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Opening of A Wizard of Earthsea by Ursula Le Guin 
 

THE ISLAND OF GONT, A single mountain that lifts its peak a mile above the 

storm-racked Northeast Sea, is a land famous for wizards. From the towns in its 

high valleys and the ports on its dark narrow bays many a Gontishman has gone 

forth to serve the Lords of the Archipelago in their cities as wizard or mage, or, 

looking for adventure, to wander working magic from isle to isle of all Earthsea. 

Of these some say the greatest, and surely the greatest voyager, was the man 

called Sparrowhawk, who in his day became both dragonlord and Archmage. His 

life is told of in the Deed of Ged and in many songs, but this is a tale of the time 

before his fame, before the songs were made. 
 

  He was born in a lonely village called Ten Alders, high on the mountain at the 

head of the Northward Vale. Below the village the pastures and plowlands of the 

Vale slope downward level below level towards the sea, and other towns lie on 

the bends of the River Ar; above the village only forest rises ridge behind ridge to 

the stone and snow of the heights. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Howl’s Moving Castle by Diana Wynne Jones 

 

 About this time everyone began talking of the Witch of the Waste again. It 

was said that the Witch had threatened the life of the King’s daughter and that 

the King had commanded his personal magician, Wizard Suliman, to go into the 

Waste and deal with the Witch. And it seemed that Wizard Suliman had not only 

failed to deal with the Witch: he had got himself killed by her. 

 So when, a few months after that, a tall black castle suddenly appeared on 

the hills above Market Chipping, blowing clouds of black smoke from its four tall, 

thin turrets, everybody was fairly sure that the Witch had moved out of the Waste 

again and was about to terrorise the country the way she used to fifty years ago. 

People got very scared indeed. Nobody went out alone, particularly, at night. 

What made it all the scarier was that the castle did not stay in the same place. 

Sometimes it was a tall black smudge on the moors to the northwest, sometimes 

it reared above the rocks to the east, and sometimes it came right downhill to sit 

in the heather only just beyond the last farm to the north. You could see it 

actually moving sometimes, with smoke pouring out from the turrets in dirty gray 

gusts. For a while everyone was certain that the castle would come right down 

into the valley before long, and the Mayor talked of sending to the King for help. 

 But the castle stayed roving about the hills, and it was learned that it did 

not belong to the Witch but to Wizard Howl. Wizard Howl was bad enough. 

Though he did not seem to want to leave the hills, he was known to amuse 

himself by collecting young girls and sucking the souls from them. Or some people 

said he ate their hearts. He was an utterly cold-blooded and heartless wizard and 

no young girl was safe from him if he caught her on her own. 

 

 

 

 

 



Howl’s Moving Castle – Sophie by Diana Wynne Jones 

In this extract, we meet Sophie, a girl who lives in the village near The Waste, where Howl and his 

moving castle are. Sophie has two younger sisters, Lettie and Martha.  

 

 But when she at last put a grey shawl over her grey dress and went out into the street, 

Sophie did not feel excited. She felt overwhelmed. There were too many people rushing past, 

laughing and shouting, far too much noise and jostling. Sophie felt as if the past months of sitting 

and sewing had turned her into an old woman or a semi-invalid. She gathered her shawl around 

her and crept along close to the houses, trying to avoid being trodden on by people’s best shoes 

or being jabbed by elbows in trailing silk sleeves. When there came a sudden volley of bangs 

from overhead somewhere, Sophie thought she was going to faint. She looked up and saw 

Wizard Howl’s castle right down on the hillside above the town, so near it seemed to be sitting 

on the chimneys. Blue flames were shooting out of all four of the castle’s turrets, bringing balls 

of blue fire with them that exploded high in the sky, quite horrendously. Wizard Howl seemed to 

be offended by May Day. Or maybe he was trying to join in, in his own fashion. Sophie was too 

terrified to care. She would have gone home, except that she was halfway to Cesari’s by then. So 

she ran. 

 “What’s made me think I wanted life to be interesting?” she asked as she ran. “I’d be far 

too scard. It comes of being the eldest of three.” 

