
 

 

THE FAIR 

MAIDEN’S SECRET  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Copyright Text and Pictures (unless stated) © Darrell S. Nixon.   

All right reserved.  This book or any portion thereof may not be 

reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the 

express written permission of the author.   

 

This is mostly a work of non-fiction, which contains real places, 

names and events that were known or occurred in the 

seventeenth century, however there are some events or incidents 

that are the product of the author’s imagination, or used in a 

fictitious manner. 

 

This novel was previously published in 2016 under the title of 

‘Demonic County Durham: The Vengeful Spirit of Lumley and 

Willington near Durham, 1630.’   

This the second edition - published May 2017.  

 

Cover design and text by Darrell S. Nixon.  

 

Book cover images are from Pixabay.com. 

 

The font ‘IM Fell Pica’ is used in this book.  The Fell Types are 

digital reproduced by Igino Marini.  www.iginomarini.com 

 

 

You can check out my other works: 

www.DarrellSNixon.com  

 



 

54 

14 
NEEDS & WANT 

 
Wednesday, 8 December 1630. 

Without, the bright yellow moon shone down upon 

the snowy landscape below, but within the home of my 

aunt, I was lying beneath the blankets of my bed, 

feeling hot and uncomfortable in my rest.  I used to 

sleep on my side and curl up, but the enormous bump I 

now carry was getting heavy and I could do nothing but 

lie and be stretched out on my back.  It was frustrating.  

I knew that I was due soon and could eventually sleep 

like I could before, but I also knew that once my 

beautiful baby came that I would not be able to get a 

good night’s sleep for at least a few years ahead.  I 

could not wait regardless.  

I tried to dose for a while, but soon I came aware 

that there was a clicking sound upon the glass of the 

window in my bedchamber, like stones hitting the 

windowpane.  

Click.       Click.      Click.      Click.      Click.   

I pushed off the blankets too forcibly in my 

frustration to push myself out of bed and they fell upon 

the wooden floor below.  “Cry damnation,” I muttered 

beneath my voice.  I slipped on my slippers and whilst 

holding the bedpost, knelt down as far as I could to 

grab the sheets back up and placed them back on the 

mattress.  The clicking on the window continued 

unabated and then I heard a male voice whisper 

upwards. 

“Miss Anne, art thou awake?” 
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I took my bedside candle, shuffled along to the 

window, flew up the latch and opened the frame.  I 

looked into the yard below and I could see a shadow of 

a man below holding a very faint lit lantern, but I could 

not see him properly due to the surrounding darkness.  

“Miss Anne, is that thou?” the male voice spoke again. 

“Aye, it is I.  Who doth disturb me in my needful 

rest?” I whispered down to him, flustered at being 

woken so late.   

“‘Tis us, Mark Sharp thy friend and Christopher 

Walker, thy old master, come to call upon thee,” said 

the young man. 

“Why art thee both here at this ungodly hour?  Don’t 

thou know it’s unkind to wake a woman so abruptly?”  

“Give us leave to speak, woman.  We have come to 

tell thee great news.” The older man stepped forward, 

he too carrying a very faint lantern. It was Mr Walker, 

my old master.  “My friend and I hath secured a home 

for thee to have thy child in peace, away from watchful 

eyes and waggling tongues.  But thou must leave this 

house tonight or else we will lose the opportunity for 

thee.  Hence, you must come with us. Quickly now,” He 

whispered, reckoning me. 

“But I feel secure here.  What can thou both possibly 

offer to me to move for thee?  I told thee before that I 

do want thy gold.  Pray instead, give me something 

which I have hoped and prayed for all this time and 

which thou should knowest what.”  I felt determined 

not to leave the comfort of a warm house and go into 

the cold dark night below, unless I felt there was some 

righteous reason why they were here. 

“We do not care about that now.  It is in thy own 
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good time to tell us.  There is something I have to tell 

thee.  Awhile back, I sent onto thee a white lace and silk 

gown, with a rose and a note.”  Mark Sharp announced.   

“Did thou read it?  In it I wrote: ‘Together soon, my 

beloved.’  It was I who sent it to thee, for I offer thee 

here marriage, love and a good home if thou make 

haste to come with me now.” 

“Thou would give me marriage?  But thou art a 

gentleman and I am just a poor servant girl?  Are thou 

not worried about what ye neighbours will think or say 

to thee?” 

“Nay, I speak plainly.  Ye neighbours mean nothing 

to us. They can duly talk and talk away and they canna 

stop the love I feel for thee.   I will buy thee a ring 

whose jewels will not even compare of thy beauty.  We 

could go to another parish to be wed – we be even wed 

in the morrow if thou like – but I unconditionally offer 

thee m’heart and m’lasting soul if thou art willing to 

come with us now.”  I saw Mark kneel down. “Anne 

Walton, my love.  Be unto me my beautiful bride and 

wife.  Will thou marry me?” 

