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Dedication

 


“Having a sister is like having a
best friend you can’t get rid of.

You know whatever you do, they’ll
still be there.”

Amy Li

 


 







This book is dedicated to my three
sisters

Sharon, Karen and Joan,

my best friends for
life.

Thank you for always being there
for me!


Prologue

 


 


“I think that little by little I’ll
be able to solve my problems and survive.”

Frida Kahlo

 


 


Sometimes in life, something totally
unexpected happens to you. Something so freakishly “out there”,
that it instantly propels you out of your comfort zone and makes
you feel like you’ve just been royally booted in the butt. And no
matter how hard you try, you can’t seem to get back on your feet.
That’s what happened to me.

Thinking back on it now, I’m embarrassed to
admit how long it’s actually taken me to discover and then embrace
who I really am or maybe I should say, what I truly am. My
mystically entangled unveiling was certainly unexpected;
life-altering to say the least.

Discovering what I am, something that I should
have been told when I was a child, but was not, was unsettling and
sometimes painful. I still don’t fully understand why my parents
withheld so much from me and my three sisters. I mean, they could
have at least given us a hint that there was magic in our blood.
When I finally found out that I was a witch, I was blown away;
totally caught off guard by my paranormal parent’s announcement. I
never saw anything magical or otherworldly occur in my family until
it all started to unravel around me. There was no reason to suspect
that I was born uniquely different from anyone else, until I found
out that I was. In my quest for answers about myself, my parents
were forced to reveal some deep, dark, life-changing secrets of
their own; ones I’m certain they’d much rather have kept hidden.
Family secrets can hold both power and pain, but once divulged they
can’t be easily hidden away again. I am certainly proof of
that.

“I am a witch, albeit a reluctant
one.”

There, I’ve said it out loud and I didn’t
magically disappear into a puff of misty, white smoke. There are no
transcendental tinkling bells. No ominous notes of dark, foreboding
music. The birds are still singing in nearby trees and I can hear
someone vacuuming just outside my doorway. Life goes on; just not
how I always thought it would.

My name is Magenta Stewart and I’m an almost
twenty four year old woman, girlfriend, daughter, sister, niece and
a darn good book editor. I’m also a newly ordained, magically
gifted witch.

It still sends shivers down my
spine hearing myself say the word “witch” aloud. Are they shivers of
fear, surprise or maybe even excitement? Yes, but I’m still trying
to figure that all out. The more I say it, the more I believe it
and the less I feel the collywobbles threatening to take over my
body. Collywobbles; a word I much prefer to use in place of
indigestion or gassy stomach brought on by anxiety. And man, have I
been anxious since this whole thing started to unfold over a month
ago. Who’d have ever thought that something this wildly bohemian
could happen to someone as boringly vanilla as me? It would be kind
of funny if it wasn’t so life-changingly scary.

Becoming a witch just hadn’t been anywhere on
my radar. It wasn’t until the symptoms became too obvious for me to
ignore that I began to believe there was something to them. An
unexpected stab of magical energy forced its way through me like an
all consuming case of food poisoning. It contaminated my entire
being leaving me confused and disoriented. And no matter how hard I
tried to dispute the existence of magic, it just kept returning;
kicking me in the butt

and flooding my senses as it grew stronger
with each appearance. Suffice it to say that I was not prepared for
any of this paranormal nonsense. Fortunately, now that I’ve gotten
a little help, the whole mystical mess is finally starting to
settle down and I’m able to make a little sense out of it all. One
thing's for sure; I may have finally found the answer to why I'm so
different from my three sisters Charlie, Teddy and Jodie; none of
whom are witches… at least as far as I know.

It’s been a really confusing and challenging
time. Almost everything that I thought I was, I’m not. And what I
am – a witch – is something I’m still having a hard time wrapping
my head around. I’m pretty certain that what I’ve discovered about
myself is just the tip of the iceberg and I’m more than a little
worried about what’s still to come. Truth be told, I’m also
curiously excited; hoping I’ll be brave enough to actually fit into
my new witchy shoes.

My one true ally throughout this ordeal has
been my Aunt Cressida. She’s the only person in the family who I
look like, think like and who really gets me. The odd duck in our
family pond, Aunt Cressida is the one my mother wants nothing to do
with; declaring that her younger sister is “just too different”
from the rest of the family. The funny thing is that my aunt and I
have always had a special connection. She’s my go to person. I’m
almost a mirror image of the woman with our shared auburn hair,
pale skin and long athletic legs. Even our eyes have that same dark
brown, almost black hue. As more and more mystical secrets have
begun to spill out, I’ve come to realize how much alike Aunt
Cressida and I really are. It just so happens that Aunt Cressida is
also the caretaker of potions and crystals and all that is
otherworldly in her shop, Lavender Moon Apothecary. I’m sure that
my aunt’s unique shop and intriguing talents are part of the reason
why my mom treats her like the odd duck in our family. None of that
really bothers me; I just hope there’s room for one more duck in
that pond!

