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A New Life







She thought it was best if the world forgot about her. She was just about to descend into a new world of emptiness when she awoke as a new person. The room was pitch dark until a sharp thud made the windows break into shards that lay on the ground, and the greenish light shone through the cracks in the windows.

“Julia!” said a screeching, high-pitched, inhuman voice.

Julia panted, and her heartbeat accelerated in an uncomfortable fashion until she shook while she was trying not to. She turned and ran, but as she was running in the dark, Julia wondered why she had a name only after death. This, however, felt more like a nightmare than anything to do with heaven or hell.

The darkness was brightening up, and her legs felt tired. Julia was thirsty and longed for a glass of water. She walked with brisk steps towards a cottage with pink walls adorned with painted hearts. Knocking on the door first, Julia entered the cottage since she found the door to be open. She slammed the door shut. Behind Julia, there was a dim red light, with nothing but a white-framed mirror in the center. Julia looked around. No food. No water. No furniture. Just that.

Julia squinted at the figure in the mirror, trying to make out the details. The person staring back had hot pink hair with short bangs and blank, unreadable eyes.

Patricia. She was staring straight at Julia with emotionless eyes. She hated to see Patricia again and frowned at her. Almost instantly, Patricia frowned back. Julia angrily stomped towards her, only to halt abruptly in front of the mirror as realization sank in. Julia wasn’t staring at Patricia; she was staring at an unclear reflection of herself.

“No! This can’t be. She is a pretty girl, but I don’t want to look like the one I hate,” said Julia.

Julia sighed and turned around. She opened the door to leave, but a force dragged her into the light until she realized she was falling. She found an umbrella in her hand, so she opened it, which thankfully slowed her down. She landed on a pile of fallen brown leaves. The whirling and whistling wind almost

blew the umbrella away, so she closed and fastened it. Julia got up and brushed the dirt off her white blouse and lavender plaid trousers. In front of her was a sign with a greenish glow.

“Welcome to the University of Magical and Creative Arts.”

The building was massive, with white walls and a purplish-blue roof with loads of windows. There were flags everywhere, with four different patterns. One with a pentagram, another with sparkle symbols, a conical flask, and one had a sword. The flags fluttered in the breeze. There were students on the lawn.

She guessed this was the only path to take.

“Hey, wait!” said a man.

He had blonde hair and rectangular glasses. He was wearing a black mock neck t-shirt with brown trousers.

“You dropped your ID when you fell,” he said.

“Really?” said Julia.

He handed her a wooden card that was painted and had intricate details, and her photo.

Name: Julia Blossom ID: SW-LT-W

Dept.: Witchcraft

“Thank you very much,” said Julia.

He nodded. She saw that there were people ahead of her in a line. So, she joined them. The guy from before was behind her.

“Ugh, what a horrible line,” he said.

Julia turned and saw the man from before and said nothing else but “Yes.”

“My name’s Cole. I’m assuming you’re Julia,” said Cole.

“Julia, that’s me,” she said.

She couldn’t help but be shy around him. After all, this was the first time she had met anyone besides that traitor Patricia. What if he turned out to be just like her? Best to keep her distance. Julia was finally in front, but after walking ahead, she tripped and almost fell.

“Whoa, be careful,” said Cole.

“ID, please,” said an old woman in a black witch hat and an emerald green dress.

Julia handed it to her. She narrowed her eyes and stared at the ID for thirty seconds before swiping it across her star-shaped magic wand. Julia got her ID back, and then she entered the hall and followed the gleaming arrows in the dark halls to the well-lit auditorium.

There was an announcement.

“Please take your seats. Fairy Core is in aisle two, Witchcraft in aisle three… ”

Julia took a random seat in aisle three. She kept her umbrella next to her, on the seat, and her ID in her pocket. She then checked her left pocket. There was a wallet inside.

As the boring and long speeches began, she peeked inside her wallet. She found a bunch of copper coins with the symbol of two birds. And then there was a single note with the value of ten. She assumed it wasn’t much. The wallet went back into the pocket, and Julia sighed. In front of her, Cole was sitting with his head bent and chin resting in his hand.

The witch from before was on the stage now. Julia sighed again, thinking that it would be another boring speech.

“Hello, my students, I know all of you are very bored,” she said.

Everyone laughed.

“I’m Heather Ice, the chairperson of the Department of Magic. I’m sure that all of you have already guessed that I specialize in witchcraft. Well, before all of you go off to your dorms, remember to study well and put your studies first. There may be several dangers about, beware of the Deep Thought Chaotic Aggregation. That is the only way to gather enough energy for the hope system to work and to keep us all alive,” said Professor Ice.

There was dead silence.