“Aye, I will.”  I put my hand to my heart, relieved at 

this proposal. 

“Then get quickly and quietly dressed.  Wear thy 

white gown I did send to thee, for I wish to see it upon 

thee.  Do not bring anything else for everything has 

already being provided for.  Oh and do not wake thy 

aunt, for I will call upon this house in the morrow and 

tell her our most happy news.” 

“Oh, thank thee.” I blew a kiss down at him, then 

hurried back into the room, opened the doors of my 

wardrobe, took off my nightgown and placed on me my 
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beautiful gift. 

It was a few minutes since I was able to be dressed 

and stealthily make my way across the landing.  I gently 

turned the handle of my aunt’s bedroom and looked 

inside.  She was sound asleep and snoring her white cap 

off.  I blew her a kiss then I quietly closed the door 

again and went down the stairs, through the quiet 

hallway, past the dark living room and into the kitchen 

of the house.  The grey cat lay asleep on the bench, 

purring away in sleep.  I pulled off the key from the 

hook on the wall, quietly unlocked the door and went 

outside.  The yard was cold and I shivered as I looked 

around, but I could see neither Mark nor Christopher.  

“Where art thou?  I cannot see thy lights.” I whispered.   

“We’re here, by the gate.  Quickly now.”  The older 

male voice replied. 

“Aye, okay, but pray, give me a moment.”  I 

gracefully shut and locked the back door, then walked 

across the cobbled ground to where they stood.  I went 

to give Mark a kiss, but he quickly moved his head back.   

“Not here.  Soon my love, but not here.”  He moved 

his head from left to right and back again. 

“All I want to do is express my love for thee?  Are 

thou being dishonourable then?  Does thou entice me 

out under false pretence?”  I felt disheartened. 

“Nay, my love.  There will be time for all that soon, I 

promise.” He raised my chin and spoke as he looked 

upon me with his twinkling eyes.  They shone more so 

under the moonlight sky. “‘Tis just I do not feel 

comfortable doing so in thy auntie’s land, that’s all.  

Let’s be off.” 

Mark opened the gate before me, I walked ahead, 
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then Christopher next, smiling as he went and Mark 

quickly shut it again.  Then we all went down the stony 

pathway away from my aunt’s house.  I stood, looked 

back and sighed.  ‘Should I have told my aunt my happy 

news?  It is too late now.’ I then turned to my love, 

smiled at him once again and then we went together, 

the four of us: Christopher, Mark, my baby bump and I, 

into the starry night.  

We seemed to walk some fair distance along the 

stony road until we came to a junction.  On the left of 

us was the old road that led to Washington; the right 

turn was the old Chester Road by Chester Bridge, along 

the South Beck.  When I was a child and growing up in 

these parts, my aunt and I used to walk these roads 

many a mild and sunny day, so I knew the locations 

quite well.  It was here that we stopped and 

Christopher Walker decided to take his leave of us to 

walk back to his house in Great Lumley, but before he 

did so, he walked up to me, kissed me on my cheek and 

spoke gently in my ear.   

“Do not worry my dear.  Mark Sharp will take good 

care of thee and when thou hath thy child and art well 

again, thou can return unto me and keep thy position in 

my house.”  And with these final words, Christopher 

Walker then left us alone upon the dark road, with only 

a flickering candle to guide our way and Mark and I 

were left wondering where to turn.   

“What was that about?” Mark looked at me, 

wondering. 

“It was nothing, my love.  Mr Walker just told me 

that I would be able keep my occupation after I hath 

this child, that’s all.” 
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“He appears to brighten thy spirits, I noticed.” 

“Surely thou aren’t jealous, are thee?  Mr Walker 

just wants to make sure that I do not become a lowly 

housewife for thee.” 

“Aye, only a lowly maid for him.  Nay, when I am 

done with thee, ye will not be lowly at all.  Come and 

make haste.  I hath an idea.  Do thou want to see where 

I hath been working of late?” 

“Aye that I do.  I often wondered that burly men like 

thee do with their sticks and coals.”  I rubbed my hand 

down this shirt and then paused. There was something 

in his trouser pocket. “Say what is that?” I tried to go 

therein but he held my hand back, looked into my eyes 

and smiled.  

“All in good time, my sweet.  Come, take my hand 

and walk with me.” 

And with my left hand in his right and in the own 

right hand, carrying our flicking lantern, we walked 

together up along the bridge. 

 

The night sky shone brightly down as we both lay 

upon the cold mound of soft dirt, near to edge of the 

coal pit, which he said he had been working of late.  

