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Dedication
To my husband Billy Twink and children Kelly, Kelvin and
William.
Also my beautiful grandchildren.
With a special mention to my youngest son William, who
pushed me along and supported me constantly.
I love you all.
xxx

A special thank you to all who helped me at AEG Publishing
Group.
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The Golden Imp
“I’ll miss this little house when we leave; it holds so many
memories for us,” Margaret said to her husband, Curtis. She
carefully placed the newspaper-wrapped ornaments into their
labeled box, while a tear found its way down her cheek.
“Yes, Mags, so will I. It’s been our home for almost
twelve years, but with Auntie Sylvie being so ill and my new
job . . .” He turned to see Margaret wiping a tear from her eye.
Putting his arm around her, he gave her shoulder a playful
squeeze. “Hey, it’s time for a change anyway. The children
will love the new house, the big gardens, the fruit trees, the
space . . .”
“I know,” interrupted Margaret, “it’s just . . . well, leaving
our roots . . . I couldn’t bear to see Auntie Sylvie in a home; the
children’s hearts would break.”
“Of course they would, and so would mine. She’s been
part of the family for five years. Ever since Uncle Tom died,
her place has been with us.”
“Mum!” Darren and Gemma called from upstairs. “We’ve
finished our packing and Auntie Sylvie needs the bathroom!”
“All right,” replied Margaret, “I’ll be there in a second.
You children go and say your goodbyes. But remember, we’ll
be leaving in about two hours.”
“Okay, Mum,” said Gemma, jumping step by step down
the stairs behind Darren. “We won’t be long.”
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With their treasures tucked neatly away in boxes, they
took one last look at their old home before embarking on the
long journey into the new unknown.
Margaret stared up at their new house. Number 13 Jinnee
Street. A strange feeling crept over her, and goose bumps
erupted on her arms.
“Curtis, did the house look this dark the last time we were
here?” Margaret asked with a shiver.
“No, but it could be due to those dark clouds coming over.
Quickly, everyone indoors before the storm breaks!”
Margaret helped Sylvie into the house just before the first
droplets of rain fell. The children ran all around, exploring the
rooms, chattering and laughing. Curtis switched on the gas fire.
Margaret stood in the center of the room, hands on her hips,
sighing at all the work she had ahead of her.
“Margaret,” said Sylvie, “can I help, dear?”
“No, you sit there, Auntie. I’ll get you a nice, warm drink
in a moment; as soon as I find the kettle, that is!”
“Why, here it is, dear.” Sylvie pulled the kettle out from
her large, patchwork bag.
“Well, Auntie, I didn’t see you pack that in your bag!”
“I can still remember the nightmare of packing up and
moving. I thought it’d be easier if I held onto the kettle,
teabags, milk, and sugar. Oh, yes, and the chocolate biscuits!”
Sylvie smiled, identifying each item she took from her bag.
“That was a really good idea, Auntie. We’ll have a nice
cup of tea, and then we’ll start with your room. You will
remember to be careful on the stairs, won’t you? Just until we
get the stair lift fitted.”
“Of course I will, dear. I may be getting old, but I’m not
senile yet!” Sylvie snapped, waving her arthritic hands.
Margaret went into the kitchen to make the drinks. A
shiver went through her body. Turning quickly, she felt as
though something cold had touched her, not so much in the
physical sense; more like a premonition. For some strange
reason, Margaret felt compelled to open the cupboard door
directly above her. There in the far corner, something glowed.
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Reaching in, she picked up a small object about an inch long,
and rubbed it on her jumper sleeve. An imp, she thought. It’s
either off a necklace or a charm bracelet. She stood for a few
minutes examining it.
Its head was similar to that of a ram with two small horns
protruding. Its intricate features were deliberately carved into
it. Its face held a devilish grin. Its little torso appeared
muscular, its legs those of an animal, with hoofed feet. It gave
Margaret a strange sensation of fear. There was no doubt that
her fear was related to the strange little curio in her hand.
“What’s that you’ve found?” Curtis enquired.
Margaret jumped. “What’s the matter, Mags? I didn’t
mean to scare you.”
“It’s . . . an imp, I think.”
“Oh, yes, so it is. I’ve heard it’s lucky to find gold in a
new house,” chirped Curtis. “I told you we were going to be
happy here. I think I’ll set the little chap on the mantel; he can
beam good luck all through the house.”
Sylvie was looking at the imp when Margaret appeared
with the tea.
“I don’t much like the look of that little chap, dear; his
eyes follow you everywhere.”
“What, Auntie? Oh, the imp,” said Margaret, looking
around. “Curtis says it will bring us luck.”
