
The Guardian
“Let him down!”

The bellow rang around the room, and everyone turned and looked at the newcomer. He was big,
big enough to dwarf any of the people in the room, and muscles bulged all over his body. His 
distinctive feature, however, was the pair of rams horns which adorned his forehead and brushed the
top of the doorway.

“Let him down, please,” he repeated in a more normal tone.
The man who was hanging in mid-air, apparently suspended by one leg, was whimpering 

“Please, please, please.”
The girl protested. “But he touched me! He put his arm around me! I told him not to, but he still 

did it.”
Whatever invisible force that was holding him up appeared to shake him and he screamed.
“I won’t do it again! I won’t! I promise. Ahhhhh!”
The newcomer walked up to the dangling man.
“Is it true? Did you touch her when she told you not to?”
“Yessir. Sorry sir. Sorry.”
The man was weeping. Teardrops ran down his face and splashed on the ground.
“Hmm.”
The newcomer touched the man and sparks flowed around his body and disappeared. The man 

shrieked.
“Don’t do it again.”
He turned to the girl. “Now let him down.”
The girl scowled at the big man and the hanging man dropped to the floor, bouncing off a table 

as he did so. She concentrated on the big man but nothing happened. He smiled.
“You’ll not string me up like you did him,” he commented. “Now, follow me.”
“No!” she said.
He shrugged. “Stay if you wish.”
He turned and left the tavern, and after a moment of hesitation, she followed him.”

***
“What’s your name, witch?”

“I’m not a witch!”
“Witch, magician, beldame. Whatever you call it. What’s your name, girl?”
“Beldame? I’m certainly not ugly! Or old! My name is Alissa. Ali. Why do you call me a 

witch?”
“You need to ask that? You were holding that man up in the air by one leg.”
“But I just did it! I didn’t cast any spells!”
“That’s raw magic. Did you not know? Really?”
“I’ve always been able to do things. Grow a plant in minutes. Move food onto my plate from 

someone else’s. That sort of stuff. I didn’t know it was magic. That’s the first time I picked someone
up like that.”

The man nodded. “That’s probably why I was called. You made a breakthrough.”
“Hmm? A breakthrough? But I couldn’t pick you up! Why was that sheep-man?”
He snorted. “Sheep-man? You’re bold. Why do you think, girl?”
She applied herself to the problem. “Oh. You’re magical, right? That’s why, isn’t it?”



He nodded his approval. “Yes, most entities are magical. Some more than others. Even your 
average human has a little magic. I have a lot, hence the horns.”

“What’s your name, sheep-man?”
He stopped suddenly. She had walked on a pace or two, and had to turn to look at him.
“You’re trying to annoy me. It won’t work. My name is G’Narr, and these are not sheep horns.”
“Gunnar?”
“G’Narr.”
“G-Narr.”
“G’Narr. Do you not hear the click?”
“G ’ Narr?”
He sighed. “Close enough. My horns are the same shape as rams-horns it is true, but please don’t

call me ‘sheep-man’.”
They resumed walking.
“OK. What are you, shee… G’Narr?”
He nodded. “Good. You are getting it. I am a Protector.”
“A ‘Protector’?”
“Yes, girl. A Protector.”
“OK, and what are you supposed to protect me from?”
“You? No, my role is to protect others from you. And to escort you to people who can help you 

with your powers, witch.”
“What if I have other plans? And call me ‘Ali’!”
“Do you have any plans, Ali?” He seemed genuinely curious.
“Um, no. Apart from stealing someone’s meal, that is.”
“That will not be necessary. Do you know how that will end? With a stake and a bonfire. Or a 

tub full of boiling oil. Or a smaller stake and a hammer. Maybe a sliver bullet or arrow. At the very 
least, a life continually on the move.”

“I’d string them all up by their heels!”
“Did you not listen, Ali? You can string one man up, because he doesn’t have much magic, but 

you would have trouble with a dozen or so people, especially if they carry torches.”
“Torches?” she asked, with a tremor in her voice.
“Yes. They enhance the magic that a single person has within them, and bind a group of people 

together.”
“Oh.”
They walked along silently for a while.
“Where are we going, G’Narr? You said that you are going to escort me to people who can help 

me. Can we stop off at my digs so that I can get my things?”
G’Narr considered. “Sure, we can stop by your place. Where are we going? I do not know, 

exactly. I only know that if all goes well, we will get there, eventually.”
“Sounds a bit random!”
“Yes, exactly! After we pick up your stuff, let’s hitch a lift on the next wagon or truck to come 

along.”
“I can force the driver to give us a lift.”
“As could I, but that will not be necessary. As I said, that way will end in flames and pitchforks, 

so I choose not to use force.”
“Won’t he be put off by the horns?”
“What horns?” asked G’Narr with curiosity.



“Why, the…”
His horns had disappeared, and he looked much lighter in build. He was still tall and solid, but 

his fair hair was no longer overshadowed by his horns.
“Oh, I see,” she said.

***
“Where are you folks going,” asked the wagoner.

“Um, Hunterville,” said G’Narr, who was seated next to the driver. When Ali looked at G’Narr 
she saw his horns, but she knew that the wagoner didn’t.

“Really? That’s going to take you a while. A week maybe, unless you get lucky and a truck is 
going that way. I’m guessing that you won’t be taking the bus! Come down to the depot in the 
morning, and someone might be going that way.”

“Thanks. We will.”
G’Narr abruptly turned to Ali.
“Put it back,” he ordered. “You don’t rob someone of their lunch if they are giving you a lift!”
“Shhh! He’ll hear you!”
“No, he won’t. I’ve made it so he can’t. Put it back!”
“Oh, OK. Done. But I’m hungry!”
“Watch this,” said G’Narr.
The wagoner, who was oblivious to this exchange, stirred in his seat.
“Can you pass me an apple, please, miss? And take one for you and your friend, if you want. My 

client won’t miss three apples.”
“Thank you, sir,” Ali said.
She gave G’Narr a questioning look.
“I just made him feel a little hungry,” he said.
She nodded.
“I’ll teach you to mind-speak properly later,” said G’Narr. “Then I won’t have to make people 

not hear like that. From now on, he will hear everything, OK?”
“OK. Gee, that’s good trick!”

