Witch Magazine?

The ancient Chinese had a very subtle curse they might put on someone. ‘May you live in interesting times’ they would say, with understatement and knowing full well no peace or quiet would result.

Well I don’t really like too much peace and quiet, so I don’t mind things happening, but I did wonder recently.

First someone liked one of my cars so much they tried to get in…without getting out of their car first. Then their insurance company rang up admitting liability and offering a courtesy car until mine was repaired. This turned out to be a new Ford Fiesta Ghia, top of the range, so the headlights come on by themselves when light levels fall; windscreen wipers operate themselves when they sense moisture….in fact I had to take it for a drive  before it went out on its own….

Driving along I wondered at modern technology and thought of how the car might have been reviewed in ‘Which’ magazine. I used to take that publication and read it avidly….but only after I’d bought something, in order to see if I’d got the best deal. After a while it sank in that this wasn’t quite how it should be used, but I couldn’t change my impulse buying…so discontinued the magazine instead.

All this passed through my mind as I drove up the pretty Ribble Valley towards Clitheroe and Pendle Hill. Then I saw something that made me stop as quickly as possible in the nearest lay-by. Rising majestically from an area of flat land near the Ribchester turn-off it came…gaining in height and size with every second.
How appropriate, I thought, as I took the picture shown below….and near Pendle Hill, too, and the Sabden home of the unfortunate Witches of Pendle…
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