“I don’t know much of imps bringing luck, dear. Aren’t
they mischievous little spirits?”
“Oh no, Auntie, he’s just fallen off an old bracelet. He’s
not real.”
“Well, that’s all right then,” Sylvie muttered as she dunked
a chocolate biscuit into her tea.


Four weeks later
“Curtis, I don’t know what has got into the children; they
seem to fight constantly. Gemma bit Darren so hard she drew
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blood. When I told her off, she just laughed at me with
devilment. They’ve changed, and it worries me!”
“Don’t overreact, Mags, they are just children, and all
children fight.”
“No! It’s much worse; even Auntie has noticed.”
“Listen, Mags,” sighed Curtis, “the house is like a little
palace, and Auntie does wander off into her own little world.
She’ll be much better tomorrow when the chair lift is fitted. My
new job is going great, and the kids well . . . maybe they are
bored. I’ll get them a little dog to look after. I’m sure that once
they make friends in the area, they’ll change back into the little
angels they once were,” Curtis finished sarcastically.
“But, I can’t help feeling there’s something in the house.”
“Oh, Mags, that’s your imagination. You are spending too
much time alone. In a few months, you’ll be wondering what
on earth you were fussing about.”
“Okay, maybe you’re right. I do tend to let my brain skip
into overdrive.”
“Come on, Auntie, let me help you to your room; the men
are coming to fit the chair lift this afternoon. They should be
finished after your nap. Then you can ride down the stairs like
a queen.”
“Thank you, dear. I would like a little sleep just now; I feel
quite worn out. I heard someone giggling in my room last
night. It seemed to go on for hours.”
“That must have been the children or their television,”
Margaret replied.
“Oh no, dear. It sounded as though it was coming from
underneath my bed. I tried to look, but my legs wouldn’t
move.”
“Why didn’t you call for me, Auntie?”
“I did, dear, but you didn’t hear me!”
Margaret tucked Sylvie into bed and kissed her on the
forehead. Then she went down into the kitchen to make herself
a drink. She was about to sit down with her coffee and
magazine when she heard the most terrible, piercing scream,
followed by a loud series of bumps on the stairs.
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She jumped up, spilling her coffee in her haste to reach the
stairwell. There in a crumpled, awkward, and silent heap, lay
Sylvie. Margaret screamed. She was almost hysterical as she
knelt down and touched Sylvie gently on her face. Sylvie’s
eyes stared vacantly at the ceiling.
The police and ambulance arrived almost together, in a
confusion of sirens, flashing lights, and screaming tires. Curtis
arrived home minutes later, having been notified by the police
of an emergency at his home. Margaret had been sedated by the
time Curtis arrived.
The coroner gave a verdict of accidental death. Margaret
believed it was no accident. She had no concrete proof, just a
voice inside her head telling her of an evil force at work. She
kept these thoughts to herself. Something was not right with
the house. Or maybe it was something within the house.
Curtis started acting strangely, too, arriving home late and
smelling of alcohol. He was either very withdrawn or very
hyper. At times, he seemed like a stranger to her. Margaret
decided to put most of her feelings down to stress. She knew
her family would pull together in a crisis, but right now, they
were tearing each other apart. Her heart told her their troubles
had not ended.
The children loved their little dog. They named him
Chester, and he followed them everywhere, helping ease the
pain of losing their aunt. Chester’s favorite place was the rug
in front of the fire. He would lie on his back with his legs
apart and his tongue lolling out from one side of his mouth.
His black and tan fur shone in the light of the flickering
flames.
One afternoon, Margaret noticed that Chester would look
up at the mantel, cock his head to and fro, and growl in a deep,
low tone. He would then cower down and hide his head
between his paws. At first, she thought he was having puppy
dreams, but they seemed to be occurring more frequently.
Margaret suddenly caught sight of the little imp; it seemed
to be glowing.
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Is it you? she thought, picking up the imp. Was Auntie
Sylvie right? She carried the imp to the kitchen and placed it
right at the back of the kitchen cupboard.
Moments later, she heard the sound of a key being turned
in the lock of the front door.
“Mags, it’s me . . . I’m home.” Curtis staggered into the
living room. “Before you start,” he slurred, “I’m drunk. I’m
drunk as a skunk. Do you know why? No? Well, I’ll tell you
why . . . I lost my job!”
“But Curtis, how could you?”
“Because . . . I took money from the cash flow . . . and I
put it all in the gambler . . . and they caught me!”
“You don’t gamble! Why, you’ve never stolen anything in
your life! How . . .”