“Anyway, I’ve already been pleasantly surprised by one of our students. This just might be a fun semester. Or at least try to have fun. Thank you.”

They each had to come up to the stage and pick an item from their respective department’s choice of pickers. For witchcraft, it was a hat. For fairy-core, it was bottles of fairy dust with numbers on them arranged in a box. For other departments, they had to pick out pieces of paper. They contained the students’ dorm room numbers.

Julia waited while standing in line. Cole picked out a leaf from the hat, and it had “E-3” on it. It was Julia’s turn. She reached inside the hat, and a pink butterfly came out bearing the number “E-11” on its wings. The butterfly vanished.

It shocked her to see that she had no roommate. It was an empty room with a bed, a desk, and a bathroom. There was a note on the bed.

“We expect you to use magic to create all your necessities.” “Seriously?” thought Julia.

For sure, there was no way to summon a tube of toothpaste and a toothbrush. In disbelief, Julia opened the drawer to search for a proper solution to the problem that

no dorm shopping had been done. There was a heavy, black leather-bound book. It had golden corners, tied with twine, and the title was “The Complete Guide to Witchcraft.”

But before Julia could summon a toothbrush, she fell asleep on the cozy bed.

She woke up severely dehydrated an hour later.

She somehow recited the spell for a drink. She drank the whole glass of orange juice in one gulp and went back to sleep.

Julia awoke again at dawn. “It’s funny how I know so much about being alive, even though I was merely a fragment of someone else’s dream”, she thought.
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Learning to Adjust




Julia woke up at about 6 o’clock in the morning after having some sort of dream she couldn’t remember. Odd, considering she herself had once been little more than a dream. She wished to think more about it, but her mind went blank as her stomach felt empty. Julia wondered if there was a cafeteria, a kitchen, or any place where she could get food.

She realized she had gone to sleep wearing her regular clothes. Julia needed to take a shower and change her clothes.

There was some sort of paper on the ground below her desk. It must have fallen over.

“Instructions

The hidden door shall contain your wardrobe where you may find your clothes, your basic materials, a safe for your valuables, and mysterious items. Find and unlock the hidden door by casting a spell.

If you are on a scholarship, be advised: your continued eligibility depends significantly on academic performance and personal conduct…”

She stopped reading.

She got hold of the book, which was now wrapped in brown leather instead of black. Julia was a bit startled by this, but there was magic, after all. Anything was possible.

The index told her to skip to page 22.

“Spell for uncovering the secret dorm door.”

“The door where witches keep their thoughts and belongings, it shall now be a part of my many findings,” read Julia aloud.

She looked around, and nothing happened. Julia looked down, shuffled her feet, and was about to head to the shower when there was a sound that one would expect from a music box. She turned back and was startled to see a door in the middle of her room. It opened by itself. She entered, and it was the same pink-walled cottage from before, with the mirror. However, now there was a wardrobe and a small partition where the kitchen was. The furniture was all white, and there was a fridge, a cupboard, a microwave, and a tiny oven. As for utensils, there was a set of spoons and forks. She noticed a note taped on the fridge door.

“Please take these items as my apology.

~ Patricia”

A few things couldn’t patch over a betrayal like this, but there wasn’t much Julia could do. Perhaps if Julia were independent, she could refuse the help. However, right now, she was helpless.
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She opened the fridge. There were a dozen eggs and some other basics. But she didn’t know how she was going to cook an egg without a stove. There was bread in the fridge, as well as a few bottles of water. Since there was no butter, she had a slice of bread with nothing. Julia craved peanut butter, but she had no choice. She finished the slice somehow and drank some water.

There were some clothes in the wardrobe. They were all in the same gray robes and dresses in gray. She took all the clothing she needed and went back inside. As soon as she left, the door vanished behind her. This meant that she’d have to recite the same spell every time.

She took her book and recited the spell that might change her clothes to her style.

“Creative vision, enter this world and exit my mind!” said Julia.

They changed at once, into pastel, dark, or light colors. After brushing her teeth, she went to the small shower area and splashed water on herself, which was cold. Julia used a small, unused bar of waxy soap from the cabinet. There was only one small towel, with which she dried herself, and she wore her clothes: a lightweight coffee-colored blouse, with a black midi skirt. She got out of the bathroom and wore the only pair of shoes she had, a pair of black loafers. She got the belongings from the pocket of her pants and put them in her skirt’s pocket.

Julia yawned as they announced through the speaker in the room.

“Classes begin in thirty minutes. Please don’t forget your guidebook for your respective major.”