 When she reached Market Square, it was worse, if possible. Most of the inns were in the 

Square. Crowds of young men swaggered beerily to and fro, trailing cloaks and long sleeves and 

stamping buckled boots they would never have dreamed of wearing on a working day, calling 

loud remarks and accosting girls. The girls strolled in fine paris, ready to be accosted. It was 

perfectly normal for May Day, but Sophie was scared of that too. And when a young man in a 

fantastical blue-and-silver costume spotted Sophie and decided to accost her as well, Sophie 

shrank into a shop doorway and tried to hide. 

 The young man looked at her in surprise. “It’s all right, you little grey mouse,” he said, 

laughing rather pityingly. “I only want to buy you a drink. Don’t look so scared.” 

 The pitying look made Sophie utterly ashamed. He was such a dashing specimen too, 

with a bony, sophisticated face – really quite old, well into his twenties – and elaborate blond 

hair. His sleeves trailedl onger than any in the Square, all scalloped edges and silver insets. “Oh, 

no thank you, if you please, sir,” Sophie stammered. “I – I’m on my way to see my sister.” 

 “Then by all means do so,” laughted this advanced young man. “Who am I to keep a 

pretty lady from her sister? Would you like me to go with you, since you seem so scared?” 

 He meant it kindly, which made Sophie more ashamed than ever. “No. No thank you, 

sir!” she gasped and fled away past him. He wore perfume too. The smell of hyacinths followed 

her as she ran. What a courtly person! Sophie thought, as she pushed her way between the little 

tables outside Cesari’s. 



 The tables were packed. Inside was packed and as noisy as the Square. Sophie located 

Lettie among the line of assistants at the counter because of the group of evident farmers’ sons 

leaning their elbows on it to shout remarks to her. Lettie, prettier than ever and perhaps a little 

thinner, was putting cakes into bags as fast as she could go, giving each bag a deft little twist and 

looking back under her own elbow with a smile and an answer for each bag she twisted. There 

was a great deal of laughter. Sophie had to fight her way through to the counter. 

 Lettie saw her. She looked shaken for a moment. Then her eyes and her smile widened 

and she shouted, “Sophie!” 

 “Can I talk to you?” Sophie yelled. “Somewhere,” she shouted, a little helplessly, as a 

large well-dressed elbow jostled her backf rom the counter. 

 “Just a moment!” Lettie screamed back. She turned to the girl next to her and whispered. 

The girl nodded, grinned, and came to take Lettie’s place. 

 “You’ll have to have me instead,” she said to the crowd. “Who’s next?” 

 “But I want to talk to you, Lettie!” one of the farmers’ sons yelled. 

 “Talk to Carrie” Lettie said. “I want to talk to my sister.” Nobody really seemed to mind. 

They jostled Sophie along to the end of the counter where Lettie held up a flap and beckoned, 

and told her not to keep Lettie all day.  When Sophie had edged through the flap, Lettie seized 

her wrist and dragged her into the back of the shop, to a room surrounded by rack upon wooden 

rack, each one filled with rows of cakes. Lettie pulled forward two stools. “Sit down,” she said. 

She looked in the nearest rack, in an absent-minded way, and handed Sophie a cream cake out of 

it. “You may need this,” she said. 

 Sophie sank onto the stool, breathing the rich smell of cake and feeling a little tearful. 

“Oh, Lettie!” she said. “I am so glad to see you!” 

 “Yes, and I’m glad you’re sitting down,” said Lettie. “You see, I’m not Lettie, I’m 

Martha.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Secret life of Modern-Day Witches 

It is 400 years since the Pendle witch trials led to 10 people being hanged 
for witchcraft. But do modern witches still suffer prejudice? 

He has carved out a successful career as an employment lawyer. 

But the 38-year-old, who is sometimes known as Myrddin, also takes part in activities which 
he prefers to keep secret. 

For Myrddin is the head of a witches' coven in Lancashire. 

He said: "We don't do anything sinister like Devil worship and we don't make human or 
animal sacrifices. 