Curtis interrupted her speech. “All that has changed. Look
. . . look what I got.” He emptied out his pockets. Pound coins
spilled all over the floor.
“Where did all this come from?” Margaret shouted.
“I told you!” Curtis stared at her wickedly. “The gambling
machine! I drank some, I kept some, and I lost my job!”
“Curtis, let me put you to bed. When you wake up, we can
talk about this. You are not making sense.”
Curtis put his arm around Margaret’s shoulder; she
struggled to support him up the stairs to bed.
When she was alone, she cried.
Looking at her watch, she knew the children would be
home from school soon, so she started to prepare dinner. Most
of the potatoes were rotten, though they had looked good from
the outside. There were not enough potatoes for dinner, so she
reached blindly into the cupboard for the pasta. She pulled out
the packet; crawling all over it, all over her hands, and
dropping down onto the work surface were hundreds of
cockroaches. They ran and scurried, pouring from the cupboard
like water cascading from a waterfall. She screamed
hysterically and ran from the kitchen. Curtis appeared
downstairs, still looking dazed from the alcohol. Margaret
sobbed uncontrollably in the lounge. Suddenly, there was a
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creaking, cracking sound. Curtis looked up, then grabbed
Margaret’s hand and dragged her into the hallway just before
the lounge ceiling tore open, throwing boulders and debris all
over the room.
“Oh, my dear God, Curtis! What’s going on? What sort of
devil have we unearthed? It’s the imp. I swear it is. I put it in
the cupboard there, where the cockroaches are! Take it, Curtis.
Get rid of it!”
Curtis snatched up the golden imp, and threw it with all his
might into the open fields opposite their home. As suddenly as
they had appeared, the cockroaches vanished.
Chester ran to meet the children from school while Curtis
and Margaret began the clearing up. Already the house seemed
brighter, the atmosphere lighter. The children ran in laughing,
with Chester chasing them. They stopped for a moment and
gazed at the mess, then ran to their rooms with the dog hot on
their heels.
“See how quickly those children can move when there’s
work to be done?” said Margaret
“Yes,” replied Curtis, “pity this headache wouldn’t move
as fast.”
“Mum, we are going out to play with Chester,” Darren
called.
“All right, sweetheart, but don’t go too far. I’ll make a
start on dinner when we clear this mess.”
Gemma appeared in the doorway. “What happened,
Mum?”
“Oh, the old ceiling fell in; there must have been a
weakness in it.”
Gemma turned to leave the house, and then turned back.
“Oh, Mum, on the way home I found this.”
She opened her hand and there, glowing menacingly in her
open palm, was the golden imp. Margaret made a sudden
snatch for the evil gold, but the imp tumbled to the floor,
glowing ever more menacing. Outside, they heard the sound of
screeching brakes and a dead thump.
“Darren!” Margaret screamed.
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Curtis snatched the imp from the floor and ran outside.
There on the ground, cuddling a bundle of black and tan fur, sat
Darren.
The driver of the car stood shaking with shock. He
stammered, “He . . . it . . . just j-jumped out in front of me. I
thought it was a child. I couldn’t stop! I’m so sorry!”
The shocked family walked indoors, trancelike; Darren
carried Chester in his arms. Curtis, still in a daze, dug a hole in
the garden. He filled it with wood and bricks of coal, and then
he doused it all in lighter fuel. He waited until the fire reached
a white-hot heat, then he threw in the imp. The family heard an
unearthly scream as the metal melted, but all stood transfixed
until the fire died away.
They buried Chester in their back garden beneath the apple
tree. Gemma recited The Lord’s Prayer. While they held hands,
the grey clouds parted and the sun shone down on them.
Curtis gathered up the cold ashes of the cremated imp and
cinders, and put them into a trash sack. Securely tying it, he
placed it outside the garden gate. Tomorrow not even an ash
would be left of their nightmare.
The whistling trash collector picked up the sack and threw
it into the back of the truck. He heard something drop to the
ground with a chinking sound. Looking down, he saw a dull
gold object. He picked it up and rubbed it on his sleeve until it
shone. Holding it in his hand for a while, he watched the light
glint off it. He then placed it in the inside pocket of his coat.
I’ll take this home, he thought to himself. It will look great
on my Angie's charm bracelet.
As he whistled, the imp glowed with renewed malevolence
in the darkness of his next innocent victim’s pocket.
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The Enchantress
The last burial at Cockatrice Cemetery happened over
eighty years ago. Since then, it has been left to nature and
decay. In the cemetery stands a memorial tomb that has not
been entered since Laird Cockatrice died and was entombed
there, many years ago. Above the rusted wrought iron gates,
engraved in stone, is a cockerel with a dragon’s wings and tail.