Stick with me as I struggle to make sense of
the puzzle that’s become my life.


Chapter One

 


“Life’s challenges are not supposed
to paralyze you,

they’re supposed to help you
discover who you are.”

Bernice Johnson Regon

 


Over a month ago and before I
knew, well, anything….

 


“What’s up with your hair today, Magenta?” my
sister Charlie asked, her bright blue eyes laser focused on my
head. Not waiting for me to answer, Charlie stepped closer to me,
dramatically crinkling her eyes as if to document her need for a
closer look. “Your hair looks… um… different. Whatever you did to
cause this mess,” she said, waving her fingers around my head like
she was performing a magic act, “don’t do it again! This is not a
good look for you.”

“And Good Morning to you too,” I answered, not
really in the mood for my older sister’s ridiculous comments this
early in the day. I have fabulous hair and Charlie has always been
jealous of it, so why she was picking at me this morning about my
hair of all things, I had no idea. She’d stopped by my parent’s
house this morning for our weekly coffee and donut fest. Monday is
the day my dad always brings home donuts from one of his three
Carlsbad Beachside Bakeries and the reason why all of my sisters
are sure to be stopping by this morning.

I’m living at my parent’s house right now. I
moved back in for a month while my apartment is being converted
into a condo. I still haven’t decided if I’m going to buy the condo
after it’s finished or if I’m going to find another apartment to
live in. I’ve been searching the internet for places in the area
just in case. My boyfriend, Justin is the owner of the entire
complex and lead contractor on the project, so I’ve got a little
time to make up my mind. I’ve been trying to figure out if now is
the right time to plunge myself into that much debt. It’s a scary
proposition and making quick decisions is not my thing. I have to
admit, I’ve been thinking about asking Justin to move in with me;
if he doesn’t ask me first, that is. It’s probably about time for
us to take that next step in our relationship; at least I’m hoping
it is. Until then, my cat and I are stuffed into my old bedroom at
Mom and Dad’s house.

“Try adding some heavy duty conditioner to
your next wash job, Magenta,” Charlie said, interrupting my real
estate worries. “And by that I mean, get your butt in the shower
now and coat your head with it! I mean it; your hair’s one scary
fright this morning girl,” Charlie said, staring at my head with a
look that registered somewhere between horror and humor.

“Back off, Charlie; there’s nothing wrong with
my hair and hey, do not take that maple bar! You know it’s the one
donut I love. Besides, you asked Dad to bring you home an apple
fritter. Remember?”

Charlie stopped and smiled innocently at me;
her hand suspended above the bakery box still holding my maple bar.
“Sorry, changed my mind little sister. You can have my fritter
after you do something with that hair. You really can’t go into
your office with it looking like that, Magenta. I’m not kidding;
take a look for yourself if you don’t believe me.”

Frustrated and just a little curious as to
what Charlie was going on about, I wandered over to the hall mirror
and let out a sharp cry. “Good God! What happened to my hair?”
Stepping away from the mirror, I instinctively cradled my head with
my hands; shocked to feel the wiry mess that was pressing into my
fingertips.

“I told you,” Charlie giggled. “It’s like your
head exploded, like you put your finger into a light socket, like a
burnt red firecracker took out your scalp, like…”

“Enough!” I shouted. “You can be such a jerk
when you want to be Charlie.”

“Well, you really, really need to listen to
this jerk,” my sister answered smiling. “Forget about the donuts;
it’s going to take forever to even get a comb through that bird’s
nest.”

“Oh man,” was all I could say as I returned to
the mirror and felt my stomach plunge. The nearer I got, the worse
it looked and it pained me to know that Charlie had been right. My
hair looked horrible and I had no idea why.

Feeling fully vindicated for her
comments, my older sister wandered off in her tight, high wasted
jeans and too cute turquoise blazer. Giggling loudly, she proudly
held up her ginormous cup of coffee and my maple bar.

“I can’t believe you took my donut today of
all days. Have you no pity?” I shouted as I headed back towards my
bedroom. Looking at the clock, I totally wigged out. I had only
forty-five minutes before I needed to leave for work and I had no
idea what I was going to do with my hair. More importantly, I still
couldn’t figure out what had caused my hair to react this way in
the first place. Usually, my long auburn curls are well behaved and
require just a quick brush job to bring out their shine. For some
yet unknown reason, I now had a full blown disaster partying on top
of my head. Trying to run my fingers through the frizzy mess was
simply impossible; the web of matted hair had become a dense jungle
of pain. Whatever had caused this to happen was a complete mystery
to me.