"We honour, revere and give thanks to nature. We celebrate the seasons. It's not all blood 
and gore. In spring, we celebrate life and rebirth then in the winter, decay and death to 
make way for new life." 

His coven in Chorley is little more than 30 miles from Pendle, where in 1612, 10 people 
were seized amid claims of being involved in witchcraft. 

But, 400 years later, prejudice against witches stills exists, according to Myrddin. 

He said: "It comes from ignorance and fear of the unknown and it is the reason why rituals 
and celebrations are held in secret." 

Witch school 

In his spare time, he wears a cloak "or something warm for the great outdoors" and heads 
up a magical working group practising traditional witchcraft which includes druidry, 
shamanism and wicca. 

He said there is no conflict between his day job and his spiritualism. "My philosophy is to 
live in honour and honour every living thing, our landscape and the world we live in." 

Since he was a young child, Myrddin has had an affinity with the countryside. 

He said: "I could feel the magic of nature. I was brought up a staunch Christian but it wasn't 
enough and I realised there was label for what I felt - paganism." 

The coven celebrates eight Celtic festivals across the year and the moon cycles in the 
Lancashire countryside centred around a campfire where the motto is "eat, drink and be 
merry". 



Hazel Woods, of the Pagan Federation, said there are witches of all social classes and 
occupations but prejudice means many are still reticent about declaring their beliefs. 

Kathy Rowan-Drewitt, 51, from Blackpool, runs her own witch school and has taught more 
than 60 witches. 

She said: "Many still keep being a witch secret from their family, friends and work for fear of 
being treated unfairly or thought of as weird. 

"Times have changed but calling someone a witch is still used as a derogatory term. 

"We are often misrepresented and treated as a joke by the media yet paganism is the sixth 
biggest religion in this country." 

She may be open now about being a witch but she hid her interest until she was 30 and had 
divorced her first husband. 

The former medical secretary said it was then that her "life began". 

She became interested after a friend introduced her to a group of witches. 

Mrs Rowan-Drewitt said: "Retrospectively I was like them but my ex-husband was very anti-
religion and I knew he would have freaked out. 

"After we split I was free to be myself and follow my dreams so I learnt astrology and joined 
the Pagan Federation." 

'Birthday cake' 

The mother-of-two, who describes herself as a wiccan priestess and magician, now passes 
on her knowledge of wicca through workshops, meditation and rituals. 

She said: "We use spells to do good. We never do nasty spells. They're always so life takes 
a better turn. 

"Getting promotions, helping neighbours get on better. I do spells for any problem in life. 

"Spells are like knives; they can be used to do good things in the hands of a surgeon or bad 
things like stabbing someone." 

Mrs Rowan-Drewitt said wicca gets a negative press but she said most people have done 
spells without realising it.   

"When you gather round a birthday cake and blow out candles and make a wish. You raise 
energy, focus and make a wish and don't tell anyone what it is - in essence it is magic." 

 

 



Campaign to Pardon the Last Witch 

Mary Martin was 11 years old when her father taught her to box. She would come home 

from school scratched and bruised, her ears ringing with abuse from the playground. 

Mary Martin had the unhappy distinction of being the granddaughter of Britain's last 

convicted witch. 

Mrs Martin knew her grandmother, Helen Duncan, as a comforting woman she could 

trust, the granny with a special gift: talking to spirits. But this was April 1944, at the 

height of the war with Germany. Mrs Duncan had just been branded by an Old Bailey 

jury as a witch and spy guilty of revealing wartime secrets. 

Some 50 years after Mrs Duncan's death, a fresh campaign has been launched to clear 

her name, with a petition calling on the home secretary, John Reid, to grant a 

posthumous pardon. Her conviction, said Mrs Martin, was simply "ludicrous". 

The appeal is winning international support from experts in perhaps the world's most 

infamous witch trial: the conviction and execution of 20 girls, men and women at Salem, 

Massachusetts, in 1692. "Helen Duncan was very much victimised by her times, and 

she too suffered," said Alison D'Amario, education director at the Salem Witch Museum. 