When the Laird bought the land he had the family tomb built.
But unknown to him another grave stood there, hidden from
preying eyes.
The laird moved to Scotland when he was a young married
man. Cockatrice came from a family of wealth. He loved the
countryside, and so talked his new bride into moving to Strath.
The scenery was breathtaking; his wife Ruby fell in love with
Strath. Here they would start a family.
They bought a manor house on the outskirts of the valley,
and soon Ruby was expecting their first child.
The laird was a just and fair man; he treated all his tenants
with respect. They, in turn, respected him.
Ruby gave birth to a son. They named him Hamish. He
had dark hair and dark eyes, as did his mother. The laird was
filled with happiness, and soon Ruby was with child again. She
bore another son. Douglas was a fragile baby, with blonde hair
and blue eyes. He resembled his father in so many ways.
Cockatrice felt he was the happiest man on earth.
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Years seemed to fly by. Soon, his sons were young men.
Hamish grew to be strong; he loved the land and was often
seen riding his black mare across the moors. Douglas was far
gentler; he dealt with his father’s monetary affairs, and wrote
beautiful poetry about love and the land. Everything was idyllic
until tragedy struck the family.
Hamish saw her first. Her name was Agnes. She was
indeed beautiful, with flowing red locks and the brightest green
eyes he had ever seen. She was kneeling on the moor gathering
purple heather and placing it in a hand-made basket. Hamish
trotted up to her on his mare. She turned and looked up at him.
For a moment, his mouth went dry and he was unable to speak.
Her beauty had taken his voice away. He noticed that around
her neck hung a gold amulet. In the middle of the pendant was
a jade gemstone that glistened in the sunlight.
Breaking the silence, Agnes spoke. “Hello. Did your ride
go well?”
“Y . . . Yes. I’m Hamish.”
“I know who you are. I have seen you riding here often.
I’m Agnes.”
“Would you like a ride on Noir?”
“Noir?” she questioned.
“My fine horse, Noir. I can take you back to the village
later.”
“But why call her Noir? Why not Beauty, or something
pretty.”
“Noir means black in French, or so my brother Douglas
says. So, shall I help you up?”
Agnes mounted the horse with Hamish’s help. She
wrapped her right arm around his waist and held her basket
with her left. After about an hour, Hamish took her home.
“Will I see you again, Agnes?”
“We’ll see,” she replied, smiling.
Later that afternoon, Agnes walked along to the cemetery
to place the heather she had picked on her father’s grave. She
busily brushed all the dead leaves away and placed the fresh
heather. Closing her eyes, she said a little prayer. Then,
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standing and brushing her dress straight, she said, “I miss you,
Dada.”
Douglas was sitting behind a tree, not too far from Agnes,
with his notebook and pencil. He took quick glances at her
while he wrote a poem about her. Her hair shimmered in the
sunlight, and a tear glistened as it ran down her cheek. She
walked past the tree, not noticing Douglas.
“Hello, sad lady.”
Agnes turned back, startled. “What are you trying to do,
scare a person to death?”
Douglas laughed. “Why no, just trying to attract your
attention, pretty lady.”
“Well, you did that, young sir!”
Douglas tapped the ground next to him. “Please, for a
moment, will you sit? You are the muse for my latest poem.
Would you like to read it?”
She seated herself next to him and took the book from his
hand. After she finished reading, she wiped a tear from her eye.
“Why, sir, this is a generous poem for one such as I.” She rose,
looked into his eyes, and hurried away home.
The following day, both young men awoke to an extra beat
in their hearts. Neither spoke of their meeting with Agnes the
day before. Business at the manor went on as usual.
As time passed, Agnes met each one in secret. Each
believed her story of a sick mother who was housebound and
the grave she lovingly tended was that of a treasured terrier.
She knew they both loved her deeply, though Agnes’ heart was
as cold as ice. All her love was stored in the jade amulet, a love
of a different kind, a love for an immortal.
Laird Cockatrice noticed a change in his sons’ attitudes.
Their mother had fallen ill. Hamish would sit with her for an
hour or so, but his mother would see his impatience and tell
him to leave. She would use the excuse that she was tired.
Douglas would stay longer and read his poetry to her. She
asked him who the girl was whom he wrote so much about. He
would answer that she was someone from his imagination.
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The laird’s wife became so ill that the doctor was called.
Hamish and Douglas were surprised when Agnes arrived with
him. The doctor introduced Agnes as his nurse, to help with
medication. The doctor and Agnes went up to Ruby’s room.
The doctor administered pain relief, and Agnes held her hand.