The hole of the pit was exposed and dark and 

foreboding.  How men can work in such conditions are 

beyond me, yet they have been for hundreds of years.  

There was a small stream trickled nearby, going along 

its merry way.  I felt in wonder and in awe.  I wondered, 

as I looked up to the stars, what glorious Heavens 

granted me this night?   ‘Was the lonely inconstant 

moon God’s eye upon the night to watch over me?  

Was the veil of the dark night His blanket to protect 
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me?  Were ye twinkling dots the angels up there to 

keep me safe?  There is such beauty in the world, if we 

only take time to notice it.’  I felt his round chin with my 

fingertip. “The people around here call this place 

‘Virgin’s Well’, did thou know?” 

“Really, that is news to me.”  He laughed.  “Why do 

they call it so?” 

“I think at some very long time past the spring here 

was dedicated to the Holy Virgin Mary.” I spoke 

sincerely.  “I think they believed that ye rivers and the 

streams are brought onto land by God, to feed it and 

bring about new and everlasting life into this world He 

made for us.  So they the people back when dedicated 

this place to her.  Isn’t that lovely?” 

“There may be some truth in that.”  He turned away.  

“Look here, I hath bought a gift for thee.”  He went into 

his trouser pocket and brought something out covered 

in brown paper and tied around with white lace.  “To 

thee, my love.” 

“No more gifts, Mark, just the honour of thy word.  

What is it anyway?” I sighed.  I was sick of gifts.  I 

wanted more, much more. 

“Thou shalt see.” I looked at me, his eyes dreamy, as 

he passed her the package. 

I sighed nervously as I undid the brow and 

unravelled the paper.  Within was a beautiful 

embroidered white kerchief to match my dress. 

“Mark, where did thou get this?  It is beautiful!” as I 

placed it upon my head. 

“I knew that thou would like it.  I had it especially 

made for thee.”   

“Oh, Mark, I do love thee.”   I kissed him gently on 
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his cheeks, but I began to feel sad and a tear gently 

rolled down my cheek. 

He turned on his side to face me.  “Why art thou sad, 

my love.” 

“‘Tis just the last few hours have been the most 

special in my whole life and I don’t want them to stop.” 

“Nay, that will never be as long as we are together as 

one and are faithful unto each other.”  He stroked my 

face with his large, beautiful hand.  “Come, we need to 

get up and I to put on get my trousers, shoes and socks, 

or else we will be frozen like this for all eternity.”  

“That sounds wonderful.” I remarked as he held me 

to my knees.  Suddenly I became giddy and light-

headed and felt running water flow down the inside of 

my legs.  A puddle of sweet water surrounded my feet.  

Above me, a shadow moved across the moon and sky 

and I looked up to see why it had become so dark.   
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15 
JOY INTO SORROW 

 

 

Holy Saturday, 1631. 

She untied the pale kerchief, stooped her head and 

showed me her wounds.  I held my hands over my 

mouth in wretched horror.  “Oh God, show pity over 

me!” I cried, as I could not move my head to look away.  

One of the fleshy dark wounds lay between her left ear 

and the hollow part of her neck; there was another 

three small punctures more towards the hinder-side of 

the head and one, oh heavens, was more forward then 

the crown of her head and was gushing with flowing 

blood.   

My stomach turned.  I bent over and vomited where 

I stood, the image of what I had just seen struck me 

down with a pinch of salt.  I tried best to compose 

myself, if I could, as I eventually managed to level 

myself up.  All of these wounds seemed to be freshly 

made and as the apparition stood still, her hair still 

dripping with blood, she said unto me, “Now ye must 

swear with a safe conscience what ye hath seen,” and 

with her hands, she thrice clapped them together and 

thrice she spoke wildly, looking up towards the roof, 

“Fye upon Christopher Walker and Mark Sharp, day 

without end.”  She then turned her horrid gaze at me 

and spoke sternly.  “These five bleeding wounds that 

thou sees before thee are my wounds of Christ.  Look 

upon them again and with vain regret.  These wounds 
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thrice on the side of my head art where the strong nails 

were dug into ye Lord’s worldly flesh of His hands and 

feet; the wound at ye side of my neck is the lance that 

was pushed into ye chest of Christ; and thy most 

bulbous hole on the crown of my head that doth gush 

with blood, that was where Christ held His mocking 

crown.  See how my flesh doth break? This is causeth 

by ye scars that Christ endureth when He was whipped.  

