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Chapter One
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Its nose is too small,” declared Aunt
Drab, poking her own long and pointed
nose into the new baby’s cot. “And . . .

ugh! It’s smiling at me !”
“Let me see! Let me see!” Aunt

Stormkettle pushed her elderly sister aside.
She too peered into the cot, her black,
stringy hair dangling down like a bead
curtain. “Oh, how disappointing!” she said
when she saw the baby’s sweet face. “It
doesn’t look like any of us!”

“Doesn’t look like anybody!” said Aunt
Thunder. “It’s almost pretty and it looks
disgustingly pleasant.”

“And it hasn’t got a single spot!” said
Drab, who was extremely proud of her own
green and warty features. “That child’s too
ordinary to be our niece.   It’s a usurper!”

“Oh, come now dear!” said Aunt Nettle,
possibly the kindest of the Aunts, as she put
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an arm around her sister. “Of course it isn’t
a usurper. They come from the Himalayas,
don’t they, or somewhere like that?”

“No, they don’t! And I didn’t mean that!”
“Oh, well! I was never good at geography.

But such a clever word, Drab. What does it
mean?”

“It means that baby doesn’t belong here.
That’s what it means!”

“Oh, how can you say that about our dear
Hayzell’s baby? She may be our great, great,
great, great and ever-so-many greats, great
niece but make no mistake, that child is
ours! As for the smile, well, it’s very young.
I expect it was a touch of wind. That
happens with babies. I don’t think they can
help it.”

“Rotting cabbage!” said Thunder. “Witch
babies don’t do it! I know a real smile when
I see one, and I hate smiles! That child looks
to me as though it’s going to grow up to be
a goody-goody!”

“Oh no!” The gaggle of ancient crones
once more dipped their horrible heads into
the small, black cot. “No, you don’t mean
that, sister. It can’t be good.”

Aunt Stormkettle poked the small bundle
with a bony finger. “I’d like it to be a bad,
ugly baby and think horribly evil thoughts.
Say gungey-gungey, baby! Pokey-eyes-out.
Sicky-sicky.”
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The baby cooed happily and burped; a
quiet, delicate burp like a musical hiccup.
Then it smiled prettily, turned over and fell
asleep sucking its thumb. Stormkettle
recoiled in horror.

“Festering frogs! Look at it! I’ve never
seen such a contented child.”

“You silly old hags,” cried Thunder,
elbowing her way through  her flapping,
fussing sisters. “If you’d stop dribbling
over that gruesome baby and stand back,
you might see something important. But I
don’t suppose any of you have the eye for
it.”

The Aunts began to bicker.
“Speak for yourself! I saw it!”
“Oh, listen to her. So did I!”
“What was it then?”
“Not telling!”
“You didn’t see it!”
“Yes I did!”
“Didn’t!”
“Did! Did! Did!” The Aunts’ shrill voices

got louder and louder.
“Beee-KWY-ERT!” Thunder was well

named. She was a large witch with a voice so
terrible that sometimes it made the sky
shudder and the clouds mass together in a
dark huddle. At such times the clouds were
so frightened they cried, and drenched the
earth in their tears.
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The quarrelsome sisters took notice of
Thunder – not because she was older or
wiser, but because she was a lot bigger and
had a vile temper. When she had their
attention Thunder said, “Our new niece is
very plain, well we can all see that, not one
single pimple! Sister Drab put it very well
when she said the child is ordinary. So
ordinary, I would say, it could almost be a
mortal.”

“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” There was a long
and eerie intake of breath from the horrified
Aunts. It sounded like all four winds blowing
through all the forests in the world. It was a
noise which sent shivers down the spines of
all who heard it. Likening a witchling to a
mortal was a terrible thing to say.
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Chapter Two
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The awful sound of the horrified Aunts
reached the ears of the baby’s mother,
Witch Hayzell. She had been in the

kitchen preparing supper for her great and
ancient Aunts who had gathered together
for the Witchling Naming Ceremony. It is a
peculiar tradition among witches that
Aunts, and only Aunts, name the children.
Boy or girl it does not matter, nor do the
opinions of the parents on these occasions.
Sensing trouble, which is easy for a witch,
Hayzell pushed her way through the Aunts
still crowding round the cot.

“What’s the matter?” She picked up her
small daughter. “What have the Aunties
been doing to you? Is baby alright?”

“Put that child down!” said Stormkettle.
“It makes my bunions burn to see you
cooing and cuddling it! It’ll only make it
good-tempered. ‘Bout time it learnt a few



nasties. Six months old and what does it do?
Why, my little Stormina Teacup could zap up
her favourite toy at that age, and make it
fetch and carry for her. I remember when my
Stormina . . .”

Hayzell interrupted quickly because once
Aunt Stormkettle settled into a story about
her Stormina there was no stopping her.
“But this little one is not yours, Aunt —
she’s mine! And I can assure you, there’s
nothing wrong with her at all!” Hayzell laid
the baby down on its black, frilly pillow
where it immediately went to sleep.

“Look at that!” said Drab. “Not a whimper.
I don’t understand it. Why isn’t it crying?”

Hayzell had no answer to this, so she said,
“Supper’s ready.” Then she added, “The
naming ceremony can begin.”

This was the moment the Aunts had been
waiting for. They made a rush for the cot,
elbowing and pushing each other out of the
way, to get closer to the baby.

