Rosemary said to Athena.

      “You can say that again.”

      “What an odd–”

      “It’s an expression, Mum!”

      “I know, but I’m still processing, and I thought it might be helpful to say it twice.”

      Athena sighed. “It’s still only two thirty. What are we doing now?”

      “Look – over here. It’s a teashop,” Rosemary said. “I’m sure they’ll have something to eat. You can settle in there and read while I go to the meeting, and then we can check in at the inn.”

      “I hope you at least made reservations for us to stay,” Athena said.

      Rosemary shot her a look that revealed she hadn’t.

      “Mum!”

      “What? It’s out of the way – a small town. I thought they might give us a special deal if we just showed up.”

      “You’re always looking for special deals,” Athena protested.

      “Yes, well…” Rosemary’s words trailed off. She didn’t want to explain why. It would have been cheaper for her to come on this trip alone, and she might well have just slept at the station overnight, but Rosemary was determined to do whatever she could to keep her daughter company, despite all the sighing and eye-rolling associated with the teenage years. It had been hard for Athena with her deadbeat dad and always being the odd one out at school, and never having money for new clothes. Even though Athena was sometimes grumpy and surly, Rosemary knew deep down her daughter was hurting and she wanted, more than anything, to take that pain away.

      As they approached the teashop, Rosemary noticed that there was something familiar about it. A bell rang as they entered, and a large woman with bright red hair and walnut-toned skin appeared behind the counter. She wore a floral dress and a white and red checked apron and looked flushed. She smiled at them, dimpling her rosy cheeks.

      “Oh, my!” the woman said and her eyes lit up. “Little Rosemary Thorn! Look how you’ve grown!” She bustled out from behind the counter and wrapped her arms around Rosemary, who was baffled for a moment before deducing who this overly friendly shop lady must be.

      “Marjie?”

      “Oh, but of course!” Marjie crowed. “I’m surprised you remember me, what with you been gone away so long.”

      Marjie had been close friends with Granny, who’d often taken young Rosemary to visit the little cottage where Marjie lived with her husband, Herbert. Marjie was always cooking up new business ideas – such as the locally made loo paper that Granny insisted on using, and she’d had a few different shops over the years. Rosemary had never seen the teashop before, but the overtly floral décor and furnishings were much the same as Margie’s previous entrepreneurial ventures, such as the make-your-own lemonade stand, or the pot-plant emporium.

      “This is new,” Rosemary said, gesturing around.

      “Oh no,” Marjie said. “I always say it’s my new shop, but it’s been here for over ten years – so that’s a long time of you not visiting us! And who is this? Not your wee babe?”

      Marjie unwrapped herself from Rosemary and flung her arms around Athena instead. “My, how you’ve grown, you little lass. Practically a woman now. And last time I saw you, you were barely walking!”

      “Oh…err. Hi,” Athena said, mildly baffled by the very warm greeting from a woman she didn’t remember knowing.

      Rosemary smiled. Usually, Athena had a quick quip for every situation, but this time, her daughter could barely string a sentence together.

      “Now what will you have?”

      “Uhm, tea?” Rosemary suggested.

      “Of course you will!” Marjie cried, and bustled back to the kitchen. “Tea and cake! What takes your fancy?”

      Rosemary and Athena surveyed the cabinet full of mouth-watering cakes, lamingtons, shortbread and slices.

      “That one,” Athena said decisively, pointing to a large chocolate cake with strawberries on top.

      “I should have known you’d want that,” Marjie said, poking her head out of the kitchen. “And for you, Rosemary?”

      “What do you recommend?” It was a copout. Rosemary hated making decisions and generally got other people to make them for her whenever possible.

      “You’ll be having the lemon sponge cake with cream,” Marjie said knowingly. “Now just take a seat, and I’ll be over in a jiffy.”

      Rosemary and Athena shot each other an amused look and took a seat at the table by the window with a petunia-print tablecloth.

      “Now. This pot is for you,” Marjie said, bustling out with a tea tray. She placed a deep purple teapot in front of Rosemary, with a matching cup and saucer. “It’s Lady Grey, just how you like it.” She winked. “With a little something extra for the nerves.”

      Rosemary couldn’t help smiling at Marjie’s strong intuition. How did she know about her taste in tea blends, let alone her nerves?

      “And here, love. This one is your favourite.” She placed a pale blue teapot in front of Athena, speckled with daisies. “Strawberries and cream, am I right?”

      Athena gave her a blank look, but as soon as she caught a whiff of the tea in front of her, she couldn’t help but smile. “It smells amazing!” she exclaimed.

      “She’s a bit magic, I think,” Rosemary said to her daughter as Marjie bustled away to retrieve the cakes.