Mrs Duncan, a Scotswoman who travelled the country holding seances, was one of 

Britain's best-known mediums, reputedly numbering Winston Churchill and George VI 

among her clients, when she was arrested in January 1944 by two naval officers at a 

seance in Portsmouth. The military authorities, secretly preparing for the D-day landings 

and then in a heightened state of paranoia, were alarmed by reports that she had 

disclosed - allegedly via contacts with the spirit world - the sinking of two British 

battleships long before they became public. The most serious disclosure came when 

she told the parents of a missing sailor that his ship, HMS Barham, had sunk. It was 

true, but news of the tragedy had been suppressed to preserve morale.  

Desperate to silence the apparent leak of state secrets, the authorities charged Mrs 

Duncan with conspiracy, fraud, and with witchcraft under an act dating back to 1735 - 

the first such charge in over a century. At the trial, only the "black magic" allegations 

stuck, and she was jailed for nine months at Holloway women's prison in north London. 

Churchill, then prime minister, visited her in prison and denounced her conviction as 

"tomfoolery". In 1951, he repealed the 200-year-old act, but her conviction stood. Mrs 

Martin recalls that news of Mrs Duncan's conviction spread through her working-class 

suburb of Craigmillar in Edinburgh like a virus. "It was in all the papers, and of course 

the evil eye, witch-spawn - you name it, we were called it. My older sister, Helen, just 

wouldn't mention it. She shut it out of her mind. It was grim. I was only 11 years old, and 

children can be the cruellest under the sun. It taught us how to look after ourselves, I 

can tell you that much." 

She remains nonplussed that the case ever went to court. "The arrest was silly really. If 

they'd spoken to her she would've stopped giving seances until the war was over. Let's 



be honest: she'd two sons in the navy, and one in the RAF, and my father in the army. 

So why would she turn around and put the country at risk?" 

"The prosecution and conviction of Helen Duncan as a witch was clearly as much of an 

injustice as those of the 16th and 17th centuries," stated an anonymous source. 

"It's hardly credible that a 20th century court would be prepared to convict someone of 

witchcraft - within living memory of many in this present government. As well as the 

deprivations suffered by Helen Duncan in prison, the effect of the stigma on her family 

was and remains considerable." 

Mrs Martin insists her grandmother was a genuine spiritualist, "an ordinary woman with 

a gift. I just want her name cleared. She was never given the chance to defend herself 

at the trial. It was such an injustice. While all this was happening, our troops were 

preparing for D-day. Why did they spend 10 days trying an old lady for witchcraft?" 

Witch hunts reached their peak in the UK in the 17th century, when the church viewed 

witches as devil-worshipping heretics. In 1604 James I issued a statute against 

witchcraft. Numerous trials followed, including those instigated by Matthew Hopkins, 

self-appointed witchfinder general, from 1644 to 1647. 

Hopkins travelled the south-east seeking out witches, using torture to secure 

confessions and using methods such as swimming - throwing the accused into a river 

and judging them innocent if they sank - to determine guilt. He is thought to have 

executed 200-400 "witches". In Manningtree, Essex, alone, he accused 36 women, 19 

of whom were executed; a further nine died in prison. 

The accused were overwhelmingly female, often widows with no family to protect them. 

Some were herbalists or healers, practices opposed by church teachings, and some 

probably did practise dark arts, though most were innocent. The last execution for 

witchcraft in England was in 1684, when Alice Molland was hanged in Exeter. James I's 

statute was repealed in 1736 by George II. In Scotland, the church outlawed witchcraft 

in 1563 and 1,500 people were executed, the last, Janet Horne, in 1722. 

Gerald Brousseau Gardner founded the modern Wicca movement in the 1940s, 11 

years before the repeal of Britain's witchcraft laws. Followers revere nature, worship a 

goddess and practice ritual magic. In the 2001 census, 7,000 people listed Wicca as 

their religion. 

 

 

 

 

 



Witchcraft in 19th-century England 

Witchcraft still keeps its hold on the minds of many of our peasants. They never 
doubt its reaIity, although their conceptions of its effects, and the powers of those 
who are supposed to practise the art, have undergone much modification since the 
time when witchcraft was made a capital crime. 
 
