
GHOST CHILD is the backstory to the painting of the same name.  

It is one of ten new stories and paintings that I am making around the theme 
of ‘Next Generation Tarot’. Each story features a new energy which is ‘born’ 
into our world out of pairs of Major Arcana characters from my tarot deck, 
The Painted Tarot. All the characters in question know that they are used in 
tarot readings but they have many other aspects to their personalities and a 
variety of responses to being used in this way. In Ghost Child, the cards of 
Death and the Moon get together to form an unlikely bond which enables a 
brand new tarot energy to be created.  

The Character of Annie in the story is loosely based on the ghost of a young 
girl which many people have experienced whilst visiting Mary King’s Close, 
underneath the Royal Mile in Edinburgh. I have visited the area where Annie 
is said to have been, but I did not see her - I did however feel a sense of 
lightness while I was in what would have been her bedroom. 

I wonder if that could have been her…? 

Ghost Child - by Sophie McKay Knight  

(To be considered with the painting by the same name.) 

‘I think I might die soon’ said Annie to no-one in particular, as she played with 
her doll; dunking it in a bucket of water and then picking it up again and 
kissing it.  

In the other room, Annie’s mother laughed at her daughter’s dramatic 
statement, no part of her believing it to be true. She was peeling potatoes by 
the fire and did not see the young woman dressed in black, walking past the 
window and pausing to look inside. 

Annie glanced up suddenly, thinking she heard a noise. She listened intently, 
head cocked to the side, and tuned into a deep and strange buzzing sound, a 
vibration that felt like a deliciously gentle breeze on her face and neck. Trying 
to brush whatever it was away, Annie became aware of a tiny chirping noise 
interspersed with the buzzing, and was convinced there was a bee in the 
room (although clearly none was visible) and anyway, the Rationalists would 
say that bees don’t buzz in winter. 



What Annie could not have known was that Death was standing beside her, 
letting her black hummingbird feel his way around the child to see if she was 
a suitable candidate. 

‘Well?’ said Death to Hummingbird quietly. 

‘Perfect’ said Hummingbird, rotating his tiny body around Annie’s head, 
surrounding her in a beautiful, guided energy. 

Death and Hummingbird left the small house and walked up the Royal Mile 
towards St Giles Cathedral; night was falling and the moon was beginning to 
rise over the stony city. Death’s dainty shoes clipped pleasingly on the cobbled 
street and her black dress bounced silently off the ground as she walked. 
There had been a surge of Death card appearances at séances recently and 
she was exhausted. As she crossed the Heart of Midlothian, she looked up to 
the full moon with a deep yearning she had managed to suppress for 
centuries. 

‘Now?’ she offered to the moon, looking up to the sky as a liquid passion rose 
in her chest. 

In a heartbeat, time stood still and Moon herself was standing by Death’s 
side, the shadows illuminating her pewter skin and offsetting her beautiful 
silver eyes. With a swish of her indigo cloak, Moon linked arms with Death 
and they walked on together, each one smiling a little.  

There was much to discuss. 

Back in the small house, a calm had descended on Annie and her mother; 
they sat together by the fire, their bellies full of food; each one content with 
only the other, both feeling a blissful warmth and connection flowing between 
them. Night turned into day and day into night. The Moon rose and fell, 
waxed and waned; the sun and the stars came out to see if they had woken 
up yet, but nothing was happening . All was quiet in the small house. 

Warm, cosy, quiet. 

In the other world, Death and the Moon had made a pact long ago that meant 
they could never be together - despite the incredible pull of tides that linked 
them constantly. Each had an important job to do and thousands of people 
relied on them every single day, it was simply impossible. But written deep 
into this ancient pact was a chink of chance that one day the conditions would 



be right for them to come together and create the new energy both of them 
so desired. Neither Moon nor Death knew when this would be, or how it 
would come to pass, but here they were, together at last in perfect unity. 

