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T H E  M U D  B O O K

The Spell wouldn’t stay on the shelf. It bounced on 
the floor and rolled under the kitchen table. Rayne 
sighed and picked it up for the third time, feeling 
the scroll softly vibrate. ‘Stay there,’ she muttered, 
wedging it underneath a pile of scrolls on the shelf. 
It was always the same with the Spell of Energy, it 
could never wait to be released.

She turned to a stack of parchments lying on the 
table. On top, beautifully inked in Mam’s golden 
script, was the Spell of Sleep. She rolled it up, tied it 
with twine, and tried to stop herself yawning. 

Sunlight streamed through the window, 
brightening the dimly lit kitchen. Its playful beams 
danced across the copper pans hanging from the 
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shimmer dissipated. 
Mam sat back in her chair, closing the Spell book 

at her elbow. ‘Sorry, the orchard will have to wait. I 
need your help in the village this afternoon. Market 
day is always busiest with people wanting Spells 
breathed over them.’

‘Can’t I go out? Just for a bit? I haven’t seen my 
friends for weeks.’

Mam shook her head. ‘You knew how it would 
be when you became my apprentice. You’ve got too 
much to learn. There’s no time for playing games.’

‘But we wouldn’t be playing. We’d be helping 
Farmer Wyn with the harvest.’

Mam grinned. ‘I’m not sure Wyn sees it that way.’ 
She held out her freshly written parchment. ‘Come 
on. Roll that up and I’ll make us a nice cup of tea.’

Rayne took the Spell. Word-magic tingled into her 
hand and the muscles in her legs twitched. ‘What’s 
this one?’ 

‘What does it feel like?’ 
Rayne shrugged. ‘I don’t know.’ Lightning quick, 

she rolled the parchment and put it with the others.
‘It’s the Spell of Speed.’ Mam rose from her 

chair and went to the fire. Using a tea towel, she 
unhooked a steaming copper kettle. ‘Winter will be 
here soon. The village council want the Spell to help 
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ceiling, reminding her she was stuck inside while 
Tom and the others were in the orchard. The school 
bell had rung ten minutes ago. Everyone would 
be outside now, helping with the apple harvest. 
Rayne’s mouth turned up at the corner. Well, maybe 
not helping. More like hanging upside down and 
sneaking apples into their pockets. 

She struggled to tie a knot around the last scroll. 
The Spell of Strength felt heavier than the others, 
and it took both hands to hoist it onto the shelf. 
‘All done, Mam,’ she said, wiping her hands on her 
apron. ‘Can I go down to the orchard now?’

Mam sat at the other end of the table, hunched 
over a blank parchment. Her long braids draped across 
her back out of the way. Deep lines of concentration 
crinkled the corners of her eyes. ‘Just a minute, love,’ 
she said, not taking her eyes off the sheet. Her face 
began to glow with a golden light; a light Rayne knew 
had nothing to do with the candles on the table. The 
light glowed outwards, radiating from deep inside. It 
shone brighter and brighter. 

Rayne’s heart skipped a beat as bright inky words 
swept from Mam’s forehead and cascaded onto the 
parchment like a waterfall. They jostled and circled 
each other, forming themselves into the lines of a 
Spell. As the ink dried, the words stilled, and their 
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you a million times, there’s nothing to worry about.’ 
She patted the chair beside her.

Rayne’s mouth went dry. 
She perched next to Mam, her eyes fixed on the 

book. It was as wide as her hand and covered in a 
thick layer of dried mud. She hadn’t been this close 
to it for years, not since she was a toddler. Not since 
Mam had accidentally left it in reach of her curious 
fingers. 

Mam pushed a cup forwards. ‘Drink up, and we’ll 
make a start.’

Rayne tore her gaze from the mud book. She 
didn’t feel like drinking tea. 

She felt sick. 

Candlelight flickered as Mam stroked her fingers 
across the muddy cover. ‘This Spell book is very 
precious. It was given to me by a Word Master, 
when I was an apprentice at the Great Library.’ 

Dark shapes under the mud’s surface wriggled 
towards Mam’s fingers. As she lifted the cover 
the dark shapes bobbled into horned heads. They 
pushed through the dirt. 

Rayne clasped her hands together. 
Tiny mouths cracked open, revealing sharp white 
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finish ploughing the fields out by the barrier.’ 
Rayne rubbed her hands to dispel the tingle of 

word-magic. ‘You could’ve warned me it was a 
weird one.’

Mam poured hot water into the teapot. ‘If you 
concentrate on your studies, you’ll soon get used to 
the way each Spell feels.’

Rayne sighed and turned back to the sunlit 
window, wondering what Tom and Jenna and the 
others were up to without her.

Mam stirred the pot thoughtfully. ‘Perhaps 
it’s time you learned to mindwrite a Spell. You’ll 
recognize them faster then.’ 

Rayne’s eyes slid to the Spell book on the table. 
She bit her lip. ‘Shouldn’t we wait? I mean, you 
always said the Great Library was the best place to 
learn to mindwrite.’ 

‘It is. But you know the place has been abandoned 
for years. There’s no apprentice school now.’ Mam 
lifted two cups from the dresser and poured the tea.

‘Maybe it’ll re-open soon?’ Rayne murmured.
The teapot clunked on the table. ‘It won’t. The 

place is crawling with monsters.’ Mam’s chair creaked 
as she sat down. ‘You can’t put it off any longer.’ 

I can try, thought Rayne.
Mam spooned honey into both cups. ‘I’ve told 