***
“Let me handle things,” said G’Narr suddenly.

Their latest lift had dropped them about half a kilometre back along the winding road.
“G’Narr, I think that I need better shoes. What?”
Her brain caught up with what he had just said. He looked at her feet.
“Yes, I was thinking that too. We’ll get you some soon.”
“Handle what?”
G’Narr sighed. “So many questions.”
They rounded a corner and a small town was in front of them. They didn’t give it much more 

than a glance, though, because running towards them, following by an angry mob, was a boy. The 
boy tried to run past G’Narr and Ali, but G’Narr stuck out his hand and grabbed the boy’s arm.

“Let me go,” he yelled and concentrated on the big man.
“That’s not going to work,” smirked Ali.
“What?”
G’Narr was back to his monumental self. His horns gleamed. When the chasing mob noticed this

they slowed to a halt.
“Give us back that thief, sir!” The spokesman hesitated. “Please?”
“Yeah! He stole our wallets!”



“Did you steal their wallets, boy? Then I suggest that you return them.”
“We didn’t even feel him take them!” said one man.
The boy started handing wallets to G’Narr, who passed them over to the villagers.”
“Right, this boy is under my protection. Does anyone have a problem with that?”
G’Narr seemed to swell.
“No, boss, no problem. Just take him away. We’re OK,” muttered the spokesman and the mob 

turned and drifted back into the town, looking behind themselves at every other step.
“Right, let’s take the side road, just back there. Just in case. What’s your name, boy?”
“I’m Jonni,” answered the boy. “What do they call you, sir?”
“At least he’s polite,” muttered G’Narr. “My name is G’Narr.”
“Gunnar?”
“G’Narr!” said G’Narr and Ali at the same time.
“How did you get their wallets, Jonni?”
“I don’t know! I just sort of made them come to me! But I made a mistake. I dropped one on the 

floor, someone said ‘Hey, that’s my wallet’, then they were all feeling for their wallets. I had to 
move quickly to get out of there!”

G’Narr looked at Jonni, then he looked at Ali.
“Two of them!” he said with disgust in his voice.

***
They travelled. Often they hitched a ride on a wagon or, if they were lucky, in a truck.

The boy and the girl were getting to know one another. G’Narr estimated that the girl was in her 
early twenties, and the boy was a few years younger. They kept experimenting with their powers 
and G’Narr had to keep blocking them.

“Will you two please cut it out? It’s annoying. I have to keep an eye on you, and I can’t relax!” 
he said to them, talking mind to mind, as he had taught them.

“What use are the powers if we can’t use them, G’Narr?”
“Seriously? Well, if you rob people or cheat people, they will find out, and as you have seen, 

they will band together against you, but if you help someone secretly, they will feel happy, and are 
more likely to help you out.”

“So we can only use the powers to help people? We have to be goody-goodies?”
“No. You can use them against people too, but it’s really not a good idea, and it’s my job to 

protect other people until I can get you to people who can help you.”
“What if we come up against someone truly evil? Could we use the powers against them?”
G’Narr sighed. “Such people often have strong powers. Using force against them would be 

suicide. I’ve seen some… Uh, never mind. You two, acting together can’t overcome me, and I’m 
not evil. I would not go up against someone truly evil.”

Suddenly G’Narr felt hungry. He laughed.
“That’s more like it, Jonni. Much more subtle. But I will know. I will know.”
He turned to the wagoner, who of course had not heard any of this. “Is there anywhere soon that 

we can get a bite to eat, Jake?”
Jake stretched. “Yeah. Now that you mention it, I need to take a break. There’s a farmer and his 

wife a couple of kilometres further on. They have a sideline feeding truckers and waggoners, and I 
can feed and water the horses there, too!”

***
“Where do you come from Ali? I’m guessing not that inn, and maybe not that town. What’s your 
story?”



“Well, I lived with my aunt and uncle, but they didn’t like me much, I think.”
“No mother or father, then?”
“No. Anyway, my aunt and uncle found out about my ability to do things like make a sausage 

come to me. They never fed me enough. So when they found that I could do things like that, they 
talked about it, and I overheard. Auntie wanted to take me to the pastor. She said I was evil. Uncle 
was more interested in getting me to steal stuff from people. That night I ran away…”

Ali left with a backpack containing a random selection of clothes, her toothbrush, and a teddy 
bear. She was ten years old at the time, and had a hard time after that. Now and then, though, she 
found a friendly family who took her in and looked after her, but she never stayed for long. She 
made sure to leave them a note to say ‘thank you’ when she moved on.

***
“What about them?” asked Darvid.

He leaned a little closer to Ali as he pointed. Ali moved away.
“That couple there? The lady with the umbrella and the man with the cane?”
“Yes. He’s got a limp and she’ll be no problem. They look rich too!”
He turned his cudgel round and round in his hands and moved closer to her again.
“I don’t know, Darvid. I don’t like violence. Besides, why would a rich couple be walking 

around at this time of night. There’s something funny about them.”
She edged away from him.
“Come on,” he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her out of the alleyway.
“Darvid! No!”
She started running after him, wondering if he could head him off, but the man with the cane and

his companion heard the shout and turned around. A twist and a pull and Darvid had to stop 
abruptly to avoid the long thin blade that was pointed at his throat. He cursed.