And then I started thinking. I’d been sound
asleep this morning when I was startled awake by a sharp jolt, like
a blast of lightning smacking into me. All I could think was that
it was the result of the crazy dream I’d been stuck in last night.
I would have just turned over and forgotten the whole thing, except
for a sharp pain that mysteriously sliced through my right foot.
Frustrated at being awakened earlier than I had wanted and hopeful
that the pain was just a cramp and would go away once I was fully
awake and moving around, I’d shoved myself out of bed and hobbled
out of my room. Thinking back on it, I wondered if there was any
connection between my foot, my hair and my dream?

“Get real, Magenta. No dream could have caused
this much damage to happen,” I mumbled to myself as I looked again
at the stiff, porcupine-like frizz that stuck out of my head in a
million different directions. The shock of seeing my hair and the
disappointment of losing my favorite maple breakfast treat had me
anxiously limping around my room. Yes, limping. My darn heel was
now shooting pain straight up my leg; catapulting it throughout my
body.

“This is ridiculous; I need to get to work,” I
whispered angrily. “Walk it out Magenta… just walk it out.” But
that was easier said than done since my foot was sending out
crippling zings and zaps of pain. Collapsing onto my unmade bed, I
bent my heel skyward for a quick look-see and received my second
jolt of the morning. “Where did that come from?” I said, confused
by what I saw. A bright red stripe ran the length of the sole of my
foot. I gingerly touched the scarlet mark and was surprised to feel
the heat radiating from a jagged tear in my skin. Gently massaging
the wound, an unexpected burst of pain raced across my foot, looped
up my leg and rocketed through my spine, before it blasted into my
brain; leaving me with a horrible headache.

“Oww!” I yelled, dropping my foot in surprise.
What had I done to myself? Had I stepped on something earlier?
Developed some weird infection? Been bitten by something? It made
no sense. I didn’t remember ever injuring my foot and I definitely
think I would have remembered being involved with anything that
could cause that much damage. Feeling more than a little sorry for
myself, I declared loudly, “This has all got to stop… and right
now!”

As quickly as I’d said those words, the pain
mysteriously started to subside and the scarlet tracks slowly
retreated. Unfortunately for me, the throbbing headache continued
to march across my temples, even after all the red was gone from my
foot.

“Jeez… what’s all the noise about, Magenta?”
my sister Teddy asked.

Oh great; older sister number two had
arrived.

Sticking her head into my doorway, Teddy
yelped. “Yikes! What’s with that new hairdo? Why in the world would
you ever do that to your beautiful hair?” she asked, reaching out
with her baby blue manicured nails like she wanted to touch my
frizz.

“Get away,” I said, slapping at her hand. “I
didn’t do anything. I just woke up this way,” I said
defensively.

“Sor-r-r-y,” she said, her eyes never
wandering far from my head. Seeing how upset I really was, she must
have thought better of it. “I really am sorry Magenta. Double up on
the conditioner; it might just calm down the problem,” Teddy added,
before licking her obviously sticky fingers.

Taking note of the glazed wad of dough in
Teddy’s hand and feeling my frustration grow, I said, “Tell me
that’s not my apple fritter you’re eating!”

“Charlie said you didn’t want it. Besides, I
thought you only like the maple bars,” Teddy said, as she wandered
off. “You better hurry up or you’re going to be late for work! Oh,
and don’t forget dinner tonight. Be at Tony’s by six, please. And
thank you for taking care of the flowers.”

Turning back to look at me with raised
eyebrows, Teddy said, “And I really hope, for all of our sakes,
that you can do something with that hair before the party,” she
muffled a giggle, before she squeaked out, “Good luck!”

“Fun-n-y,” I answered, making a face at my
sister before adding, “I think I’ll have the flowers sent directly
to the restaurant in case I get hung up at work.”

“Or at the beauty salon,” Teddy giggled.
“Anyway, Tony is saving the whole backroom for us tonight. Charlie
is so excited to be celebrating the launch of her new studio. I
still can’t believe she’s actually opening up her own shop on Main
Street.”

Charlie’s been working in the field of graphic
art for years as a freelancer and she’s created quite a name for
herself. I guess she’s finally gotten tired of working at home
alone on her computer and wants to spread her professional wings.
It’s only natural that she’d want to have her own working studio in
Carlsbad Village near where we all live.

“Did she tell you that she’s also going to
teach design classes too?” Teddy asked, as she waited in the
hallway for my answer.

Apparently Charlie’s convinced that people
will come for miles to take a class from her and even claims to
already have a wait list of prospective students. I’m little
ashamed to admit that I don’t think Charlie will make a very good
art teacher. It’s true that she is one incredibly talented graphic
artist, but as far as teaching others her trade, I just don’t see
it going well. Unfortunately for Charlie, she has the patience of a
peanut and she rarely accepts comments, suggestions or criticism
well, if at all. A perfectionist by nature, her critique of others
can be painfully harsh. In short, Charlie is often frigidly
truthful, arrogantly honest and harshly hard-nosed. If she doesn’t
like something, she doesn’t hide it.

