
We are the Grandsons........ 

By Alaric Greene 

 

Will, a young man in his early twenties stands in front of a privet hedge. A damaged 

bicycle is wedged into the hedge. 

 

Will: Bugger! I'm late. I'm late. No, I'm not a bloody white rabbit. It's just that I'm 

always late to the meetings. Always the last one to arrive and I always get the same 

slightly pitying look from H and eye rolls and smirks from the rest of the lads. I do try. 

Honestly I do but there's always something that mucks up my plans. I mean, take 

today for instance, I got up on time, showered, fed the cat, had breakfast whilst 

checking emails, got everything together for later and then, five minutes before I was 

going to leave, there's a knock at the back door. And then I go through this whole 

internal monologue about should I answer it? Should I pretend to be out and slowly 

and quietly duck down under the kitchen table? Should I answer the knock in the 

hope that whoever it is can be dealt with quickly? I mean, it could be a delivery, 

could be that order of herbs I'm waiting for from that little market in Chinatown. 

Aaargh, what do I do?! And then the choice is taken out of my hands as the knock 

moves from the kitchen door to the kitchen window and I can see it's the older Mr 

Murray. From the farm. And he can now see me, mid squat, and he waves, so I 

wave back and smile and go and open the door. 

 

And now, twenty five minutes later, after a loooong chat about his poorly pig I've 

calmed him down, assured him the pig will be fine, and given him some ointment to 

rub on her chest. And the clock is ticking REALLY LOUDLY at me, as if to reprimand 

and remind me that I'm late. I KNOW I'M LATE! But what was I supposed to do? 

Turn him away? Tell him the pig is on her last legs and that, at seventeen, she's had 

a good innings and to just go home and sit with her until the end and then enjoy 

sausages for the next six months? Of course I can't. And H knows that. In fact he'd 

be horrified if I had turned Mr M away. But I'll still get that look when I sneak in at the 

back. 

 

So that's why I'm now busting a gut, pushing myself, coaxing every last ounce of 

speed out of old faithful with the wind blowing my hair all over the place. Ducking and 

diving. GET OUT OF THE WAY. Stupid Duck! And I'm here, I've made it. And I'm 

coming in too fast and, oh shi..... Ouch! Bloody ouch! Two grazed knees, ankle feels 

a bit tender and my hair's full of greenery after taking out a hanging basket at the 

end. I mean, hanging baskets? What are they all about? But I'm only 7 and a half 

minutes late so maybe 'the look' won't be quite a pitying as usual from H.  

 

Of course, they all turn and look when I try and slide in. All twelve of them. All the 

lads. And I still get 'the look' from H so I squeeze in between Dom and Barney and 

they both grin and roll their eyes and Barney picks a few bits of lobelia out of my hair. 

Now we can start and Herne coughs to get everyone's attention. 



 

"Merry Meet gentlemen". 

 

Yes, that's right. I'm a witch. A male witch. And I do what I can for the community 

when I'm asked. We don't advertise, it's all a sort of word of mouth thing. And the cat 

isn't my familiar not as far as he's concerned, he just turned up one day, developed a 

likeness for sardines and has hung around ever since. I don't think he gives a stuff 

that I'm a witch as long as there are sardines. And, no, I didn't crash and fall off my 

broomstick. It was my bike. And I think the back mud guard will come off on the way 

home. 

 

So, here we are. A coven of male witches. Not that common I know but there are a 

few of us around. And don't, just DON’T, call any of us wizards. No such thing. We're 

witches.  

 

And we are the grandsons of all the witches you couldn't burn. 