“Well then,” said the man.
The woman was gripping her umbrella as if she was also going to pull  a blade out of it, then she 

relaxed. “They’re not going to be a problem, Luke. Just a punk and his girlfriend.”
“I agree, Hazel. Now boy, what’s your name?”
“Darvid.”
“Right, Darvid. Turn around and walk in front of us. You, girl, walk alongside your boyfriend.”
“He’s not my boyfriend.” She paused. “Sir.”
“Your name, girl?”
“Ali.”
“Good.” The man nodded. “My companion has a dart gun, should you try to run. Now walk!”
Darvid and Ali preceded the couple down the road, turning when told. They ended up behind a 

large house set in its own modest grounds, and the man opened the gate and gestured them through. 
They entered the house through the kitchen where a motherly woman was peeling and slicing 
vegetables.

“Please make a cup of tea and bring it through to the lounge, Mary.”
“Right away, sir.”
The lounge was lit by electricity, Ali noted. Modern. Nice furniture, a wall of books, several 

small tables.
“Why are you keeping us here?” asked Ali.
“Keeping you? You may leave at any time, and we will not stop you. We just want to talk to you. 

You see, there have been a number of robberies in the area, and we don’t want that. Crime, in this 
area, has always been on the low side, and we want to keep it like that.”



The woman spoke. “We had reports that an unknown couple had been seen in the area. A boy of 
about seventeen or maybe slightly older and a girl of about the same age. They didn’t really seem to
fit in, we were told, so we went looking for them. For you.”

Ali didn’t say anything, but Darvid tried to bluster.
“We were walking along peacefully, and you kidnapped us! I’m getting out of here! I’m going to 

call the police.”
“You won’t call the police, Darvid. We’ve given them your descriptions, but my guess is that 

they have them already.” said the woman. “You know that they are after you. If you do leave here, I 
suggest you go a long way away, very quickly.”

“Come on, Ali,” Darvid said.
Ali took a sip of her tea. “No,” she said quietly.
Darvid looked at her, then at the man and woman, and left.
The man and the woman turned their attention to Ali who continued to drink her tea.
“Will he call the police, Ali?” They didn’t seemed worried.
“No, but if they did, and the police asked me questions, I’d probably tell them the truth. We met 

you on a walk and you invited us back for tea.”
The man laughed, and the woman smiled.
“So, why do you think that we went to the trouble of finding you, Ali?”
“Well, I’m guessing that you wanted our help for something. I don’t think that the something is 

exactly legal, because you could have just handed us over to the police.”
Luke and Hazel looked at each other. “Do you have reservations about doing something illegal, 

Ali?”
Ali shrugged. “It depends. I won’t hurt anyone, if I can help it. Or harm poor people or babies. 

What sort of thing are you talking about?”
“We can’t promise that no one will get hurt, Ali. Sorry. Well, anyway, we need a key. The key 

will enable us to open a box that we need access to. A man, a rich man if that makes any difference, 
keeps it on his keyring.”

Ali nodded. “I could probably do that. What do I get for it?”
“We’ll provide a place for you to stay tonight. A hotel. We might have other tasks for you, and if 

we decide to employ you, you’ll stay with a friend of ours. Jilly. Jilly, er, often has men over. Maybe
more than one a night.”

“Hmm, OK. I won’t do that! Just so you know.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, at the moment.”
“Understood. You won’t have to, unless you want to, we promise.”

***
Ali lifted the bunch of keys from the rich guy, removed the required key and replaced the bunch of 
keys without a problem. She thought of it as ‘making the keys come to me’ and ‘making the key go 
back’. At no time did she come close to him. Then she went to a certain bookshop. She browsed for 
a while, and then Hazel arrived.

Hazel looked at the book that Ali had in her hands. “Mmm. A romance, set about one hundred 
years ago, like a thousand others. Did you get the key?”

Ali handed her the key. 
“I can put it back, if you want, Hazel. Then he won’t know that it was missing for a while.”
Hazel looked up from wiping the key. “Can you? Are you sure that he won’t notice? OK, please 

do it. Anyway...”



They passed through a door into the back of the shop, and entered a small stock room. Hazel put 
the key in a small machine and turned a wheel. There was a metallic grind as the key’s shape was 
copied onto the blank key that Hazel had inserted in the other side of the machine. Hazel compared 
the two keys and gave the original key back to Ali to get back to the rich guy. She was pleased.

“That’s made it so much simpler! Previously we have had to stage a robbery or something. How 
do you do it?”

“Um, I’d rather not say.”
Hazel gave her a hard look. “Mmm. OK. Well, I’d better introduce you to Jilly, hadn’t I?”
Jilly was a friendly girl, with blonde hair and thick makeup, and she wore dresses that Ali 

thought of as revealing. She seemed pleased to have a flatmate.
“Great! We’ll be great friends, Ali! I feel it.”
When Hazel had gone, Jilly started interrogating Ali. “So what do you do for Hazel and Luke? 

I’m a model and an escort! You’re not one too, are you?”
“No,” laughed Ali. “I’m not sure what I’m going to be doing for them, but today they just had 

me acquire something for them.”
“Oh?” Jilly was puzzled. “You’re an assistant? My agent has an assistant. Derek. He gets him 

coffee and stuff.”
“Yes, like as assistant, I guess,” smiled Ali.
“Erm, Ali, you wouldn’t be offended if I sometimes had men over, would you?”
“Of course not,” said Ali. “Do you work for Luke and Hazel, then?”
“Not directly. My agent works for them though. Coffee?”
“Yes, please.”

***
Ali discovered how Luke and Hazel worked. They did everything through intermediaries, like 
Jilly’s ‘agent’, and the man who Ali supposedly worked for. Ali’s ‘boss’, Gerry, called himself a 
lawyer, and she rarely saw Luke and Hazel. Sometimes they would be at a dinner party that she was
asked to attend, or something like that, and they would always have a few words with her.

One day she became curious and visited the house that they had taken her to when she had first 
met them. She watched it from a distance, and someone else lived there. A family with two small 
children. She went home and thought about it.