“I wonder how that teaching stuff will work
out,” I said under my breath.

But here’s the thing; as
persnickety as Charlie can be, she really is a gifted artist and
she knows what she’s doing. The work she does is memorable, often
emotional and just plain good. And there’s something else; Charlie
has a wicked sense of humor. She makes people laugh and when she’s
in the right mood, she’s like a magnet drawing others into her
playful web. Put that together with the fact that she is a blue
eyed, blonde haired beauty with a beach volleyball players' body,
is ultra smart and a fabulous flirt and you can guess why people
(mostly men) are
drawn to her. And, even though I can sound rather tough when
describing my sister’s harsher traits, I love her dearly and really
am proud of her for having the courage to strike out on this new
adventure.

“Listen, you need to get in the shower and I
need to get to my office,” said Teddy as she headed down the
hallway. “Depending on how your hair turns out, you might want to
give Aunt Cressida a call. Maybe she has some potion or formula
that might help. Anyway, got to go… good luck!”

I am the youngest of four very different, but
very close sisters. Charlie is the most beautiful. Teddy is the
cute, green eyed nerdy one with fantastic skin. Jodie, my oldest
sister, is the gorgeously brainy, gray eyed clown of the group. And
me, well, I’m the different one. My bright auburn hair and pasty
white skin make me completely opposite from the three blonde
sisters who tan at the hint of sunshine. My freckles and porcelain
skin tone force me to avoid the sun and into constantly wearing any
number of straw hats and baseball caps. And why I have dark brown,
almost black eyes is a mystery. I’m not saying I’m exactly ugly,
because I’m not. I’m just different, really different. But,
different is definitely hard to be when your siblings are smart,
attractive and successful women. And this new hair disaster has
made our differences even more transparent and forced my well
hidden insecurities to bubble to the surface.

Thanks to my tilt-a-whirl morning, I was late
for work and totally out of sorts. Even after using a full bottle
of the most expensive lavender shampoo and conditioner I own, the
crinkles remained. No brush, comb, or talented set of fingers could
tame the snakelike tangles. And after trying to make several
different hats work, I gave up and reached for my loudest scarf and
tied it into a stylish turban. At least I hoped it looked a tiny
bit stylish. It had taken me forever to flatten down the ratty
chaos of hair enough to allow me to successfully wrap the scarf
around my head and the pressure of holding down the whole mess was
making my head ache even more.

I tried to silently sneak into my office
thirty minutes late with my scarf tied securely around my head.
Scurrying past my assistant’s desk, I mumbled something to her
about being sorry I was late and dove into my office.

“Good Morning Magenta,” I heard as I whisked
by my assistant’s desk with my head down. Who knew that her
eyebrows could lift that high? I think my appearance might have
actually scared Jersey for a moment, as I fled behind closed doors,
praying no one else would see me this way. I’m a pretty much work
alone book editor, so it usually isn’t hard for me to stay tucked
away and out of sight during my work day. But I’d never before
sought the shelter of my office before first greeting
Jersey.

Sitting down hard on my work chair, I picked
up the phone and dialed my assistant’s number. “Sorry about that
Jersey. I have to make a quick phone call before we start the day.
I’ll call you in as soon as I’m done.” I didn’t wait for her
response, quickly hanging up the phone. Jersey would understand…
eventually. But dinner at Tony’s with my family was looming and
this call just could not wait. As much as I might be able to hide
out in my office during the day, I knew I couldn’t risk facing the
public tonight with this hair, so I picked up my phone again and
called the only person I could.

“Hello, Magenta,” answered Aunt
Cressida.

“How did you know it was me?” I asked. My aunt
still uses a rotary dial phone in her shop; no heads up digital
readout for her.

“I just knew,” Aunt Cressida
giggled. “Did you call to remind me about Charlie’s dinner
tonight?”

“Oh, yeah, I guess I did want to remind you
about that. But Aunt Cressida, I also have a question for
you.”

“I’ll be there for sure,” Aunt Cressida
quickly said. “I know how excited Charlie is about her new place.
I’m so proud of her for venturing out like this. But I’m not
surprised at all. I always knew she’d tire of hiding out all by
herself behind a computer screen. Your sister needs to be around
people.”

“Yeah. Sure,” I said.

“Did you say you had a question
for me, Magenta? How can I help?” Cressida asked.

Before I had a chance to respond, I heard my
aunt interrupted by an apparent customer. “Hang on a moment
Magenta, will you?” Cressida asked, redirecting her attention to
what must have been an impatient customer.

“Sure,” I said, struggling to control my own
impatience. I needed her help more than some customer did. At least
it felt that way to me. But Cressida had already launched into a
dialogue with her vocally demanding client.

“No, no dear. The crystal you are looking for
is called Citrine not Chrysoprase; that’s the love stone. I thought
I’d make you a bracelet out of Citrine and maybe add a touch of
Adventurine. Yes, yes, I know you’re looking for something to bring
you happiness and success. What?”