‘You know what this means?’ Death said to Moon. 

‘I do’ said Moon 

The two women looked into each other’s eyes, darkness and light exploding 
all around them. 

‘But what about the child?’  said Death, ‘she’s so young…’ 

‘She will go down in history’ replied Moon, ‘remembered forever, written 
about, thought about, she will always be alive’ 

‘And her mother?’ asked Death, her black eyes filling with tears. 

‘She will forget. In time’ said Moon, her face calm but her silver heart 
betraying her as it noiselessly split into shards of glass somewhere in heaven. 
Moon had to steady herself as she felt the tears of a million mothers losing a 
million children. 

Annie woke up suddenly. Her mother was still asleep beside her and it was 
unclear whether it was night or day. She disentangled herself from her 
mother’s sleepy embrace and going to the window, she saw the Royal Mile 
was empty and yet the bells of St Giles Cathedral were ringing out as if it was 
Christmas Day. Annie climbed through the window, not noticing that the glass 
was gone, and stood out on the cobbles, night dress flapping in the breeze, 
bare feet barely registering the wet ground. A distant piano was playing and 
she could hear the faint but unmistakable sound of children playing. 

Suddenly the heavens opened and it started pouring with rain; Annie was 
frozen in shock for a moment as her whole body became quickly immersed in 
the water which was coming at her from every angle.  

‘This is no normal rain’ thought Annie, but somehow she did not mind that the 
whole street was turning into a giant lake. The water was warm, cool, silvery, 
dark, full of contradictory signals and yet, ultimately, the most perfect water 
ever created. A flood swept through the city, as Annie, her mother and the 



small house were washed away in a tidal wave of grief and loss, the likes of 
which would never be seen again. 

A stillness descended over the city and after a few Earth months, the water 
drained away. Everything looked clean and new; life was beginning again and 
rhythm had been tentatively restored. 

Death and Moon, having watched these events unfold, walked back along the 
street they had so recently decimated, feeling nothing but acceptance and 
grace. They were ready to let go, to go back to their respective duties now 
that the new energy had successfully evolved. 

After a long and painful goodbye, Moon simply disappeared and Death slinked 
away to recover and regroup. 

Years later, as Fringe Festival go-ers arrived in the city, and the Royal Mile was 
filled with noise and activity again, a tarot reader was setting up his stall by 
the City Chambers. He could sense the burgeoning excitement in the city - it 
had been a long time since people had been allowed to gather together like 
this. 

As he found his tarot decks and got himself ready to read, he looked up and 
saw a full moon hovering above. 

‘Perfect’ he smiled to himself, and he shuffled his deck, thinking it was nothing 
unusual as he dropped the Death and Moon cards together onto the cobbles. 

‘Hello’ said a small voice behind him out of nowhere, taking him by surprise. 

The tarot reader spun round to see a young girl standing there - she looked 
so familiar that he greeted her warmly in recognition. 

‘It’s you!’ he exclaimed ‘I thought you were just a rumour’ 

A huge smile lit up the girl’s face, ‘You know me then?’ 

‘Of course!’ cried the tarot reader  

‘You are the Ghost Child aren’t you?!’ 

The young girl smiled again lightly as she took in her new surroundings, bare 
feet suddenly wearing strange looking shoes. 

 ‘Annie!’ shouted a voice from the other side of the City Chambers, 



 ‘Time to come in now!’ 

The young girl looked again at the tarot reader, who looked back curiously, 
still shuffling his cards. Annie brought a finger to her smiling lips and sshh-ed 
at her new friend, 

‘See you soon!!!’ she whispered, as she made to run off towards the voice, 
disappearing into the ether, new shoes clipping on the cobbles. 

Death and the Moon, coming together for one last time, viewed this scene 
through a transient rip in the cosmos; they joined hands in a brief moment of 
transformation and renewal knowing that their work had been done and that 
their Ghost Child would live forever. 

 