Julia realized she had no book bag, but she didn’t bother. She lugged the heavy book and locked the door, putting the key in her pocket, which was almost full. Julia then ran across to the end of the hall and then realized that she didn’t have a clue about where to go for class. She opened her guidebook and saw the map. The schedule portion that was taped on one page said that WC101 was first, and the classroom number was WCB002.

Julia exited the dorm and set off to go to Building No. 3. She walked for a long time until she encountered a map. Everything was fine. She just needed to take a right turn. The grass was a shade of dark green, and the sky was an intense blue with the sun peeking out from the white clouds. There was a concrete pathway in the middle of the grass. A plain yellow butterfly was fluttering about. She arrived in front of Building No. 3 at last. And it was an eyesore to see such an immense building that looked like it belonged to medieval times and hadn’t been repaired since. It looked more like ancient ruins than a proper building. It was gray, layered with dust, and the windows had cracks. The light was shining through a few of the windows. The gate wouldn’t open.

“Insert your ID to enter,” said a masculine voice.

She looked behind her and saw a somewhat muscular guy with black skin and spiky hair the same color as a dove feather, a matte white. He was as tall as Cole and was wearing a white striped button-up shirt with a black pair of trousers. He wore an emotionless expression, but it wasn’t harsh, unlike Cole’s expression. Rather, it was nonchalant and carefree.

“Thank you,” said Julia.

“Excuse me, miss, would you happen to know where Building No. 4 is? I don’t know why I can’t find numbers on any of these buildings,” he said.

“This is building no. 3. There should be a map nearby,” said Julia, pointing to their left

“Thank you,” he said.

Julia nodded as she put her ID in the gate’s slot. The gate made a chime-like sound.

“Wait, this building’s for witches… Oh, never mind, the gate let you in. I guess you’re a witch. Didn’t mean to assume,” he said, waving goodbye.

Julia entered and took her ID with her. It didn’t take her long to find her classroom, which was on the first floor. As she entered, she saw there were two students inside, Cole and a woman with ash hair cut into a bob. They were

talking about something that Julia couldn’t discern. The desks were plain wood, with a whiteboard and a giant cauldron in the corner that looked out of place. The woman was talking with a lot of energy, and she had her desk littered with sticky notes. Julia stood in the middle of the classroom until Cole told her to sit with them. At that moment, the woman crumpled up a sticky note and threw it in the trash can, which was inches away from Julia. She sat in front of Cole.

Cole smiled at her. 

“Hi Julia!” Cole noticed her staring at the woman beside her, and his smile faded.

“Oh, this is Lindsey,” he explained, a hint of hesitation in his voice. 

Julia waved at her, smiling politely. Lindsey stared at her blankly, then went back to her notes. She crumpled all the notes and threw them near the trash can.
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A Different Type of Witch




Julia watched as Lindsey flung the pile of sticky notes into the trash all in one go. The students arrived one by one, and soon, ninety percent of the seats were filled. It was weird that everyone was wearing gray clothes except for her. However, no one said anything about that to her.

The lecturer arrived. He was an old man with a gray beard, a black witch hat, a gray suit, and short cape, and a monocle. A yellow stone pendant was around his neck.

“Hello, everyone, good morning. I assume none of you know me. I’m Mr. Penn, and I’m your lecturer for this course.” 

Everyone was still chattering, save for Julia and Cole.

“Quiet! This course will cover very basic witchcraft, along with some explanation behind your origin,” said Mr. Penn.

Everyone went quiet, but not because of how stern Mr. Penn was. Julia sighed. Maybe she will finally find some answers.

“Now I will show you some visuals by the use of magic”.

He went near the cauldron, took off his pendant, and reached inside his pocket. Then he unplugged a tiny bottle of what looked like a shimmering dark purple fluid.

“I will pour a bit of Purple Fox blood,” he said.

He then dumped half of the bottle into the cauldron. That didn’t seem like a bit to Julia. He put the cork back and got another bottle from a drawer.

“Just a pinch of false mercury salt,” he said.

As soon as he unplugged the bottle, he sneezed loudly. Some students laughed until he looked at them with stern and fiery eyes. They quieted down at once.

Mr. Penn then stirred the mixture with a stick that was in the cauldron. He then dipped the glowing yellow pendant into the mixture. There was the sound of a pulse of air, and the room became dark. The liquid on the pendant appeared to evaporate into yellow smoke, and there was a vision in the smoke.

“As you can see, this is your place of resurrection,” said Mr. Penn.

It looked familiar. It was a dark place with a glowing house and with shattered windows and the sound of screams. Julia’s heartbeat increased.

“If they harmed you in the dream in which you first appeared, then this haunted house will appear and drag you inside, where your consciousness awakens and you come to learn about being a witch or warlock, and about

this university. We’ve all been through that,” said Mr. Penn.
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