I heard the customer rattle on and on in a
raised voice, questioning why in the world Cressida would put
Adventurine into a bracelet for a fifty year old woman.

“Oh now, Wynona, the Adventurine is also to
add good luck and you are never too old to welcome a little luck
into your life… right? Take a look at the stones in that basket
there and see if there are any to your liking.” I heard my aunt
sigh with impatience as she added, “If you can hang out just a
moment longer dear while I finish this phone call; I’ll help you
with your selection.” It suddenly dawned on me that Aunt Cressida
really was one busy businesswoman and I was interrupting her work
day.

“I’m sorry about that Magenta. Now, what’s
up?”

“I didn’t mean to interrupt your
morning, but I really need your help, Aunt Cressida.”

“Not to worry,” my aunt whispered into the
phone “I just lit a couple more lavender candles, that’ll calm
Wynona down until I can get back to her.”

“Um, okay then, just let me launch
right in.” Taking a deep breath, I said, “I know that you create
all sorts of natural remedies in your shop and I think I may need
one; a really, really powerful one.”

My aunt is a natural healer, herbalist and
crystal expert, all wrapped up into one amazing entrepreneur. She
knows tons about the human body, herbs, plants, crystals and how
they all interact with one another. She’s also a potion master who
always seems to have a homemade remedy or two up her sleeve for
almost anything that ails you. Some people around here say she
plays with magic, but that’s just a bunch of gibberish if you ask
me.

Aunt Cressida’s actually quite well known as a
professional in her field and as a result, she’s both wealthy and
busy. Her husband, my Uncle Harry, mysteriously disappeared a
couple of years ago and my aunt was left to take care of herself.
And she did and she still does. It’s really Harry’s loss. My aunt
is one gorgeous woman and more than one handsome suitor has
unsuccessfully volunteered to step into Harry’s shoes.

“Tell me what you need Magenta. I can feel
something’s off with you today. Are you ill?”

“No, no, nothing like that. It’s just that I’m
having an incredibly bad hair day. I don’t know what’s wrong with
it,” I said, as I ran my fingers over my silk peach, pink and blue
shroud. Wiry brillow-like curls were starting to push their way out
from under the scarf; curls that were actually painful to the
touch. It was as if tiny sparks were attached to the ends of each
and every curl; sparks that popped when touched. Pulling my hands
away from my head, I continued, “I woke up this morning with a
horrible rat’s nest on my head and I cannot do anything with it.
It’s awful, Aunt Cressida. I look just like a witch!”

“Oh?”

“Oops, sorry ..., ” I said, mentally
chastising myself for having said the “W” word to my aunt. I’m
guessing she’s a little sensitive since gossip has it that she’s
one; a witch I mean. I don’t really care about any of that silly
gossip. I just need her to work some kind of magic on my hair and
fast.

“Not to worry, Magenta,” Aunt Cressida
answered calmly. Thankfully, I could hear a smile laced into her
words.

“It’s just that I don’t know what to do with
this mess on my head, Aunt Cressida,” I said. “I tried really good
shampoo and extra conditioner and it had no effect at all. I was
hoping…”

“Come by my shop before dinner tonight and let
me see what I can do.”

That was my Aunt Cressida for you; straight to
the point. And I was glad that she was. Relieved that she’d agreed
to help me, I thanked her and told her I’d be at the Lavender Moon
Apothecary by three thirty and quickly hung up. Knowing that I’d
need to clear my late afternoon work schedule, I immediately called
out to Jersey’s desk. “Hey, I need to leave early today. I’ve
almost finished editing the McCleland book and I’ve already sent
off the majority of my notes to the author.” Taking a deep breath,
I plunged on, “Can you join me in here for a moment? I want to go
over a few things.”

Self-consciously tugging the scarf further
down over my ears, I prepared myself for what was to come. Moments
later, all six feet of Jersey Saunders, my ever loyal assistant,
walked into my office with her iPad in hand.

“Good Morning,” Jersey started off, with a
rather quizzical look on her face. I was hoping that her look had
more to do with the fact that I’d mentioned that I needed to leave
work early, than with my hair camouflage. I never leave work early,
but then again, I’d never come to work with my head covered in a
silk wrap either.

Not looking directly at the bright red glasses
that hovered over Jersey’s curious green eyes, I said, “I have a
personal appointment this afternoon, Jersey and I’ve got to leave
the office by three fifteen at the absolute latest.”

“Sure,” she answered, trying valiantly not to
look at my head as she focused her attention on the schedule that
she’d called up on her iPad. “You don’t have anything pressing this
afternoon, so that won’t be a problem.” Taking a deep breath, she
looked up at me and said, “Um, can I ask you something?”

“Sure, shoot,” I answered, keeping my eyes
focused down on my own keyboard.

“Does this personal appointment have anything
to do with… um, what you’re wearing today?”