The next day her ‘boss’ told her not to do it again.
“OK. I won’t. I was just curious,” she told her boss.
One day her boss called her. “Ali, I need your help.”
He told her to come to an address, and when she got there he was looking after a man who had 

been injured. Beaten up, Ali assessed.
“We need to get him to hospital.”
“OK, boss. What’s the story?”
“We found him in the road. There was no one else around.”
The boss loaded him into his car and the man groaned. They drove to the hospital and Ali and 

her boss handed him over to the hospital staff. Her boss gave a fake name and address and told the 
staff that Ali was his daughter, and then they slipped away.

As they drove, Ali’s boss said “The people we work for aren’t keen on violence. There are 
always complications. Nosey cops, for example. But that guy had it coming to him.”

“Should you be telling me this, Gerry?”
“You’re right. Sorry, Ali.”



The rest of their journey was silent. As Gerry was dropping her a street or two away from Jilly’s 
place, Gerry said “The people who we work for are very protective of their people. You should be 
aware of that.”

“Thanks, Gerry. I am. See you tomorrow.”
***

Ali enjoyed living with Jilly. She didn’t mind what the girl did for a living, but was glad that she 
had never had to consider doing what Jilly did. Jilly laughed often, but there was a vein of sadness 
in the girl, and she was always hoping that her ‘agent’ could get her a proper modelling job.

One evening two of Jilly’s friends came over and they decided to ‘upgrade’ Ali’s look.
“No, no, girls! I’m OK as I am!” Ali protested, but they didn’t listen. Ali decided to go along 

with them.
“Try these clothes,” said Jilly.
“Gosh, there’s not much to these, is there?” said Ali, picking up them up.
“Go get changed, girl!”
“OK! OK.”
“Don’t forget the heels! You take the same size as me.”
When Ali returned, she was dressed in Jilly’s clothes and perched on Jilly’s high heels. The 

clothes revealed a lot more cleavage, a lot more skin than Ali usually showed, but Jilly and the other
girls were not finished.

“Makeup!” said one of them, and they got Ali to sit down.
“Hair!” said the other.
“Don’t cut it or dye it, please!”
“Don’t worry, Ali. We won’t.”
The girls worked hard on Ali, applying makeup, fixing her hair in different styles.
At last they sat back and looked critically at their efforts.
“What do you think, Ali?”
Ali looked at herself in the long mirror. She saw a girl with heavy makeup and styled hair 

teetering on a pair of heels. In a way she did look attractive, she supposed, but she didn’t like the 
look.

“Sorry, girls. I don’t think the look suits me. I like the hair though. I might try that style.”
Jilly stood behind Ali and put her hand on her shoulder. “You’re right, Ali. But it was fun, wasn’t

it?”
She seemed a bit sad.
“Yeah, it was, Jilly! Thanks girls!”
When Jilly’s two friends left, Ali decided that Jilly needed cheering up.
“Hey, Jilly, do you want to share a bottle of wine with me?”
Jilly perked up. “Sure.”
Ali and Jilly split the bottle of wine, and Jilly talked about her childhood up north, and how she 

had run away to pursue her career as a model.
“Have you been in touch with your family recently?” asked Ali.
“Not for a while. I’ve only sent them a few letters since I ran away.”
“You should keep in touch.”
“Yeah. I’m never going to be a top model am I?”
Ali didn’t answer.
“At least send your Mum a letter soon, girl!”

***



“What about you, boy?” asked G’Narr.
“Jonni,” said Jonni. “What do you want to know? I don’t remember my early life. I remember 

being in an orphanage. I got adopted from there, but my foster parents were strict. If I think back, 
though, they probably weren’t that bad, but I was a wild child, and in the end, I gave up and walked 
out.”

“Then you took to a life of crime, stealing peoples’ wallets,” said G’Narr.
“Not really. Soon I met up with a group of kids who were also homeless. We stole stuff, mainly 

food and clothes. Stuff we needed.”
***

“Right,” said Piggy. He was the biggest and oldest of the group. “Petey, you go round the back and 
wait. Jonni, you and Sal go out the front and distract the stall holder. Have a fight or something. Me 
and Petey will grab something from the stall. Jenny and Ben and the rest, you join in the fight, OK? 
OK!?”

“Yeah, Piggy.”
“Yeah!”
“OK!”
The kids scattered. Jonni and Sal walked through the market arguing. By the time that they 

reached the stall they were pushing and shoving each other. Sal hit him behind the ear.
“Ouch!” Sal was a big girl.
Then they were rolling on the ground punching and scratching. Some of the other kids joined in, 

stalls were jolted, and customers knocked sideways. Jonni was fully invested in the fight and settled
a few scores. The others were also giving it their all.

There was a whistle and the market was suddenly full of Peelers. Where did they come from? 
The fight started to break up, and Jonni spotted Piggy struggling in the grip of a big Peeler. That 
shouldn’t have happened! Jonni stopped fighting with Ben.

“Peelers! Run for it!”
Ben took a last wild swing at Jonni. “What?”
But Jonni was off and running. A Peeler pounded in his wake, and was gaining on him. Jonni 

spotted a coiled rope and he jumped it. He imagined the Peeler getting tangled in the rope. And it 
happened! The Peeler went down in a heap and Jonni was away. He rounded a corner, swarmed up a
ladder and raced across the rooftop. There was a plank bridging the void between the building and 
the one across the alleyway, and Jonni carefully crossed the plank. Then he knocked his end of it 
away, and it tumbled into alleyway. Someone down below shouted. The Peeler appeared at the edge 
of the roof that Jonni had just vacated, and Jonni thought for a moment that he was going to leap the
gap. It was possible, Jonni judged, but the Peeler didn’t risk it. He just stood on the edge of the roof 
and put his hands on his hips.

***
A couple of days later, Jonni turned into a small area behind a shop, pushing aside a loose board. 
The area was hidden, but had two entry points, so Jonni could escape if someone entered through 
one of them. Jonni looked around but none of his friends was visible. He wasn’t surprised as they 
had disappeared one by one after the failed robbery.

