
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Chapter

The brisk scent of fiery-colored leaves seasoned each breath. Cerise taught a wind spell to the children in her charge. Since her wand was broken and she had no memory of that happening, she carved a makeshift one earlier that day. It wouldn’t have the same purpose and vibration as her original wand, but it would suffice for the day. She directed the spell and helped the children sweep up the leaves into piles.

“What are we doing this for?” Tabitha asked. She threw out a pouty lower lip and glared at her boots.

Several other children muttered agreement with Tabitha’s question and sour attitude.

“Do you like flowers?” Cerise asked.

Tabitha’s pouty expression brightened. “Yes-yes-yes!” She bounced in place. “More than anything in the world!”

“We’re collecting the leaves to make mulch for the flowers we’ll be planting in the spring,” Cerise explained. “See, when the leaves fall from the trees, they return to the earth and eventually turn into soil. Flowers and trees grow from the soil that leaves make and fertilize.” She waved her wand, then the leaves from one pile filled the small ceramic pot.

Overlapping chatter and elated comments followed.

“Plus, if we don’t do work, we don’t earn our treats,” Cerise added.

“Treats?” Yair asked. He quirked an eyebrow and looked up at Cerise. “What treats?”

“Yeah, we weren’t told about treats,” Tabitha said.

“Well fill those flowerpots with leaves so we can carry them back with us,” Cerise said.

“And then you’ll tell us what treats we’re getting?” Yair asked.

Cerise smiled, “I’ll tell you on the way. Come on, hop to it.”

The children in her charge excitedly filled the ceramic pots with leaves then hugged one of them and fell into line around Cerise. Cerise picked up her filled flowerpot then led the children to the large open area where the leaves were mixed with soil and other debris to make soil for planting in the spring.

“What treats are we getting?” Yair asked.

“Oh, I thought you’d forgotten,” Cerise teased.

The children objected then prodded her for more information.

“I wasn’t supposed to tell you,” the older witch said.

“We can keep it secret!” Janis, a girl with long brown braids beamed.

Grinning, Cerise nodded. “Alright. Since you can keep a secret.” She took a dramatic breath then whispered, “We’re bobbing for apples and carving lanterns tonight if we bring back the flowerpots filled with leaves.”

The children cheered. They scampered around Cerise then rushed up to the elders who were referencing the paperwork they had to keep everything organized.

“We did it! Lots of mulch can be made from these, right?” Tabitha said.

“Yeah, we can get more! Do we need to do more?” Janis asked.

The two elderly witches exchanged amused expressions. “We need lots more,” Morty said.

Gloria pointed toward a grouping of empty flowerpots. “As much as you can do.”

The children rushed past them. They set down their filled flowerpots then grabbed empty ones and returned to the forest.

“What was that about?” Morty asked.

Cerise set down her container then sighed. “I told them we’re getting treats tonight.”

“Yes, it’s Mabon,” Morty said.

Cerise let out a sheepish chuckle. “I may have implied it was a reward for hard work.”

Gloria laughed, then waved an amused hand. “You are devious sometimes, Miss Quinn.”

Cerise smiled. “They might not have been so easily fooled if they memorized the calendar like they were supposed to.”

“Fair point, but don’t abuse the trickery. We’ll tell them this batch is plenty,” Gloria said.
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