At present, reputed witches are supposed to employ themselves much more in doing 
mischief than in 'raising storms and causing great devastations both by sea and land'. 
 
Witch feasts are now unknown; nor do the 'old crones' now fly through the air on 
broomsticks; but they are supposed to be able to cause bad luck to those who offend 
them; to produce fatal diseases in those they desire to punish more severely; and to 
plague the farmers by afflicting their cattle, and rendering their produce 
unprofitable. 
 
Sickles, triple pieces of iron, and horse shoes, may still be found on the beams and 
behind the doors of stables and shippons; which are supposed to possess the power 
of destroying, or preventing, the effects of witchcraft; and self-holed stones, termed 
'lucky-stones', are still suspended over the backs of cows, in order that they may be 
protected from every diabolical influence. 
 
When cream is 'bynged', and will produce no butter by any amount of churning, it is 
said to be bewitched and a piece of red hot iron is frequently put into the churn, in 
order that the witch may be 'burnt out', and that butter may be produced. To 
prevent cream from being bynged, dairy maids are taught to sing when churning: 
 
“Come, butter, come;  
Peter stands at t'yate,  
Waiting for a butter cake;  
Come, butter, come.” 
 
When we see a fire on the top of a hill, we are sometimes assured that the flame is a 
witch-fire, and that the witches may be seen dancing round it at midnight. It is firmly 
believed that no witch, nor even any very ill-disposed person, can step over anything 
in the shape of a cross. Hence persons are advised to lay a broom across the doorway 
when any suspected person is coming in. If their suspicions are well grounded, the 
witch will make some excuse and pass along the road. 
 
The power of a witch is supposed to be destroyed by sprinkling salt into the fire nine 
mornings in succession. The person who sprinkles the salt must be the one affected 



by the supposed witchcraft, and as the salt drops down must repeat, 'Salt! Salt! I put 
thee into the fire, and may the person who has bewitched me neither eat, drink, nor 
sleep, until the spell is broken.' 
 
During 1871 a young man, resident near Manchester, suspected his own mother of 
having bewitched him, and the above spell was repeated in the presence of the 
magistrates before whom he was summoned, in consequence of his inhuman 
conduct to his mother. There is also a female resident near Burnley, who refuses to 
live with her husband, because she suspects him of having bewitched her on many 
occasions. 
 
Witches and Halloween 
 
(from the old English 'halwen', saints), denotes the vigil and day of All Saints, October 
31st  and November 1st , a season abounding in superstitious observances. 
It was firmly believed in Lancashire that the witches assembled on this night at their 
general rendezvous in the Forest of Pendle, a ruined and desolate farmhouse, called 
the Malkin Tower. 
 
This superstition led to another, that of lighting, lating, or leeting the witches. 
It was believed that if a lighted candle were carried about the fells or hills from 
eleven to twelve o'clock at night, and burned all that time steadily, it had so far 
triumphed over the evil power of the witches, who, as they passed to the Malkin 
Tower, would employ their utmost efforts to extinguish the light, and the person 
whom it represented might safely defy their malice during the season, but if, by any 
accident the candle went out, it was an omen of evil to the luckless wight for whom 
the experiment was made. 
 
It was also deemed inauspicious to cross the threshold of that person until after the 
return from leeting, and not then unless the candle had preserved its light. A Mr. 
Milner describes this ceremony as having been recently performed. 
 
Taken from Lancashire Folklore, 1882, John Harland and T.T. Wilkinson. 

 

 

 

 



Kindred by Octavia E. Butler extract 

In this extract we see the main character, Dana, who is black, feel dizzy and then, somehow, 

travel back in time to the year 1815, to the Deep South of the USA. She finds a white boy, 

Rufus, drowning… 

I bent to push him another box full, then straightened quickly as I began to feel dizzy, 

nauseated. The room seemed to blur and darken around me. I stayed on my feet for a moment 

holding on to a bookcase and wondering what was wrong, then finally, I collapsed to my knees. 

I heard Kevin make a wordless sound of surprise, heard him ask, “What happened?” 