However, a large man was sitting in the abandoned area, learning back against the wall of the 
shop.

“Hullo, Jonni. You’re the last. All your friends have been taken into custody. Don’t worry. They 
will be OK. Piggy and one or two others will go through the justice system, but most will just go to 
the orphanages.”



Jonni turned and made for the other entrance to the area. Another large man squeezed through 
the gap.

“We don’t mean you any harm, Jonni. I’m Smith. This is Jones.”
“You were the one that was chasing me. You didn’t jump across the alley.”
“That was Jones. It was fifty-fifty. Too risky. We knew where to find you. Sandwich?”
“Yeah, thanks.” He looked at the two large men. “What are you going to do with me?”
“Well, son, we have instructions. We have been asked not to let the authorities get their hands on 

you.”
“Aren’t you Peelers, though?”
Smith and Jones looked at each other.
“Well, we actually work for someone else, but don’t worry about that. It’s complicated. Anyway, 

Jonni, you can’t stay around here. Piggy’s gang has been dissolved, and everyone now knows your 
face. You have to get out. We will help you with that. We will escort you to the next town. Maybe 
further.”

“OK,” said Jonni. He’d been thinking about leaving anyway. “Thanks, guys.”
“We suggest you keep moving on, Jonni. That rope.”
“Rope? Oh, the one that tripped you? I had nothing to do with that! I just hoped that it would trip

you.”
Smith and Jones looked at each other.
“There’s more to it than that, boy. Think about that.”

***
“Smith and Jones,” nodded G’Narr. “I’ve met them a couple of times. Nice guys. We’re in the same 
sort of business.”

***
Ali didn’t care what Jilly did for a living. She didn’t think that she would ever be that desperate, but
she didn’t know for sure. Then one day she came home, and heard Jilly scream. She crashed 
through Jilly’s bedroom door, and when she saw what Jilly’s client was doing to her, she undid 
Jilly’s handcuffs with a thought. She picked up an empty wine bottle and smashed it on the client’s 
head. Jilly collapsed, sobbing, into her arms.

Luke and Hazel appeared in the doorway, and Hazel checked on the client.
“Unconscious,” she said.
Luke nodded.
“Ali, that man is a powerful man in this town, but we look after our people. Besides the bastard 

deserved it. We’ll have to get you and Jilly out of here. Gather up what you need. A driver will be at
the door in an hour.”

“How did you get here so fast?”
“Don’t worry about that. We have our methods. See to Jilly, please.”
Ali roused Jilly. “Come on, pal, we need to get out of here!”
Jilly stirred. “Yeah. OK. I think I want to go home.”
Luke nodded. “OK, we’ll arrange it. Get her ready, Ali.”
Hazel held Ali’s hands. “Thanks for everything, Ali. You were a real asset to our … business. 

Keep working on your gifts.”
“Gifts?”
She didn’t get an answer. Luke and Hazel disappeared with Jilly’s client, and Ali and Jilly 

packed up everything that they needed. Jilly abandoned most of her clothes and her makeup, and Ali



didn’t need to pack much, so they were ready to go, just as the driver got to the door. He took them 
to the train station and handed them tickets.

“Oh, we are going back home,” cried Jilly. She burst into tears. “I hope my Mum still loves me!”
They found that Luke and Hazel had booked them a compartment to themselves, and they 

collapsed into their seats as the train started to pull out. Jilly was still crying as a result of the stress, 
and Ali put her arm around her.

“Let’s sort you out,” said Ali, wiping away Jilly’s makeup.
Ali was surprised. “Jilly, you are beautiful under all that makeup!”
“Am I? People always told me I was! That’s why I went to the city to become a model.”
“You are, pal. But you don’t need all that makeup.”
Jilly hugged Ali. “I took a wrong turn somewhere. Oh, it’s too late now. I’m too old to be a 

famous model! I’m so glad to be going home.”
“What will you do now, kid, if you can’t be a model?”
“You know, I might become a teacher. I was going to do that before I won that damn beauty 

competition.”
Ali was surprised. “Jilly, I think that you would be good at it.”

***
In a part of the town was a house that few people knew about. Hazel relaxed with a glass of wine.

“Jilly’s out of it now. What do you think?”
“Yeah, she should be OK. She would never have become a famous model. She was pretty but not

that pretty. I’ve a feeling that she will do well.”
“I’ve learned to trust your feelings, Luke. What about Ali?”
“She doesn’t realize that she has power. She’s never questioned her ‘gifts’, has she?”
“One day she will.”
“Yes, but I don’t know what will happen then.”

***
The train pulled into the station and the two girls disembarked.

“We’ll get a bus home,” said Jilly. “Or shall we get a taxi?”
It wasn’t necessary.
“Mum!” shrieked Jilly. “How did you know I was going to be on that train?”
“Oh, it’s so good to see you, Jilly. We had a message telling us that you would be on the train, so 

we rushed down here. Are you back for long?”
Jilly hugged her Mum. “Forever!”
“Hullo, I’m Ross, Jilly’s brother,” said a tall fair-haired boy.
“Hi, I’m Ali, Jilly’s friend. Pleased to meet you.”
In Jilly’s stories about her family, Ross was an annoying nuisance. Ali’s first impressions of Ross

were much more favourable.
***

One morning they were having breakfast  when Smith turned to Jonni.
“This is where we leave you, lad. We’ve got another job.”
“What?” Jonni thought about the last few weeks. They had travelled from town to town, taking 

temporary jobs as they went. Smith and Jones, because they were large men, often found jobs as 
bouncers or security. Jonni was given jobs washing up, or cleaning tables. He didn’t mind. He’d had
no idea that you could earn money. He thought that people stole money from one another. He knew 
that people paid for things with money, but his grasp of the whole monetary system had been hazy.