      “There’s no such thing,” Athena said. Though, just moments later, she took a sip of tea and a look of pure joy crossed her face. “Actually, you might be right.”

      “What did you mean about the nerves?” Rosemary asked cautiously when Marjie returned. “Did you…spike my drink?”

      “Oh…well,” Marjie put down the tray and fumbled nervously. “I knew you must be here because Galdie’s gone. We all know about that, of course. Nasty business.”

      “Galdie?” Athena asked.

      “Your great grandma, dear,” said Marjie. “Galdie Thorn, and what a woman she was. I miss her so.”

      “Nasty business?” Rosemary said. “I thought…I thought it was a heart attack.”

      “That’s the official word,” said Marjie. “But the local constable says it was suspicious. That’s all I know…and to think, someone could have deliberately hurt poor old Galdie!” She clutched at her heart.

      Rosemary felt a rushing in her ears. It had only been a few weeks since she’d heard the news about Granny Thorn passing and though it had been years since she’d last seen her, Rosemary had cried for days when she found out. She was still awash with intermittent waves of grief that she hadn’t yet processed. Hearing that foul play may have been involved made things that much worse.

      “I didn’t know,” Rosemary said, taking a sip of her ‘special’ tea. It was a lovely fragrant Lady Grey blend, which she could smell and taste, but she couldn’t quite enjoy it, as if the pleasure part of her brain had checked out. It sent a warm feeling radiating through her, despite not tasting at all like alcohol.

      “I’m sorry, dear. We’re all such gossips here. Everyone knows everyone else’s business. Anyway, you just sip your tea and take a bite of cake, and you’ll be right as rain.”

      Marjie went back to the kitchen, humming to herself as she clattered plates around.

      “Are you alright?” Athena asked.

      “I…I think so,” Rosemary said. The warm feeling had only intensified with each sip of tea, and she was starting to feel quite light, almost giddy. She took a bite of her lemon sponge and just about melted into the table as the intense, delicious flavour radiated through her. “Oh, my goodness. This is amazing.”

      Athena raised her eyebrows and took a bite of her own cake. “Wow! This is heavenly. Try some!”

      Rosemary took a bite of the velvety, creamy chocolate cake. “Oh…no!”

      “What?”

      She glanced down at her watch.

      “I’m late!”
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      Rosemary rushed toward the Myrtlewood office of Clifford and Burk, juggling the conflicted anguish from the knowledge that her grandmother might have been deliberately killed with a bubbling warmth from Marjie’s “special” tea, which was now making her feel rather jolly. It was all very confusing, and though the tea seemed to be having a soothing effect, the jovial feeling probably wasn’t a good thing when she was about to be in a very-serious-meeting with a very-serious-lawyer.

      As she passed the town square, she noticed people milling around, carrying more boughs of the spring blossoms they’d seen tied to the trees earlier, preparing for whatever the festival was called. They all seemed so calm and tranquil compared to the intensity inside Rosemary’s mind.

      She crashed through the front door of the building to find the beige-on-beige reception empty.

      It’s Saturday, Rosemary reminded herself. The lawyers are probably all out playing golf, or whatever they do. I wonder if Percy-whatsit has given up on waiting for me and has gone to join them for 18 holes.

      Just then, the sound of a throat clearing startled Rosemary. She turned to find a tall, dark-haired man in a black suit. He seemed too young to be the lawyer Rosemary was looking for.

      “Uhm, hello,” she said. “I’m looking for Percy Burk.”

      The man cleared his throat again, looking put out. “I’m Perseus Burk,” he said.

      “Oh, yes…Perseus, right. Like the ancient warrior or something?” Rosemary mumbled. “You sounded older on the phone, and more…well, kind of old-fashioned, but you must be younger than me, and you know what they say about young people these days – Gen Z or whatever letter we’re up to⁠—”

      “I take it you’re Rosemary Thorn,” Perseus said, thankfully cutting Rosemary off from her rambling.

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    




















































  

OEBPS/images/copy-of-copy-of-copy-of-iris-beaglehole.jpg






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Magical gifts from Iris
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Epilogue: Three days earlier
      


      		
        Also By
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also By


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ﬁ IRIS BEAGLEHOLE

e
%}/ \fé
(3)\\ f@’

Ak

~e
e‘
Q

| 1 a
ﬁ?\, S
: R =g ST E

Q«\%Q\§ @ @ /,dfr»ﬁ

é/
5

!//@









OEBPS/images/accidental-magic-vellum-symbol2-1.jpg






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f5dd-fe0f.png





OEBPS/images/iris-beaglehole-2.jpg
Jris Beaglehole






