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A TRUE FABLE

By Sybil Leek



«

The author’s son, Ju lia n , and the jackdaw, Hotfoot Jackson

Sybil Leek, author, lecturer, radio and television per
sonality, has written widely on a variety of subjects and 
is a professional writer and editor for television. Her most 
recent book, A Shop in the H igh Street, was published 
in this country last year, winning wide acclaim.

For many years the Leek family lived near New Forest, 
in England, the scene of witches’ covens for centuries. 
Sybil Leek is considered the most famous living witch. 
A  woman of many interests, she is a leading authority on 
witchcraft, and is constantly searching for new material 
in the scientific investigation of psychic phenomena.



O ther  B ooks B y  S y b il  L eek

A Shop in the High Street 
and

Have Mania—W ill Collect



THE JACKDAW 
c4ND THE WITCH 

c4 True (Fable

by
Sybil Leek

illustrations by fBarbara <Efting

^Prentice-Hall, Inc.,

<Englewood Cliffs, cNew Je rse y



First published in Great Britain 1965 as Mr Hotfoot Jackson by Frederick 
Muller Limited (London)

The Jackdaw and the Witch: A True Fable by Sybil Leek 

First American Edition, 1966

©  1965 by Sybil Leek/Illustrations ©  1966 by Prentice-Hall Inc./All 
rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any means, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review, without 
permission in writing from the publisher./Library of Congress Catalog 
Card Number: 66-26227/Printed in the United States of America/T 
50925/Prentice-Hall International Inc., London/Prentice-Hall of Australia, 
Pty. Ltd., Sydney/Prentice-Hall of Canada, Ltd., Toronto/Prentice-Hall 
of India Private Ltd., New Dehli/Prentice-Hall of Japan, Inc., Tokyo



i i r
W  W  e had reached the time in our life when 

we could reasonably expect to lead a much quieter exist
ence. The patter of tiny feet was a thing of the past; our 
two boys, Stephen and Julian, were now teen-agers and 
I could see they were already in a world of their own. I 
no longer had to exert myself to plan weekend trips into 
the New Forest or find means of amusing them on wet 
days. Before I knew where I was, Fd wake up one day 
and find myself a mother-in-law, and everyone knows how 
serious that makes a woman. True, housework was grad
ually becoming easier, there were fewer questions to be 
answered and my freelance writing could be regulated 
into orderly exercises, but there was also this nagging fear 
that it would all be very boring if it went on too long.

I need not have worried, for something happened to 
alter this near routine of monotony.

Mr. Hotfoot Jackson’s entrance into the Leek family was 
by no means auspicious and gave no indication of the im
pact he was to make within a very few months. After all,
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