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Who is the hero that saves Witchworld?

Join the witches of Witchworld in a hilarious adventure as they search for Amber the cat.

Talking to cats and eating cakes is the purrfect way to spend a day!
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Chapter 1. 



The Search for Amber Begins


Dottie Doolittle was worried and upset. She had not seen her ginger cat Amber for a few days. It was unusual for her pet to disappear for this length of time.

“Amber! Amber! Here kitty, kitty…” Dottie called. She rattled a box of cat biscuits and waited, listening for any sign of her in the gardens nearby. She called again and again, but Amber was nowhere to be seen. After shouting several more times, Dottie went inside on her own.

The house was so quiet without her pet, and Dottie felt rather lonely. She sat in her rocking chair and closed her eyes.

Think. What can I do? There must be something.

The rocking motion was soothing, and she decided to make some posters to display around the local area. She would need pens, paper and sticky tape, maybe some drawing pins or small nails and a hammer. If she started now, she would be able to distribute them to neighbours and the surrounding neighbourhood before it got dark.

Racing to her cupboard, she ransacked it as she searched for the items she needed for her task. In her excitement, she didn’t look at what she was throwing out.

Bang!

A book on practical witchcraft hit the floor, followed by a soft thud as a pineapple-shaped cushion plopped down close beside it. A glass vase landed on the mat and rolled under the seat of the rocking chair.

Dottie reached for an almost-empty bottle of rhubarb cough syrup, sniffed it before squinting inside to see how much was left and automatically emptying the final dregs down her throat. Still tasty, she thought.

Her sticky fingers now found an over-filled box of nails covered with the cough mixture. Her hand slid across, knocking the loose top off, and some of the nails fell to the bottom of the cupboard. Dottie grabbed a torn tablecloth she had meant to throw out and used it to mop up the spilt syrup. As she screwed it into a ball, some of the nails became hidden in the fabric. They bit deeply into her fingers, and she yelled in pain.

“Ouch. What the…?” Looking down she saw her hands were covered in blood.

“Bother!” Rocking back on her heels, she looked around for her wand. Unfortunately, she couldn’t hold it securely because her hands were so sticky. She waved it, trying to perform her spell, but it dropped from her grip and the spell was misplaced. The first-aid dressings she had intended for her fingers attached themselves to the dinner plates on the dresser above her.

[image: Dottie and the flying first-aid dressings]

“Don’t be so silly!” Dottie shouted crossly. “My fingers are bleeding. Just look at them!” She held them up, and spots of blood dropped onto the rug she was kneeling on.

“Come here!” she ordered the dressings, and like a group of tiny pink bats, they flew to her hands, placing themselves where they were needed.

After that, she was more careful.

Soon, she had what she needed to make the posters, but what should she write? Tentatively, she began:

MISSING FROM HOME

NON-MAGICAL GINGER CAT

Answers to the name of AMBER

Please contact Dottie Doolittle

REWARD!

Amber was a very pretty kitty, and Dottie worried that she would not achieve a good likeness, but she couldn’t find a photograph of her cat that was in focus, so she had to draw her instead. She continued writing until she had a stack of the cards, and then set off to display them nearby.

[image: Posters of Amber]

The first one, she nailed to the door of her own tree house: 8 Acorn Avenue. Next, she walked further along the street to where several trees were unoccupied. Holding a card against the trunk with one hand, she placed a nail through the top and hammered until it was firmly attached. Dottie stood back and admired her handiwork.

“Looks good,” she thought out loud.

“Well, I don’t like it!” said a deep voice.

Dottie looked around her and turned back just in time to see her card fluttering to the ground. She sighed and picked it up, ready to reattach it to the tree.

“No you DON’T!” the voice boomed.

Dottie ignored it and continued to pin the card on the tree.

“Ouch! That hurts, you know! Stop it!”

“Shut up, tree. You can’t stop me. I’m looking for my missing ginger cat.”

“I know all about that.”

“How do you know? Who told you? Have you seen her?”

[image: Obnoxious tree]

“NO! I can read, you know!” the tree told her scornfully. “I’ve not seen your cat, and I don’t wish to either. Just put your card on another tree, please.

Dottie decided that was a good idea.

After placing her cards in the area, she walked around town handing them out until she found herself at The Price is Right. Her friend Kitty Katz worked in the shop.

Kitty was sad to hear that Amber was missing and immediately offered to put one of the cards in the window.

“Cheer up, Dottie. Cats might wander off sometimes, but they always make their way home again.” Kitty gave her a hug, and they chatted for a while before Dottie went home. She really hoped Amber would be there waiting for her.


Chapter 2. 



The Search Continues


When Amber did not return the following morning, Dottie was very worried. She was in tears when she telephoned her sister Thora, who flew on her broomstick straight to Dottie’s house to help look for the little cat.

“Don’t worry, we’ll find her. My dear, have you thought about having a proper black magical cat?”

“You know I can’t until I pass all my WEs.” Without their witching exams, witches weren’t allowed magical animals.

“Why don’t you resit them?” Thora suggested. “I’ll help you study. I think I’ll be good at teaching. Anyway, we can talk about it later. Let’s look for Amber.”

The two sisters stepped into the tiny garden and called for the ginger cat. Dottie rattled a box of cat biscuits, and Thora threw sardines from a tin over the lawn.

“She’ll be able to smell that! It’ll tempt her to come home,” said Thora confidently. She dipped the fork into the tin and was just about to throw some more when an owl swooped down, landed on her hair and stole the tin of fish before flying away.

“What was that?” asked Thora.

“An owl. It looked like Mr. Wisemann.”

“Because it is Mr. Wisemann!” shouted Thora in disbelief. “What are you doing?” she asked her familiar.

[image: Thora and Mr. Wisemann]

He blinked at her and began to eat. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m eating my supper and then I’m going home. I refuse to look for a non-magical ginger cat.”

Some of Dottie’s neighbours opened their windows and shouted, demanding silence because it was still early in the morning. The bald-headed witch who lived at number three yelled at them, “Shut up or else!”

“Or else what?” asked a witch with a long, purple nose. She lived at number nine.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
he Witches

st e
WRITT[N AND lLLUSTRATED BY

KATHRYN M. HOLGATE





OEBPS/Images/img02.jpg
Not

Hhis one!
A

This is
not
+DO

Lad!






OEBPS/Images/img01.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img04.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img03.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Titlepage.jpg
The Witches
(at Gage

N\
(Y 2V
Lo {7 ‘?

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY

KATHRYN M. HOLGATE