“But, guys, I thought that you were going to take me to people who could help me.



“Sorry, Jonni. Plans have changed. You’ll meet up with someone, we have been told. We don’t 
know any more than that.”

“Hmm. Can I look after myself until then?”
“Yeah, kid. You’re a quick learner. Keep the stealing under control, pal. If you get slung into jail,

you won’t ever meet the people who can help you.”
“Thanks, guys. It’s been fun.”
“Yeah, good luck, Jonni.”
Smith and Jones headed off, but Jonni didn’t follow them.

***
Ali and Ross were walking on the common. Ali liked Ross. He was kind, caring, handsome. And 
seemed to like her very much.

“I love how you helped my sister, Ali. Although she won’t tell me the details, she tells me that 
she is so grateful to you.”

“I’m glad. Is she really going to be a teacher?”
“Yes, she was halfway through getting her qualifications. She’ll get credit, and she’s so 

determined. I’ve never seen her happier.”
They sat down on a convenient bench. Ross tried to put his arm around her.
“No! Sorry, Ross, but no. I’ve still got things that I need to do.”
She didn’t know until then. But could she … ? No!
She stood up and kissed Ross on the cheek.
“Oh, Ross. I’m so sorry. I’ll be leaving as soon as possible.”
Jilly was distraught, but Ali kissed her and hugged her.
“What am I going to do?” Jilly wailed.
“You’re going get qualified and become a teacher. Oh, I’m going to miss you Jilly, but I have to 

go.”
Ali hugged Ross, and kissed him on the cheek.
“I might be back,” she whispered to him. “But don’t wait for me.”
Then she set off, looking for something, she knew not what.

***
Jonni travelled. He pondered Jones’ comments about the rope. He discovered that things would 
move if he really wanted them to. When Jones was chasing him, he was scared and  thought of the 
rope and maybe that’s why the rope tripped the big man.

He discovered that he could pinch a sandwich or a biscuit by making them come to him, but that 
often ended in the victim becoming upset and starting a search. Once or twice he had had to move 
fast to avoid discovery.

During his time with Smith and Jones, the big men often took short term jobs, and if there was 
anything going, so did Jonni. In many ways, it was better to work for a meal than to steal one, Jonni
found. He pondered the fact that it was best not to use his abilities. Why then did he have them?

***
“Thanks for the soup, Edna.”

“That’s OK, Jonni. Are you going to help Hump with the sheep this afternoon.”
Hump, or Humphrey to give him his full name, was Edna’s husband.
“Yeah, that’s what we planned. Hump’s due back early afternoon, isn’t he?”
Edna laughed. “I still remember the first time that you helped with the sheep, Jonni. I thought 

that you were going to bolt!”



“I’d never seen sheep before! Well, I’d seen them of course, but I’d never been in the same field 
as them. They seemed huge!”

“Well, they did have full fleeces!”
“Yeah, they looked so skinny and pathetic after they had been shorn.”
Edna put a cup of tea in front of the boy.
“Erm, Jonni, you’ve been a great help around the farm. How would you like a permanent home 

here? Our daughters are all married, now, so we’ve got room now.”
She looked so hopeful that Jonni’s eyes teared up. He got up and hugged her. She sighed.
“So the answer is ‘no’, then.”
“I’m so sorry, Edna. Part of me would love to stay, but another part of me knows that I can’t.”
“Well, boy, I hoped, but if it’s not to be…”
“I’ll stay another couple of months if I may. Hump has got a lot on, and you will want to look for

someone who can help you with the farm after I leave. But I have to go.”
Jonni resumed travelling. He’d enjoyed his time with Edna and Hump. He travelled, stopping 

here and there. Three months, six months, sometimes almost a year. He stole as little as possible, 
and he soon grew to be a young man and without realizing it, he passed his twentieth birthday. One 
day he came to a small town where he got a temporary job in the inn, collecting glasses and plates 
in the bar, and washing them in the back.

He took someone’s wallet by making the wallet come to him. If you had asked him why, he 
would not have been able to answer. He took six more wallets, just to test out his skills, but then 
someone stumbled into him and he dropped a wallet.

“Hey, that’s my wallet!’
Jonni dumped the tray that he was carrying and headed for the door. Someone tried to catch him, 

but he avoided them, and then he was running up the road, being chased by most of the customers 
from the bar.

***
Ali moved from town to town, sometimes staying for a few months, sometimes quickly moving on. 
In one town she quickly found a job in a local restaurant, and rented a room off a grumpy old man. 
She made friends with a group of young men and women of her own age.

“Are you going to the pub, tonight, Ali?”
Ali had bumped into Stacey and Jane in the street during her lunch break. The two girls worked 

in the small corner shop, and Ali had got know them when they all visited the local cafe for lunch.
“I don’t know…” pondered Ali. “It was a bit noisy the last time I was there.”
“Yeah, wasn’t it? But the hockey team are playing away this week. Come on, Ali!”
“OK, then,” said Ali, laughing.
The girls took over a table in the inn, and a few of the other boys and girls from the town joined 

them. Since the sports team was away, it was quieter, and apart from the younger folk, only locals 
were in the bar. Ali made her way to the bar to order some snacks from Frank, the barman.

“OK, lass, I’ll get my wife to bring some out. I won’t be a minute.” He disappeared into the 
back.

“Can I buy you a drink, miss?” asked a man at the bar.
Ali had seen the man come in earlier. He had been drinking steadily all evening and smelled of 

beer.
“No, thank you,” she said and turned away.
The man touched her arm. “Are you sure?”
“Please don’t touch me, sir.”



He tried to put his arm around her, and something exploded in Ali.
“I said ‘don’t touch me’!” she shouted and picked up the man by one leg and held him there. 