It was surprising to think the Aunts had
so much energy for they were extremely old.
Some were so ancient their birthdays were
counted in hundreds instead of years. Some
were still in their prime, but others were
frail and doddery. Hayzell loved every one of
them, especially Aunt Nettle. She was so old
she had long forgotten when she was born,
and a few other things besides — including

7



most of her spells. She was becoming
unreliable and would soon have to retire.

The Aunts’ clothes had to be seen to be
believed. Each wore an assortment of dark
and dirty rags, handed down through
centuries of fashion. The messier they
looked, the happier they were. It was the
way of Aunts, especially old and witchy
ones. Aunt Thunder was the only one who
kept the same garment on top all the time.
It was a waterproof raincoat which was
several sizes too big, making her look even
fatter than she already was. But Thunder
liked its shininess because she could see
everything in it! She could see herself, and
anybody who might be sneaking up behind
her!

Hayzell was the only witch in the room
who was not completely ugly. She did have a
long nose but it was an elegant nose. She
also had startling green eyes but they were
attractive, almond-shaped eyes. She had
unusual red hair that glowed in the dark and
she did not wear the customary black, but
all the colours of the rainbow which,
although accepted by the regular witches,
was nonetheless considered rather
eccentric.

Hayzell’s eccentricity had recently been
the subject of much gossip among her
Aunts. Hadn’t she gone off two years ago
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and got married without inviting them to
the wedding? And who was this Marvo the
Magnificent she had married? Had anybody
met him? No! Then back she comes one
night with her new baby, but no sign of
Marvo. The Aunts questioned her closely but
learnt nothing.

“Sit down! For crow’s sake!” roared
Thunder, trying to bring about some order.
Worn out with struggling, the Aunts
collapsed onto the floor into a semicircle of
old, black rags. Hayzell stood next to the cot
and the first part of the ceremony began.
Names were tossed to and fro. Into the circle
and out again. Each Aunt had a chosen name.

“Slime! Spiderlegs! Acid-drop! Sludgebucket!
Muddikins!”

Each was considered carefully.
“Too green. Too thin. Too sharp. Too

muddy. Too silly!”
Then it was Aunt Thunder’s turn. “That

child doesn’t deserve one of our names.
Naturally, I’d like it to be named after me
but I tell you, sisters, that infant hasn’t got
what it takes. I suggest we call it something
really wet, like Raindrop, or Shower or,
better still — Drizzle.”

The Aunts seemed to like this name. A
thin buzz of excitement ran round the circle.

“Hmmn, Drizzle? Hmmmm, sounds
alright. Sounds wet enough!”
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Aunt Thunder smirked under the large
collar of her mirror-like raincoat. “Then, if we
all agree, I say we get on with the supper.”

“Wait a bit,” cried Hayzell, who did not
really want her first-born daughter to be
called Drizzle. “Aunt Nettle hasn’t said
anything yet.”

“Well dear, I hadn’t really thought of
anything.”

“Typical!” said Stormkettle. “You shouldn’t
have come if you didn’t have a name.”

“I should so!”
“No, you shouldn’t!”
“Yes, I should!”
“Shouldn’t!”
“Should! Should! Hundred times should!

So there!”
“OK! OK!” said Hayzell, losing just a little

patience with her Aunts. “If you haven’t got
a name, then it’ll have to be . . .”

“But I have got a name!” said Nettle.
“Which of us said the witchling looked   like
a goody?”

“Me!” said Drab. “Terrible crying shame!”
“No, it isn’t!” said Nettle.
“’Tis!” said Drab, “I just said so!”
“No, it isn’t!”
“’TIS!”

“Oh, get on with it, you miserable old
crones,” bellowed Aunt Thunder. “I want my
supper!”
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“I’m sorry, sister,” said Nettle, “but if it is
a goody, and wickedness knows we hope she
won’t be, then why not call her Goodrun?”

Stormkettle said she had never heard of
such a sick-making name. Drab said it was
yukky and Thunder said it would put her off
her supper. The witches began to argue
again. Hayzell waited patiently and, after a
while, they came out of their huddle and
Drab, who was spokeswitch, said, “We name
this child as Nettle named her — Goodrun!”

Then they slapped and hugged and shook
poor old Nettle till she was dizzy. Even Aunt
Thunder said the name was probably more
suitable. Hayzell smiled fondly at her
daughter and as she bent down to kiss the
baby’s soft, downy cheek she whispered,
“It’s a pity your father can’t be here but . . .
here’s a present from him.” And underneath
the pillow Hayzell tucked a small brown
envelope. “One day perhaps, when you are
older, and able to understand, I’ll tell you all
about him.”

And while the Aunts nosily gobbled up
their Batswing soup and Frogsleg fritters,
baby Goodrun slept, blissfully unaware that
she was very special and quite different
from everyone else.

11



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000500044004600206587686353ef901a8fc7684c976262535370673a548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200208fdb884c9ad88d2891cf62535370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef653ef5728684c9762537088686a5f548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200204e0a73725f979ad854c18cea7684521753706548679c300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b370c2a4d06cd0d10020d504b9b0d1300020bc0f0020ad50c815ae30c5d0c11c0020ace0d488c9c8b85c0020c778c1c4d560002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken voor kwaliteitsafdrukken op desktopprinters en proofers. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents for quality printing on desktop printers and proofers.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /NA
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure true
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /NA
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice




