Students at Newman School wrote this extract without knowing what Steve Alton’s idea for the personal demon would be. 
Jack Todhunter has a rather weird paperweight in the shape of a gargoyle on his desk at school that inspired this collaborative writing. This little “demon” seemed perfect to bring to life.
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Steve Alton then sent us his version once we had committed our thoughts to paper. This led to HUGE amounts of discussion. Note how the Newman students slip from narrative to chatting to Steve en route. He does this too as they bounce scenes back and forth.
Blake approached the storeroom with trepidation. His fingers were actually shaking with nerves. Would this be betraying granddad’s trust? What would the old man say if he found out? But the curiosity was now overwhelming him. He just had to look inside. 

His pulse was pounding in his ears as he bent down to examine the lock. It was one of those old fashioned keyholes. The ones with a brass flap or escutcheon that covered the key entry. 

Glancing over his shoulder nervously, convinced Granddad would leap on him for his audacity, Blake flicked the escutcheon to one side and peered down the keyhole. Pitch black. Nothing for it now; he was forced to open the door.

The key was rather rusty, but Blake managed to work it into the hole without too much difficulty. The lock mechanism was somewhat firm so he had to use a considerable amount of force to turn the key. Eventually, with a grunt and a grind, the hidden tumblers clicked into motion and the door twitched. The lock was open. 
Blake paused to try and calm his nerves. He could still retreat and no-one would be any the wiser. Should he open the door and risk the wrath of Granddad? He gulped an extra mouthful of air for courage and took the plunge, grasping the brass handle and twisting it anticlockwise.

The hinges squeaked eerily as Blake pulled the door open and a tingle of anticipation skateboarded down his spine. He stifled the desire to run off screaming. 

Inside, the storeroom was dark, so he felt around for a light switch. When he clicked it on, Blake couldn’t believe his eyes. There before him was a strange collection of carved wooden furniture that was quite out of character with the rest of the shop. It looked absolutely ancient. More suited to a monastery or castle.

The narrow room was cluttered with it. There were ramshackle cupboards, shelves and even several small chests held together with sturdy hinges and large padlocks. The place was an Aladdin’s cave!

Blake’s eyes roamed the room, flicking from one object to another. Wow! This place was magic. He could spend hours in here and still not get bored. It was like travelling back in time. He had to pinch himself to remember this was the back of an old bookshop.

Blake’s gaze suddenly fixed on the far corner where he saw a rickety chair sitting next to an old oak table. On the table itself stood a large brass candlestick and a pile of old manuscripts held in place by a curious object.
Blake trembled as he strode across the room to get a closer look. He now saw that the object was in fact a strange little gargoyle in the shape of an imp or demon. It was carved out of stone. The imp had large, donkey-like ears. It was sitting crossed legs on the desk and its arms were holding its knees. Its expression was slightly difficult to read. 
At first glance, Blake thought it looked bored, but the strange upturn of one side of its mouth suggested it might indeed be smiling. It was smirking! Blake wondered what it was smirking about.
He was quite apprehensive about lifting the paperweight because it looked quite fragile. There was good reason for his concern; on closer inspection, Blake realised it had a foot missing as if some clumsy person had dropped it already. He took a deep breath and lifted the creature off the small pile of manuscripts.
Suddenly, without warning, the flattened scrolls of goatskin beneath the imp’s seat leapt into the air like a bear trap. They had a mind of their own! Blake gibbered and nearly dropped the paperweight in surprise. Oh, jeepers, he thought, Granddad is sure to notice that someone has been up here. I can’t even remember which way up they were.

Blake gently sat the little imp on a shelf to his right and turned his attention to the still-quivering scrolls on the table.
Careful so as not to leave a trace of his visit, Blake gathered them together again and began smoothing the crisp material straight. As he did so, he noticed the wording on the top document for the first time. The handwriting was shaky and old fashioned and the ink rather faded in places, but he could make out most of the inscription without too much trouble. He couldn’t help muttering the words to himself as he tried to uncurl the unruly documents and smooth them into a flat pile once more, ready to be held in place by the curious little paperweight.
Aegis nostrum

Tad et taber

Fax malorum

Pax metaver

Chant the verse

With verve and vigour

A wish we will

To you deliver

Aegis nostrum

Tad et taber

Fax malorum

Pax metaver
Blake’s spine suddenly tingled. It was not a pleasant experience. It felt like someone was walking across his grave. With hobnail boots on. His chest felt tight and the air crowded in on him. He had the dreadful feeling that someone was watching him. Granddad? 

Blake turned round and looked towards the open doorway. Nobody was there. He was getting jumpy. This was ridiculous. It came from prying into other people’s business. The sooner he was out of here, the better. This was creepy.
Then, out of the corner of his eye he noticed a small movement. The imp had uncrossed his legs and was now looking up at him expectantly.

Blake let out a scream. His legs buckled beneath him and he collapsed on the rickety wooden chair in a heap.

The imp was smirking more than ever. The edges of his mouth expanded into a broad smile.
“You called, sire?” it intoned soberly, stretching its limbs to shake off the cramps that came with years of confinement.

The Newman Students send a message to Steve: (Bit missing here on setting up spell to ensnare Maria. We think he went down to the gym to get a picture of Maria for a spell. After Blake spirits the imp into life and explains his wish, the imp agreed to conjure a spell to help him. He required a lock of Maria’s hair, an image of her and one of her personal possessions. We reckon he could manage to get some of her hair on her brush or bobble and filch a team picture of her from near the gym but the spell would go wrong because Blake would think he had taken one of Maria’s possessions, but in reality it would be Miss Nichol’s hankie and the spell would go slightly awry.)
Blake sat back in astonishment. Maria was within his grasp! His mind was still reeling with excitement as he happened to glance out of the tiny window. His heart leapt into his mouth. He saw Granddad walking down the road towards the shop. He would be coming through the front door within thirty seconds! Blake would be for the high jump.

He jumped to his feet and his eyes flicked round the room looking for the key. The key! Where had he put it?

Now see Steve’s scene that he had withheld from the Newman students until they had written their version:

The key turned easily in the lock, as if it had been oiled. Or as if it was used frequently. The door swung open without a sound. Blake edged in and groped around on the wall for the light switch. A single yellowing bulb flicked on, suspended from the ceiling in the centre of the room. By its light, Blake looked around. In one corner stood an antique desk, piled high with paperwork and packaging materials – padded envelopes, rolls of parcel tape, sticky labels. It also boasted a very modern and expensive-looking computer and printer. Granddad, with a computer? As far as Blake knew, the old man didn’t even know how to switch one on. The rest of the room was lined with bookshelves, much like the shop downstairs. But the books here were different. Blake could tell they were old, even from a distance. Huge and dark, they brooded on the shelves. The warm, brown smell of their leather bindings filled the air. 

Drawn by curiosity, Blake moved further into the room. Even though he had spent half his life in his grandfather’s house, he felt some how uneasy, as if he were intruding on a stranger’s property. Shadows clung to the corners of the room, and the single light bulb was powerless against them. Moving to the nearest bookshelf, he ran his fingers along the ancient leather spines, peering at the titles in the gloom. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up. Most of the titles were in Latin, though a few were in English or French. None of them looked exactly cheery. The Key of Solomon, The Book of the Dead, The Black Raven, The Necronomicon; as Blake read on, he realised that he was looking at a collection of some of there rarest and most sought-after books of witchcraft and magic ever gathered together under one roof. He crossed over to the desk and picked up a sheaf of papers. Orders. Dozens of orders for rare books, from all over the world. And the prices were incredible. If Granddad was selling books worth thousands of pounds, how come he was still living in a dingy shop in a nowhere town and eating microwave meals? It made no sense.
Blake moved over to another row of shelves and pulled out a book. It was heavier than he expected, a squat, fat volume in a black leather binding, embossed with strange symbols. It was too heavy for him to look through it standing up, so he carried it over to the desk and put it down in a space among the papers. He reached out to open it. The feeble light bulb flickered, and he snatched his hand away. Now you’re being daft, he thought. It’s just an old book. He reached out once more and opened the book at random. Again, the light dimmed and brightened once more, but this time, he heard a noise. It was coming from downstairs.