I raised my head and discovered that I could not focus on him. 

“Something is wrong with me,” I gasped. 

I heard him move toward me, saw a blur of gray pants and blue shirt. Then, just before he 

would have touched me, he vanished. 

The house, the books, everything vanished. Suddenly, I was outdoors kneeling on the ground 

beneath trees. I was in a green place. I was at the edge of a wood. Before me was a wide, 

tranquil river, and near the middle of that river was a child splashing, screaming… 

Drowning! 

I reacted to the child in trouble. Later I could ask questions, try to find out where I was, what 

had happened. Now I went to help the child. 

I ran down to the river, waded into the water fully clothed, and swam quickly to the child. He 

was unconscious by the time I reached him – a small, red-haired boy floating, face down. I 

turned him over, got a hood hold on him so that his head was above water, and towed him in. 

There was a red-haired woman waiting for us on the shore now. Or rather, she was running 

back and forth crying on the shore. The moment she saw that I was wading, she ran out, took 

the boy from me and carried him the rest of the way, feeling and examining him as she did. 

“He’s not breathing!” she screamed. 

Artificial respiration. I had seen it done, been told about it, but I had never done it. Now was 

the time to try. The woman was in no condition to do anything useful, and there was no one 

else in sight. As we reached shore, I snatched the child from her. He was no more than four or 

five years old, and not very big. 

I put him down on his back, tilted his head back, and began mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. I 

saw his chest move as I breathed into him. Then, suddenly, the woman began beating me. 

“You killed my baby!” she screamed. “You killed him!” 



I turned and managed to catch her pounding fists. “Stop it!” I shouted, putting all the authority I 

could into my voice. “He’s alive!” Was he? I couldn’t tell. Please God, let him be alive. “The 

boy’s alive. Now let me help him.” I pusher her away, glad she was a little smaller than I was, 

and turned my attention back to her son. Between breaths, I saw her staring at me blankly. 

Then she dropped to her knees beside me, crying. 

Moments later, the boy began breathing on his own – breathing and coughing and choking and 

throwing up and crying for his mother. If he could do all that, he was all right. I sat back from 

him, feeling light-headed, relieved. I had done it! 

“He’s alive!” cried the woman. She grabbed him and nearly smothered him. “Oh, Rufus, baby!” 

Rufus. Ugly name to inflict on a reasonably nice-looking little kid. 

When Rufus saw that it was his mother who held him, he clung to her, screaming as loudly as 

he could. There was nothing wrong with his voice, anyway. Then, suddenly, there was another 

voice. 

 

“What the devil’s going on here?” A man’s voice, angry and demanding. 

I turned, startled, and found myself looking down the barrel of the longest rifle I had ever seen. 

I heard a metallic click, and I froze, thinking I was going to be shot for saving the boy’s life. I was 

going to die. 

I tried to speak, but my voice was suddenly gone. I felt sick and dizzy. My vision blurred so badly 

I could not distinguish the gun or the face of the man behind it. I heard the woman speak 

sharply, but I was too far gone into sickness and panic to understand what she said. 

Then the man, the woman, the boy, the gun all vanished. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Magic Box by Kit Wright 

 

I will put in the box 

 

the swish of a silk sari on a summer night, 

fire from the nostrils of a Chinese dragon, 

the tip of a tongue touching a tooth. 

 

I will put in the box 

 

a snowman with a rumbling belly 

a sip of the bluest water from Lake 

Lucerene, 

a leaping spark from an electric fish. 

 

I will put in the box 

 

three violet wishes spoken in Gujarati, 

the last joke of an ancient uncle, 

and the first smile of a baby. 

 

I will put in the box 

 

a fifth season and a black sun, 

a cowboy on a broomstick 

and a witch on a white horse. 

 

My box is fashioned from ice and gold and 

steel, 

with stars on the lid and secrets in the 

corners. 

Its hinges are the toe joints of dinosaurs. 

 

I shall surf in my box 

on the great high-rolling breakers of the 

wild Atlantic, 

then wash ashore on a yellow beach 

the colour of the sun. 