The amulet around Agnes’ neck started glowing. Ruby found
her eyes transfixed by it. Suddenly, her past started reeling
before her eyes. Then she felt a sharp pain, as if a dagger was
being pressed into her chest. Gasping for breath, she reached
out for the doctor. Agnes rose and leaned over Ruby as if to
kiss her forehead. The amulet touched Ruby’s heart and she
went into spasm. The doctor rushed to the bedside just as Ruby
expelled her last breath.
Ruby was laid to rest in the Cockatrice memorial tomb.
The laird was heartbroken. His sons were becoming distant
from him. They no longer sat and talked. Loneliness was the
cloak he wore.
Not long after the funeral, the brothers realized they were
both in love with the same woman. They both claimed her.
Fights broke out; the manor was filled with anger. Their father
locked himself away with his grief. One night, Hamish drank a
bottle of whiskey. With each drink, the anger against his
brother turned to rage. Douglas had gone out; Hamish believed
that his brother was meeting his Agnes at the cemetery. He left
the manor with his heart pumping in his ears. On reaching the
cemetery, he heard laughter behind the tomb. There, as he
suspected, was his brother, in an embrace with Agnes.
“Douglas! She is mine! Get your hands away from her!”
Hamish lunged at Douglas, fists flying. Blood spilled.
Douglas, the weaker one, fell to the floor. Hamish, in such a
rage, took hold of Douglas’ neck and twisted with all his might
until he heard the crack. Agnes placed the amulet on Douglas’
slowing heartbeat and smiled. Then she threw a rope to
Hamish.
“Hang him from the tree, my love. I will see you soon.”
Early next morning, the grounds keeper found him. Laird
Cockatrice had to be sedated. His youngest son had committed
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suicide over the death of his mother. Why didn’t he watch his
son more closely? Now he only had Hamish; he would not let
him down.
Hamish felt much happier. Agnes was now all his. He had
long talks with his father. In a few weeks, Agnes was
introduced as Hamish’s betrothed. The laird, however, was not
convinced. He argued with his son. Hamish threatened to leave.
But Hamish was all he had left.
One day, on visiting the cemetery, Laird Cockatrice
observed Agnes praying to what looked like a crude
gravestone. After she left, he walked over to the stone his
curiosity aroused. There were no markings on the grave. What
could this be? When he bought the land, it contained no graves;
the tomb had been built for his family. On the bill of deeds, the
date stated that the land was already a hundred years old!
Where had the grave come from? He had to find the old
records.
He searched through many books; but there weren’t any
maps of the area. The cemetery had never existed. He searched
for more books. Suddenly, Agnes appeared. “You will find
nothing, sir! Why waste what little time you have?”
Agnes sat opposite him, swinging the amulet back and
forth. The glinting light caught his eyes. Eventually, his eyes
closed and he fell into a deep sleep.
He awoke in the tomb. Swathed in tight bandages, only his
eyes were showing, filled with terror.
“So, here, Laird Cockatrice, is your resting place. We have
waited almost one hundred years for you. Do not have worries.
Hamish will join you soon. Sleep well!”
That night, Agnes went to her father’s grave. It took time
and love, but she exhumed him. Dragging his putrid body from
his casket, she laid him against the tree. “Not long, Dada.” She
prepared a drink for Hamish laced with a sleeping draft.
Hamish appeared, smelling of whiskey. “We’ve been
through so much, Agnes. I need to be close to you. I know you
want to wait for our wedding night, but please . . .”
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“I know how you feel, my love. I, too, feel the same. Here,
drink this.”
Before long, Hamish slept. Agnes covered his nose and
mouth until his breathing silenced. She placed the amulet on
his heart and took his last beats.
Agnes went behind the tree where her father’s putrid,
decaying body lay. She took the stake out of his heart and
replaced it with the amulet. Within seconds, the changes
started. His flesh started to grow back. His bones thrashed and
cracked. Steam and smoke enveloped the growing, evolving
corpse. Agnes stood back as her father’s body rose into the air,
breathing in fresh life. He floated to the ground and embraced
his child. The amulet beat a new, strong heartbeat.
“Daughter, let us finish our work!”
They entered the tomb, hand in hand. Laird Cockatrice
stood against the wall, his eyes filled with fear.
“Fear not. I am the Count, and it is your time. Be calm. We
have waited such a long time for you. At last I can take back
my birthright. Look into my eyes.”
The laird could fight no more. His face changed to that of
a corpse, and the count took over his features.
“You will never be disturbed. You are all at peace.”
The count took his daughter’s hand and walked toward the
manor.
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