“What I’m wearing?” I said uncomfortably,
wishing I was anywhere but here with anything but this stupid scarf
on my head. I knew I wasn’t going to get away with trying to fool
Jersey of anything.

“Yeah, sorry, but I know you too well, Magenta
and I’ve never seen you wear a scarf to work. And no, you cannot
convince me that crazy silk wrap is some kind of fashion statement.
So, um, what happened? You can tell me.” When I didn’t respond
right away, she said, “Come on Magenta. Did you do something bad to
your hair?” Waiting for my answer, she silently settled herself
down into the chair next to my desk and waited. My fingers and my
mind stalled simultaneously. I didn’t know what had happened to my
hair, so how was I ever going to be able to explain it to
her?

“Yeah, something like that,” I said, pushing
myself back from my keyboard and nervously adjusting the scarf. I
hoped that my short answer would work. “My Aunt Cressida is going
to help me with it this afternoon.”

“Oh, that’s good,” Jersey said, letting out an
audible sigh. “Is she going to make you one of her famous exotic
potions? I hear that she is a real magician with plants and herbs.
You are so lucky. And hey, while she’s at it, maybe she could make
you a blondie like your sisters?”

“Ouch!” I said, lowering my eyes and feeling
the unintended sting from Jersey’s words. I happen to like my
auburn hair and I do not want to be a blonde like my sisters. I’m
already pasty white; I’d pretty much disappear altogether if I ever
became a blonde. “No, I don’t think so,” I said, leaning back in my
chair and finally looking up at my assistant.

I say up because even seated, Jersey is
significantly taller than me. A full figured beauty with long,
sleek brown curls, Jersey is striking. Her makeup is always
perfectly done and she dresses in an understated, yet elegant
manner. She catches every eye when she enters a room draped in
brightly colored jerseys, silks and wools and high heels that only
accentuate her already tall stance. Looking at her, no one would
ever know that she used to be known as Jake. That’s a secret I’ll
go to my grave with. Jersey makes my office run like a well oiled
machine and I am so grateful to have her in my life. Whether she
wants to go by Jake or Jersey, it makes no difference to me as long
as we continue to work together.

Readjusting the scarf on my head for the
umpteenth time this morning, I said, “On another subject, did you
get a chance to send the flowers to Tony’s for Charlie’s dinner
tonight? That’s my one and only sister-job for the
event.”

“Yes, I did. I called this morning, right
after I got your text, to confirm the flowers would be at the
restaurant by five o’clock. Star Jasmine and baby’s breath. The
florist said it was an unusual request, but she was happy to
deliver.”

“Splendidly unique, just like my sister
Charlie,” I said, trying to forget Charlie’s behavior earlier this
morning. “Thanks again for your help with that, Jersey. Oh, and if
I’m not walking out of here by three ten-ish, will you please give
me a shove?”

“Are you sure that’s going to be enough time?
Won’t it make you late for your dinner?” Jersey said, looking
anxiously at the wiry curls working their way out from under my
scarf. “I can clear your calendar earlier for you. I mean, I know
that Cressida is incredibly talented, but…”

“No thanks, three ten will be fine,” I said,
needing to bring an end to this conversation.

“I hope so,” Jersey whispered as she exited
the office, her high heeled boots clicking across the hardwood
floors. She turned around once as if to say something else and then
thought better of it. I knew I must look really, really bad, based
the troubled expression on Jersey’s face.

I touched one of the errant curls, attempting
to tuck it back under the silk and was sorry that I had. My fingers
instantly tingled with pain as the curl viciously snapped back at
me. Okay, be that way.

By three fifteen, I was finally on my way to
the Lavender Moon Apothecary, more than a little anxious for Aunt
Cressida’s help. The pressure of keeping my obnoxious hair under
wraps all day had become too much to handle and my headache had
only gotten worse. I rubbed my temples, praying for some relief.
Arriving at our prearranged time, I was surprised to see a Closed
sign in my aunt’s shop window. Ready to pull out my cell and call,
I looked closer and saw Aunt Cressida peeking out at me through the
shop window, motioning me towards the door.

“Come in, come in Magenta. Let’s see what we
can do.”

Without giving me even a moment to respond,
Aunt Cressida pulled me through her front door and into her shop.
“Oh dear, yes, I see,” she said, nodding her head with a knowing
look, as I released the scarf from my head. My hair instantly stood
straight up, as if saluting my aunt. No matter how hard I tried, it
would not lay down. My hands were stinging from fighting with the
prickly tresses.

“It just keeps getting worse, Aunt
Cressida. My head is aching and I don’t know what to do,” I said,
stifling a cry that I’d been holding in all day. “I didn’t know who
else to turn to. I feel like such a freak!” I said, just a little
too loudly. Looking back at the sign on the shop door, I lowered my
voice, feeling embarrassed by my outburst. “I’m sorry Aunt
Cressida. I never meant for you to have to close down your shop. I
hope I didn’t cause you to lose business with all of my
craziness.”

“As if,” Aunt Cressida said, acting as if
nothing could be further from the truth as she urgently motored
around her shop floor, closing cabinets and locking doors. An
attractive potpourri of brightly colored bottles and jars filled
with salts and soaps and creams was laid out on tables all around
the room. Tan, pink and gray wicker baskets held beautiful crystals
of every shape and size. Some were polished with rounded corners.
Some were heart shaped, triangles or squares. Others had sharp,
rough edges that reflected back the sunlight from their chiseled
angles. A few smaller stones were suspended from the ceiling by
clear Lucite chains, creating multi-colored images that danced
around the shop walls as the crystals twisted in the air. The
larger, more ornate crystals rested on a row of long, intricate
glass and steel cabinets.”

“I love it in here, Aunt Cressida,” I
said.

My aunt was busy organizing racks of
meditation cards that stood on either side of the cash register
next to glass jars filled with various sage sticks and abalone
shells advertised as the appropriate vessel for collecting sage
ashes. White, gray and black feathers protruded from mason jars,
looking out of place, although I presumed they were not. I picked
up a black candle fashioned in the shape of a skull and swiftly
returned it to the shelf. I definitely did not need
that!

Multi-scented candles, incense sticks and
things that look like wands filled a side table next to a sign that
was artfully calligraphied with the words “All things enchanted”. A
granite mortar and pestle held various herbs and spices just
waiting to be ground into something or other.

“You’ve got all sorts of things in here, Aunt
Cressida,” I said, as I wandered over to ornately carved teak
bookshelves that held hundreds of leather bound volumes organized
under headings like Healing, Love, Success and more. I found myself
inexplicably drawn to the shelf that said
Self-Discovery.

“There will be time enough for that later,
Magenta,” Aunt Cressida said, suddenly appearing at my
side.

“Um, okay,” I answered. My aunt’s frenzied
movements had finally slowed to a stop and I found her
concentrating her dark eyes on me. I guess she was ready to get
started and so was I. Glancing around the room, I said, “You have
such a beautiful shop. I never realized how much you have going on
in here. I really do need to come back later and take a closer
look. And maybe then, you can explain to me what you use these
confusing items for.”

“And so I shall. Just not now,” my aunt said
definitively.

I slowly ran my fingers over the gold veined,
white marble counter tops that sparkled in the late afternoon sun.
Lavender Moon Apothecary is a truly unique shop filled with soft,
appealing melon colored walls, grounded by dark hardwood floors and
enhanced with tons of lovely artwork. Somewhere I remember reading
that the color orange stimulates creative energy and I could
certainly feel the energy buzzing around this room right
now.

“Aunt Cressida, is that one of Charlie’s
pictures hanging in the corner?”

“It is,” she answered with a quick smile. “She
made that for me back when she was in college. If you look closely,
you’ll see that it’s the inspiration for my shop logo. Your sister
is quite talented. But then she came by it naturally. I’m sure you
know that your father is quite the artist too.”

“No way! I never knew my dad had any artistic
ability at all.”

“Well, I guess there’s a lot about your
parents you don’t know,” Aunt Cressida laughed. “And perhaps that’s
just the way they want it to stay… for now anyway.”

Hmm, I thought. “I think I’ll have to ask him
about that.”

“Yes, do that Magenta. I bet you’ll find your
father is full of lovely surprises. Do you like the candles?” Aunt
Cressida asked, surprising me by how quickly she moved from one
topic to the next.

“Candles?”

“Yes, I lit several before you got
here.”

Taking in a deep breath, I felt my nerves
unexpectedly start to unwind as I inhaled in the calming scents of
lavender, cinnamon and jasmine that floated all around the room. I
suddenly felt as if I’d been drawn into a reassuring hug of
soothing smells. My spirit calmed and I enjoyed how my frayed
nerves began to knit themselves back together.

“I don’t want you to worry about the Closed
sign, Magenta. Family always comes first you know. Lavender Moon
Apothecary is mine to do with as I please, and it pleases me now to
help you. If someone wants to see me bad enough, well, they’ll find
a way to connect with me later. Now, if you’re ready, let’s go to
the back so I can take a closer look at that,” she said, briefly
pointing at my head.

As she walked away, Aunt Cressida snapped her
fingers and the candles she’d lit earlier blew out. At that same
exact moment, I felt my confused hair relax; the pain at my roots
finally subsiding as each strand slowly unwound. Before I could ask
her what she had just done, my aunt was leading me further into the
way back of her shop. Slipping off her red high heels, she stepped
into a pair of shiny pink satin slippers and silently padded across
polished floors that looked like ice.

“That’s better,” Aunt Cressida whispered
softly. For a moment I wasn’t exactly sure if she was referring to
my hair or her feet.