How she achieved this feat, she didn’t know.
***

Ali, Jonni and G’Narr arrived in a small town, and soon got temporary jobs.
“Ali, do you want to try working in the bar tonight? You’ve been doing a great job in the kitchen,

but tonight will be busy. You’ll get extra pay. Georgia will come in and help Jonni with the kitchen 
stuff. Sally will come in a little later but she has to take her baby to her Mum’s.”

Ali nodded. “Thanks, Lionel. I’d love to. It’s the big match today, isn’t it?”
“Yes, and win or lose, the supporters love to celebrate!”
It was busy, and even with Lionel, Sally and Georgia, and a school kid acting as bus-boy, Ali was

getting tired towards the end of the evening. She noticed that Sally was having trouble with one 
particular customer. He kept trying to chat to her and touch her, even though she told him not to, 
several times. She thought back to when she had met G’Narr. No, that wasn’t the solution!

When there was finally a quiet moment, she called Jonni through to the bar.
“What’s up, Ali?”
“That guy is pestering Sally. I don’t want to make the same mistake again, but I’d really like to 

string him up like I did another guy. Any ideas?”
“Yeah, you told me about that incident. Hmm. That guy is married too. The bastard!”
Jonni pondered. “How about we give him a little shock if he gets handsy with her?”
“Can we do that? How do we do that?”
Jonni looked lost. “Can we, um, just do it?”
“Let’s see. Um, yes! That’s clever! If I don’t think about it, I can do it.”
They watched and the customer touched Sally on the arm and jumped. Jonni and Ali laughed.
“That should do it!”
A bit later G’Narr came in.
“Hullo Ali. I just finished at the forge. Is there any chance you can get me a plate of the roast of 

the day, please?”
“Sure thing, G’Narr.” She knew that she was the only one in the bar who could see his horns.
“Everything OK?” He seemed to know that something had happened.
“Yeah. We’ll tell you later. I think that you will approve.”
Ali went to put his order in.”

***
G’Narr regarded the two statues on the edge of the square. One looked much like him, tall, 
muscular, horns on the head, but the horns were straighter than G’Narr’s. G’Narr smiled. The man 
would have difficulty with almost any doorway.

“Hullo, K’Dan,” G’Narr said to himself.
He turned to look at the other statue.
“You too, Mel-Melani.”
The second statue was a woman. She had a strikingly beautiful face, long flowing hair and light 

robes which floated around her, emphasizing her shape without revealing too much. Pointed ears 
showed through her hair, and her eyes seemed slightly larger than usual.

“I always love your work, Putto, but this is one of your best,” he said out loud. “‘Putto’ means 
‘little boy’. It’s just a nickname but Putto is indeed a small man. An old friend. Artist.”

The statutes started to move. Mel-Melani’s statue moved towards K’Dan’s statue, and the man’s 
statue smiled as the woman’s statue approached. The man’s statue partly turned away and pointed 



into the far distance, and the woman’s statue smiled and put its hand on the male statue’s shoulder, 
and nodded. Then the woman’s statue walked back to its original position. The man’s statue gazed 
into the distance, and both statues stopped moving.

“Wow! Is that magic?” asked Ali.
“What do you think?”
Ali looked at Jonni, and they both frowned a little.
“Maybe,” said Jonni. He didn’t seem sure.
“Perhaps,” said Ali.
“Do you feel any magic?”
“A little. And a sense of gears, pulleys, and wheels,” replied Ali.
“Good! Good. There’s no actual wheels and pulleys, but close.”
“So there’s magic and mechanics?”
“Well, I’m no expert, but I’d call mechanical magic. Or maybe magical mechanics.”
He paused and considered the statues, which performed another different short routine.
“I’d like to introduce you to some friends of mine. K’Dan and Mel-Melisa. I think that we are 

finally at our destination, guys.”
Jonni felt a thrill of anticipation. “Something about those statues? Really. What happens now?”
“My job is done,” said the horned man. “I don’t need to protect people from you, and there are 

people here who can help you learn about your powers.”
“Who? Are you going to just leave us?”
G’Narr laughed. “Well, I could, but I think that I’ll introduce you to K’Dan and Mel-Melisa first.

They will advise you on your next steps. Come on!”
He strode off and Jonni and Ali rushed to keep up with him.
“There’s other men like G’Narr and K’Dan!” Ali was shocked.
“Yeah, and women like Mel-Melisa!”

***
They followed G’Narr to a substantial building. It wasn’t a palace, but it was much bigger than 
most of the houses in the area.

“Are K’Dan and Mel-Melisa the rulers of this place, G’Narr?”
“The rulers? Hmm, they, or rather, we, since I originate from here, don’t have rulers as such. But 

Mel-Melisa and K’Dan are currently the most prominent of our citizens.”
They walked up to the door, which opened as they approached.
“G’Narr!” said the horned man who opened the door. “You have some new friends to introduce 

to us!”
“K’Dan!” said G’Narr, embracing him. “May I introduce Ali and Jonni?”
“Come in, friends. Ali and Jonni, we were expecting you. We have someone for you to meet!”
He directed them to a large sitting room where Mel-Melisa and an older woman were waiting.
“Ali and Jonni, we would like to introduce you to Mel-Melisa and Na-Nani.”
The older woman stood up, her hands clenching and unclenching. She looked worried.”
Jonni gasped. “She looks like you, Ali!”
“I was thinking that she looks like you, Jonni.”
“You are both right,” said Mel-Melisa. “She is your mother. The mother of both of you.”
“Don’t hate me!” begged Na-Nani. “Please!”
“Hate you? Why?”
“I abandoned you! I made your father take you and leave you for strangers to bring up!”



Ali was bewildered and lost. She clutched Jonni’s hand, the first time that she had touched him 
except by accident. He looked as lost as her. She realized that Mel-Melisa had said that he was her 
brother!

