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Collect all the Magic Trix books
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To Montana Edwards and Brittany Murray – cousins and best friends – wishing you many magical adventures together
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Chapter One
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Trix leaned forwards and aimed her broom for the stars. She shot off like a rocket, bursting through a thick, fluffy mattress of clouds. Speeding through the clouds felt like being tickled by a thousand feathers. The wind whipped through her curly brown hair as she flew higher and higher and faster and faster until Little Witching was a twinkly blur below her. Flying was the best feeling in the world.


At least she hoped it would be . . .


. . . when she learned how to do it.
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Trix opened her eyes.


It was only a daydream. Her trainers – one black and one white – were firmly planted on the floor of the magic classroom hidden in the Little Witching Primary School library. Her dream of flying seemed as far away as Little Witching was from the dazzling rings of Saturn.


“My little witches, before we can fly we must create our vehicles!” Lulu exclaimed. She waved her broom in the air and set her bracelets jingle-jangling. Lulu was their magical teacher from the Sisterhood of Magic. It was her job to teach Trix and the four other new witches – Stella, Pippa, Cara and Becka – the art of magic. The girls looked like proper witches with the tiny pointed hats Lulu had given them – but they had a lot to learn. The best and brightest witches would become fairy godmothers one day.


Was it only last week that Trix had turned ten and discovered she had the gift of magic? Trix still couldn’t believe she was a witch with her own magical familiar – a black and white kitten named Jinx who was only visible to witches. She had to keep her new magical powers and her amazing invisible kitten a secret from everyone – even her best friend Holly.


“Witches fly on besoms,” Lulu explained. She held the broom straight out in front of her. “A besom is a very special kind of broom. Like your magical rhyming spells, your besom will be unique to you. Once each of you has created your very own besom, we can start flying lessons.”
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Trix’s tummy got all fluttery with the thought of actually flying. She studied Lulu’s besom. It had silver and gold bands spaced up and down the broom handle, matching Lulu’s bracelet-filled wrists.


“Um, what’s it called again?” Pippa asked. Her high blonde ponytail flipped from side to side as she looked from Lulu to the sticks in the centre of the room that they would use to construct their brooms.


Stella laughed, but it wasn’t the nice kind of laugh that friends share. Stella’s laugh was forced and seemed to be thrown like a ball of stinky cheese. “It’s called a besom, silly.”


Pippa blushed. Her familiar, a lavender rat named Twitch, climbed out of the pink handbag that was slung over Pippa’s shoulder. Twitch scampered up Pippa’s arm and curled around her neck. “Thanks, Twitch,” Pippa whispered and brushed her cheek on the rat’s soft lavender fur.
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Trix knew how Pippa felt because Stella usually saved all her meanness for Trix. Stella, Cara and Pippa attended the Enchanted Grove School for Girls, and they usually stuck together.


“We do not call other people names, Stella,” Lulu said and made Stella’s name sound like a bad word. “Neither Pippa nor her question is silly. Questions are rainbows to knowledge.” Lulu clapped her hands and returned to her witchy lesson. “There is no right or wrong way to create your besom. The only thing it has to do is fly. Now, let’s get to work!”


Trix let her hand hover over the pile of long, thick branches that Lulu had supplied for the handle part of the broom. Her fingers tingled as she came to a crooked branch with bumps all over it. “This is it,” she whispered to Jinx. She picked it up and noticed that the lines in the bark seemed to swirl.


Jinx helped Trix line up a bundle of sticks at one end of the handle. Trix carefully wove the twine in and out of the branches. Jinx batted at the ball of twine, chasing after it when it rolled away. As Trix worked, she noticed the twine change from a dull brown to a shimmering rainbow of colours. She must be doing something right!


“Finished!” Stella said and raised her perfect broom over her head. Trix noticed that she’d turned it nail-polish pink. “That was easy peasy! I’m ready to fly.”


“We will fly when everyone has finished their besoms,” Lulu said. “This is not a test of speed but of creativity.” As Lulu inspected the other witches’ brooms, Trix took a sneaky peek too. Cara and Becka were nearly finished. Their besoms looked like proper brooms – except the twine on Becka’s broom was plaited like her own brown hair, and the end of Cara’s broom was twice as bushy as everyone else’s.