Christ did endure such pains to deliver us from our sins, 

but man does turneth away from the Son of God when 

he tried to bring light into this world.   Man looked 

away then and they looketh away now, for it is within 

man that he will be forever doomed to walk upon this 

earth and be unjust and wicked unto each other, until 

that final judgement cometh upon them and they will 

weep in disgrace unto God.   Oh, my Blessed Father, He 

has gaveth me sight to see thy judgement.  I can see 

men: fathers and sons, uncles and nephews, fight over 

policy and Crown, until a deadly war is met.  I see thy 

beloved King kneeling before a happy crowd and his 

head cometh away.  Oh, such things hath never been 

see in England.  I see a time when thy people will think 

they art without God, for there art such men upon ye 

earth that do not believeth in Him and forceth their 

godless law on them, and that He will only return when 

the son of the headless King, the most rightful and 

tempered sovereign, cometh back to thy land and undo 

ye unjust they cause.  I see, though man’s ignorance, a 

large and ancient city alight with giant flame and 

bellowing smoke that doth choke the heavens and 

destroying everything, church and home, within its 

path.  I see men, different in their views of God, fighting 
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over ye lands He giveth them.  I see ye glint in man’s 

eyes when they needlessly taketh away ye impish 

flower to ye giant tree and ye humblest fish and to ye 

grand animals, on ye lands and sea.  I see a time when 

man will slowly turneth away from the true and loving 

Words of God and believeth in the false, unwise and 

cruel words of his own.  I see ships, large as the 

mountains, moving without sails … and oh, forbear! Ye 

horror in their eyes and prayer on their lips! And they 

do wonder why when the things they make and 

announce above God sink underneath their feet!   I see 

fast carts being driveth about without horses, some 

that hath strange faces on their fronts and backs, that 

doth smoke in their tops and tails and travel about on 

charcoal roads and twisted lines of silver.  I see a fall of 

nations and long and deathly wars, where men fighteth 

each other, some with swords and some with ghastly 

instant fire in their hands.  I see a great unjust by man 

when many of our fair sex doth make right for vote and 

will taketh forever to come for all.   I see, though man’s 

wretched cruelness in an unholy war, naked men, 

women and child placeth together like rats, wondering 

why their God forsaketh them.  I see strange and shiny 

things fly fast across His sky and into ye Heavens, in 

their pursuit to be like ye birds and angels.  There art 

some that man is carrieth in, some that art not, faster 

than ye strong winds, which then falleth down and 

killeth many without warn.  I see a time when ye world 

of dominant man will be no more, for the lowly woman, 

both young and old, will entereth ye business, 

governance, military and faith were no woman could 

entereth before.  Oh, I see, through man’s desire and 
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folly, this world will cry unto England and France when 

a young royal dame, more known than the long reign 

and loving Queen, doth depart from them suddenly.  I 

see a sad, lonely and ancient King of white, so wrongly 

written by his crimson enemy and strangely burieth 

under a large, saintly stone, reunite with his people 

once more.  I see strange men with arms standing back-

to-back, or face-to-face, no want of understanding and 

with such wretched feeling and fear of each other and 

their faiths that they do not realise that in their 

different skins and tongue they are made from the 

same equal flesh, bone and blood that their one God, 

whose name is many, provideth them.  I see a time 

when the Ten Commandments that were passeth down 

from God to Moses will mean nothing, for everything 

will be a great sin for anything will be used as a weapon 

against man.  God forbear, I hear withal soundly loud 

drums! …great trumpets!! …and a noise that I doth not 

know, so loud and vast, in ye time when they doth 

maketh things that they cannot fully comprehend, will 

once destroy each other and twice ye Earth!!!!” 

“My God, pray that these are not the events of my 

descendants!” I moaned, wanting her to stop. 

“They will be and will continueth to be so into 

everlasting darkness, if man doth not change his way.  

Man will surely turneth away from His light, time and 

time again and then afterwards God will no more care 

for man and ye Devil will reign supreme.  Thou has met 

one spirit, Richard Graeme, but I will say unto thee that 

there be plenty, nay, a lot of them to come and make 

their wrongful and woeful attacks upon liveth man.” 

“Speak of comfort to me, for I cannot bear any more 
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of thy prophecy.”  I fell to my knees, held my palms in 

prayer and looked in despair upon her.  

“You must declare this my message to some in that 

same authority and with this thy final act, I will never 

trouble thee again.” 

I watched her as she vanished completely away into 

nothingness, her face twisted and cracked as she went 

and she began to scream and made such a noise, like a 

terrible, chilling banshee, so inconsolable and filled with 

such agony and torment, that around me the stable 

shook with such force, that the ground rumbled 

violently beneath me; the wood in the building 

splintered and cracked; the glass of the windows shook 

and shattered outwards; the weak, old horse reared 

and bolted upright; the passive pigeons flew into the 

rafters; and I thought the roof I was under, whilst 

shuddering with its ferocity, would surely fall down and 

crash upon my head. 