“Our father?”
“Yes. You will meet him tomorrow if you want.”
“Sister?” Jonni hugged her. “I’m so pleased! But why, Na-Nani? Mother? Why did you abandon 

us?”
“Because of the powers, dear son. Your raw power as a baby would have destroyed us both. We 

are all witches. We all have power. I had to let you go, and it was the hardest thing that I have 
done.”

“Every witch who has a child faces this dilemma,” said Mel-Melisa. “Not many of them face it 
more than once.”

Ali took a step towards her mother. Then another. She gathered the older woman in her arms.
“Hate you? No, I don’t hate you, but I need time to get to know you. Jonni?”
Jonni wrapped his arms around both of them. “I feel the same. But it feels right. Na-Nani? 

Mother? I don’t think that it will be hard.”
For him, it wasn’t.

***
The door crashed into its frame as Ali slammed it behind her. She was furious. Furious with her 
mother, herself, the world. She strode through the town and the citizens took one look and carefully 
avoided her. She turned and headed up the alleyway to the nearest open area. Then she climbed the 
small hill, bypassing the chapel, and followed the zigzag path to the lookout point. The exercise had
calmed her a bit as she approached the bench at the lookout point. There was someone sitting on the
bench.

“G’Narr,” she said. “How are you?”
“I’m fine Ali. How are you? You look a little tense.”
She knew G’Narr well from their time on the road, so she knew he was joking.
“It’s my mother, G’Narr. I rub her up the wrong way, and Mum rubs me up the wrong way, and 

we end up fighting.”
“Fighting? Magic or fisticuffs?”
She snorted. “Words! And slammed doors.”
G’Narr nodded. “Good, good. Not magic, then. I remember when your mother arrived here. It 

was a year or so after I arrived. She was already very powerful, and her ears were already becoming
pointed.”

Ali touched her own ears.
G’Narr continued. “In one of her fights with her own mother, the bell in the square was 

accidentally hit by a blast of magic generated during the fight. The town council were not pleased, 
and even though your family replaced it, they held a meeting to decide whether to banish them both 
or not. Fortunately they voted to allow your mother to stay.”

“Wow! What happened to my grand-mother, G’Narr.”
“Nothing! She went travelling a month or two after that, with her husband. She comes back for a 

visit every couple of years. Just be careful, Ali.”
“OK, G’Narr. Thanks. Hey, who’s that?”
Someone was coming up the hill from the town.
“Jonni. Have you come to tell me I’m being stupid? How did you find me?”



“Finding you was easy. Well, once I got out out of range of Mum’s aura, that is. You’re like a 
pair of beacons!”

“Oh. Is she calming down?”
“Yes. Like you are.”
“Why does it happen! I love Mum, and it’s been great catching up. And Dad is amazing, isn’t 

he?”
“Yeah, he is. The way he copes with you and Mum…”
“What do you mean, Jonni?”
“Well, let me show you something.”
He waved his hands in the air.
“I just learnt how to do this.”
“Oh, me and Mum!”
Two images danced in the air in front of them.”
“Clever!” said G’Narr.
“Now let me smooth Mum’s ears. Reduce her eyes a bit. Remind you of anyone?”
“Oh. She looks like me! I mean, I look like her!”
G’Narr was nodding, but he let Jonni continue.
“You are so like Mum. So your magic is so like hers. But you are not exactly the same, so there 

is some discord. My magic is so totally different from Mum’s so I don’t clash with her. And I don’t 
clash with Dad, either, because he doesn’t have any powers. But anyway, boys don’t clash with their
Dads in that way, for some reason.”

“Oh, I see. Thanks Jonni. You’re the best brother I could have!”
She hugged him.
“Your mother has matured, Ali,” commented G’Narr. “You haven’t had time to yet. Maturity will

come eventually, but you need to be careful not to demolish the town bell, in the meantime.”
“Thanks, G’Narr. I’ll try.”
“If it gets too bad, take a week or a month off. Just tell me, and I can tell your mother. She will 

understand.”
“I will! Thanks again, G’Narr.”
They made their way down the hill and when Jonni and Ali got home, Ali hugged her Mum.
“Sorry,” Ali said. “I love you.”
“It’s OK, dear. I know. I love you too.”

***
Ali sat on the bench in the sunshine. She used her powers to check that Ross was on  his way. She 
smiled because he was only a hundred metres away. He turned the corner and noticed her on the 
bench. He stopped a few metres from her.

“Ali,” he said.
“Sit down, then, Ross. It’s nice to see you again.”
He sat next to her.
“Ali,” he said again. “How have you been? You look a little tired. And your ears...”
She thought back over the last few years. Learning to use her powers had been tough. Getting 

acquainted with her mother had been tough, too. There had been a few arguments, a few slammed 
doors, and one time they did not speak to one another for over a month, but she’d come to love her 
mother.

The major problem had been the powers, of course. It was almost always the case that if mother 
and daughter were witches, their mutual powers would clash. No, she thought, the powers didn’t 



clash as such. Her powers and her mother’s were out of sync, and it was like the dissonance of two 
badly tuned strings on a musical instrument. But after a hard time, she and her mother were more in 
sync, using the musical metaphor, and her mother had helped her master her powers.

The easiest part of it had been accepting Jonni as her brother. Oh, and getting to know her father. 
She smiled.

“I’ve been busy, There’s been some hard times.”
She took his hand.
“Did you wait for me, Ross?”
“Of course not!”
“What?”
“You told me not to, remember! I thought about it, and thought that it was for the best. Good 

advice. So I went out with a few girls.”
“And?”
“And none of them was the right one. Yeah, I kept thinking of you. And here you are!”
He tried to put his arm round her.
“No, Ross. We have to talk first. Sorry.”
She had to tell him that she was a witch, and what that meant. To them and to any possible kids 

that they might have. She had to talk to him, and she didn’t know what he would decide. She hoped,
though. After all he had tried going out with other girls, and none of them were right for him. She 
smiled.

“Can I kiss you?” he said. “Before we talk?”
“Yes.”

***
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