“Look at Pippa’s!” Stella pointed and laughed. It seemed to Trix that Becka and Cara echoed Stella’s laugh even before they’d looked in Pippa’s direction.


Pippa had tied bunches of sticks up and down her broom. They looked like wooden bows spaced equally apart.


“I was just . . . It was only . . .” Pippa’s face flushed again. “I was just experimenting. It was only a joke.” She laughed, but Trix could tell it was a fake laugh – like the way Trix’s parents laughed at one of her little brother Oscar’s not-funny jokes.


“I think it looks really interesting,” Trix told Pippa.


“Thanks, Trix,” Pippa whispered, but she ripped the bunches of twigs from her broom and tied them at the end like everyone else had done.


“Gather round, my little witches and friendly familiars,” Lulu said and waved the five girls and their familiars over. Her bracelets jangled and her silvery-white hair bounced at her shoulders. “Grab your besom and hold it out in front of you like so.” Lulu held the broom horizontal to the floor, which was the wrong way for sweeping but the right way for flying. The girls did as Lulu instructed.
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“I’m going to give you a little taste of flying.” Lulu touched each one of the girls’ broomsticks as she chanted, “Rise up. Rise up. One centimetre, now two. Weightless and groundless. Let the air carry you.”


Pippa gasped as the broomsticks floated in front of them.


“Sit on your broomstick as you would sit on a swing,” Lulu continued. “Hold on and try to stay perfectly balanced.”
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Trix and the other girls climbed on their besoms. The brooms floated higher and higher. It was the strangest feeling. Trix’s trainers dangled in thin air. She pointed her toes to try to touch the floor, but it was now a metre below. Pippa’s broom wobbled from side to side. Trix reached out to help Pippa steady herself, but instead of steadying Pippa’s broom, she unbalanced her own. Trix wobbled to one side and then leaned to the other. She knocked into Pippa’s broom, Pippa floated into Stella, who grabbed Cara and Becka to keep from falling, and soon five witches and five broomsticks were piled on the floor at Lulu’s feet.
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“Sorry,” Pippa said, tears glistening in her eyes.


“It was my fault,” Trix added quickly, and maybe it was, but mostly she wanted to make Pippa feel better.


“Knowing how to fall is as important as knowing how to fly,” Lulu said, smiling and reaching down to help each witch to her feet. “Everyone OK?”


“My shoes got scuffed,” Stella whined, rubbing at a brown patch on her pink shoes.


“Things are not as important as people,” Lulu told her. “You look practically perfect to me! Tomorrow we will have our first proper flying lesson.”


Trix dusted off her school uniform. She thought of how amazing it had felt to hover even a metre in the air. Then she remembered how it had felt when she’d hit the floor with a bump. Flying wasn’t as easy as it looked!
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Chapter Two
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Trix peeked under the sofa in the lounge. “Jinx, where are you?” she whispered, scanning for any trace of her sparkling black and white kitten. She tossed the lime, orange and purple throw pillows on the floor, hoping her new familiar was hiding under one of them. Jinx loved a game of hide and seek.


Trix had come right home after school. Jinx had darted into the house and now Trix couldn’t find him. Trix bounced on tiptoes to see the highest shelf of the bookcase. That tiny kitten could be anywhere. Jinx magically popped here and there whenever he wanted. Maybe he was off doing witchy stuff without her.


“Have you lost your brain again, weirdo?” Oscar said as he bumped into Trix mid-jump.


Trix stumbled and knocked into the bookcase. Mum’s favourite purple sculpture on the top shelf rocked back and forth. The sculpture was of an eel eating a beach ball while twirling hula hoops. At least that’s what Trix thought it looked like. Her Aunt Belle had created it in her ‘artistic phase’, as Dad called it. Aunt Belle had entitled it ‘Purple Passion Number 46’ – whatever that meant!
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“Break that horrible thing and you’ll be in big trouble,” Oscar teased as he threw himself onto the sofa.


Trix glimpsed a flash of black and white out of the corner of her eye. She whipped around but Jinx was nowhere to be seen. Trix turned in a slow circle. That kitten must be around here somewhere.


The front door burst open. “Urgent family meeting in the lounge. Now!” Mum called.
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