
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Sophie's Spell

        

        
        
          Blue Series

        

        
        
          David Elvar

        

        
          Published by BratReads Books, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SOPHIE'S SPELL

    

    
      First edition. September 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 David Elvar.

    

    
    
      Written by David Elvar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1



[image: ]




Sophie is a witch.

She has her own cauldron (actually an old saucepan her mum was going to throw out), her own spooky witch's lair (actually her bedroom with the light turned off) and her own book of spells (actually an old cookery book her mum never used). She's a very organised witch.

She first had an idea she might be a witch when she brewed her first potion. It didn't start out as a potion, of course, it just sort of ended up that way. Her mum was working late and had asked her to cook dinner. Something simple, she'd said, something on toast. Yes but what?, Sophie had asked. And her mum had just said wearily Look in the fridge, mix something up—then she'd put the phone down and left her to it.

Sophie took a moment to think. Something on toast, what sort of something can you mix up and put on toast? She opened the fridge door to find out. There were lots of things to choose from, things like baked beans left over from yesterday's lunch, pilchards left over from yesterday's dinner, and all the usual things like milk and eggs and butter, plus a few less usual things like a Cornish pasty with a bite taken out of it. Surely she could mix something up from all that.

She emptied everything out of the fridge and onto the kitchen table, found a big mixing bowl and made a start. From her pile of ingredients, she took the half-tin of pilchards and tipped it into the bowl. Next, she took the half-tin of baked beans and did the same with that. Then she added the butter, two eggs (shells and all) and half a pint of milk. Then she peered into the bowl. What she saw was a small heap of fish and beans swimming in a sort of milky sludge. It didn't look right. But then, it wasn't mixed and it wasn't cooked so it probably wouldn't, would it. She hoped so, anyway. She picked up a spoon and began to stir.

She stirred and stirred. And as she stirred, she gazed round at the kitchen to see what else she could add. There was cake in the cake-tin, bread in the bread-bin, tea in the tea-caddy, coffee in the coffee jar—why, there was lots she could add. She stopped stirring and raced round the kitchen to gather them all up.

When she got back to her bowl, she dumped everything on the table then stood there for a moment deciding what to put in first. Mum was usually tired when she got home from work, and coffee, Sophie knew, wakes people up. So that would go in first. She unscrewed the lid and poured it in. All of it. The whole jar. That should wake her up, she thought. Now, what's next?

Her mum always liked to relax when she got home from work, and a good cup of tea, Sophie knew, helps people relax. So that would go in next. She flipped the lid of the caddy open and peered inside. Hmm. Teabags. Well, a little paper never hurt anyone. She poured them in. All of them. The whole caddy. That should help her relax, she thought. Now, what's next?

Her mum always liked something sweet with her cup of tea, and cake, Sophie knew, was very sweet. She prised open the lid of the cake-tin. Inside was a delicious Chocolate-Caramel Fudge Cake. With walnuts. She knew it was delicious because she'd had a slice after yesterday's dinner. Her mum had had one, too. And her dad, greedy thing, had had three! So there was only half the cake left. Oh well, it would have to do. She tipped it in. All of it. Even the walnuts. Now, what's next?

Her mum was always hungry when she got home from work, and bread, Sophie knew, was always good at filling people up. She knew this because whenever Sophie was hungry, her mum would tell her to go and have a slice of bread. And Sophie would say Oh? Can't I have some cake? And her mum would say No, bread will fill you up more. So that would go in next. She slid back the top of the bread-bin. Inside was half a sliced loaf. It looked as though it had been there a few days. The slices were all curled up at the edges and there was a strange green something sprouting round the crusts. Well, a little mould never hurt anyone. She opened the wrapper and tipped it in. All of it. Every slice. That should fill her up, she thought. Now, what's next?

But there was nothing left. All she had to do now was stir it all together. She picked up her spoon again and made a start. She stirred and stirred, and as she stirred, she began to feel a little bored. After all, there's not much fun in whizzing a spoon round a bowl while trying to make sure what you're stirring isn't splashing up the sides and out and all over the walls—even though that would have been fun. But she had to find something to help pass the time. And she did. As she stood there stirring, she made up a little rhyme.
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'HUBBLE, BUBBLE, TOIL and trouble.

Fire burn and cauldron bubble.

This I'm cooking, this for mum,

ready for when home she comes.

Mixed and cooked and slopped on toast,

the finest dish around, I'll boast.

What is it, I hear you ask?

Something simple, no great task.

Just milk and eggs and bread all green,

half a tin of whole baked beans,

pilchards in tomato sauce,

and half a chocolate cake, of course.

Coffee, too, and tea in bags,

(that one nearly caused some snags).

With gusto great, I'll stir it round

and round and round until I've found

it's ready for the oven hot.

(I hope it's on! I quite forgot!)

But mum will love it when it's cooked.

The taste might even get her hooked!

Hubble, bubble, toil and trouble.

Fire burn and cauldron bubble.

Is this mixture ripe for baking?

I hope it is. My arm is aching.'

––––––––
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SHE STOPPED TO LOOK in the bowl. The mixture looked sort of, well, interesting, the colours especially so. There was the greyish brown of the pilchards and the brownish orange of the baked beans. There were green blobs from the bread and little streaks of yellow from the butter that hadn't quite melted yet. The milk had gone a yucky white, the cake had gone a yucky chocolate, and the eggs had gone a yucky something she couldn't even begin to describe.
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