“What are these floors made of, Aunt Cressida?
They’re gorgeous. And they don’t feel hard. I mean, they are
actually quite comfortable to walk on. They feel more like cork
than tile,” I said.

“They are lovely, aren’t they? Quite
enchanting, I’d say.”

Aunt Cressida smiled, never telling me what
her floors were actually made of. With a flip of a switch, my aunt
turned off the last of the outer shop lights and turned on several
ornate crystal chandeliers that hung evenly dispersed throughout
the backroom. It was a space unlike like any backroom I’d ever
visited before and certainly not what I had expected. It suddenly
dawned on me that, although I had been to my aunt’s shop many
times, I had never truly “experienced” it before. And not once had
I ever been invited into this room. I wondered if any of my sisters
had? I guess I’d always assumed that it was just a boring old
storage room. Boy was I wrong!

“This is gorgeous,” I sighed. “I think it’s
even prettier than your showroom out front; it feels almost
magical,” I said, watching the sunlight reflect off the splendidly
cut glass crystals that hung from delicate brass chandelier arms
high overhead. Green and red reflections tangoed together to make a
sea of yellow. Bright blues and violets intermixed, drawing my eyes
further upwards to the ceilings on which a colorful rainbow had
been cast.

“It is pretty, isn’t it,” Aunt
Cressida said, nodding her head. “I designed this room myself and I
totally love working here. This is where I feel most like
myself.”

Large windows stood high above white shiplap
covered walls and let in oodles of late afternoon sunlight. “I
especially love the blue ceilings,” I said, craning my neck back to
take in the full effect. I couldn’t help but notice the twelve foot
high vaulted ceilings accentuated by wispy vanilla hand painted
clouds that appeared to hover amidst soft blue skies.

“I had the ceilings painted Carolina Blue. I
fell in love with that color when I was in New Orleans and just
couldn’t resist covering my ceilings with it. The clouds were kind
of a fun afterthought,” Aunt Cressida said.

Focusing my eyes skyward, I felt dizzy for a
moment. “It’s as if the clouds are moving,” I said, sure that I
was, of course, wrong. They couldn’t really be moving…
right?

“Uh huh,” was all that Cressida said,
apparently too absorbed in her own thoughts to comment
further.

A large, mahogany chemist’s table and six
stools with brightly colored fabric cushioned seats sat in the
western corner. Magazines and assorted pictures, pamphlets and
books were randomly strewn across the table. “I need to straighten
that mess up later,” Aunt Cressida said, glancing at the table top.
“It’s left over from a class I taught earlier today on spiritual
cleansing rituals.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, not really knowing what
else to say since I don’t know what cleansing rituals even are. Had
she been cleaning out spirits? I silently giggled to myself at the
thought.

I noticed a large white beautician's chair,
with a thick cushioned seat sitting adjacent to a shiny, white
porcelain sink. This part of the room smelled especially delicious.
The scents were probably coming from the tons of uniquely shaped
bottles and jars that resided above the porcelain sink. The words
mango, lavender, apple, peach, tangerine and even chocolate were
hand written with swirly letters across their labels. And I found
myself longing to be lathered up in any of those yummy
scents.

Feeling the day catching up with me, I yawned
loudly and wandered over to the matching Queen Ann chairs and the
expansive white couch that anchored the room. I needed to get off
my feet, so I flopped down onto the couch. Aunt Cressida seemed
lost in her own machinations for the moment; I hoped she wasn’t
having trouble figuring out how to help me.

I suddenly got the strangest feeling that I
was being watched. I looked around the room and saw no one else but
Aunt Cressida. I knew it wasn’t her, she had moved over to the
table and was hard at work paging through what looked like some
sort of medical journal. But the feeling persisted. I was just
about to ask Aunt Cressida about it when the hairs on the back of
my neck stood straight up. I heard soft sounds coming from
somewhere close. Was that an impatient sigh?

“Did you say something?”

“Sorry dear, I’ll be right with you. I’m just
checking on the formula I need.”

Again I heard a sound. But this time it
sounded like a nasty little snicker. Was someone laughing at me or
maybe at my hair? And then I saw who or better still, what had made
that sound. Lost in the pillows and curves of the long white sofa
sat a large, milk-white, long haired Persian cat with lavender
eyes. Training its gaze on me, the feline let out a sound like a
little snicker, licked its paws and worked its way across the couch
towards me. I instantly backed away.

“I didn’t know you had a cat, Aunt
Cressida?”

“What dear?”

“A cat, you have a cat?”

Looking up at me my aunt said, “Oh yes, that’s
Phoebe, my fam… I mean, she’s like family to me. I thought you two
had met before.”

“No,” I answered, feeling extremely
uncomfortable as Phoebe kept her lavender eyes focused on
me.

“You’ll have to introduce her to your cat
someday; Agador, isn’t it? I always liked that cat of
yours.”
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