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Chapter One




Early morning rays of sunlight have just
begun to sparkle down through cloudless blue skies and onto the now
deserted beaches below. It's way too early for most people to be
out and about, but it’s the perfect time of day for me.
Intoxicating ocean breezes deliver a potpourri of sea scents;
sometimes salty, other times seaweedy and occasionally, the briny
stink of fish permeates the air. Whether shared via soft breezes,
billowing gales or stormy winds; it’s all the same to me.

This morning, seagulls are making their
obnoxious presence known, soaring effortlessly above the ocean
waves. Their high-pitched screams last far too long, annoying me
and distracting me from the beauty all around me.

“Good morning, Olivia! Love your hair today,”
shouts Emile, my one and only human companion this morning. He’s
the best milkman in town. In fact, he’s the only milkman in town
who still delivers dairy products throughout New Moon Beach during
the predawn hours. An old soul by nature, he continues to wear the
recognized Helman’s Dairy uniform of bleached overalls and a
long-sleeved crisp, milky white shirt. A fair skinned Norwegian,
only his long red hair splayed across his shoulders and a black bow
tie break up his snowy image.

“Thanks Emile, I’m going au natural today,” I
answered, smiling back at him.

I’d tied my blonde curls up on top of my head
this morning with a patterned red scarf and left my house with just
a wisp of mascara on my lashes. Why worry about trying to contain
my curls any further, when I so love the way the wind plays with
them and naturally brings color to my cheeks. I’m not much of a
fashionista. I prefer flowing cotton peasant blouses over wide
legged jeans to more formal attire. I have a growing passion for
embroidering and love adding as many colors as possible to the
flowers and designs I create. My sisters think I’m caught up in the
hippie generation and they might be right. Give me a wrist full of
jangling beaded bracelets and t-shirts tie dyed in psychedelic
colors and I’m in heaven.

As I stop to take in the morning’s glorious
scenery, a feeling of contentment washes over me. I truly love
everything about living at the beach. Caught up in my emotions, I’m
momentarily tempted to give in and head down to the shoreline,
already imagining the feel of sand between my toes and tasting a
hint of the windblown salt that clings to my tangerine lip gloss
this morning. The ocean shores can be incredibly enticing and
normally I’d be seriously considering grabbing a good romance novel
and my striped beach chair and taking a seaside detour. But there’s
no time for that today. I’m on a mission.

Mild breezes guide me toward town and the
sound of my flip flops echo unapologetically down still empty
streets. There’s a slight chill in the ocean air and I zip up my
flowered sweatshirt, knowing that it won’t be long before I won’t
need it anymore. Summer is almost here.

Traveling past shops filled with beachwear,
artwork, jewelry and other touristy stuff, the sun begins to warm
my back. Or maybe it’s the excitement building in me that has my
blood pumping today.

I slow my steps, take a deep breath, and look
up at the bright yellow and purple sign announcing the upcoming
Grand Opening of Mystique Creations. I can’t do anything but smile
outrageously. That’s my sign… my shop! Today I’m opening my very
own business, and I cannot be more jazzed. It's going to be a
special place where people can craft and sew and be magically
inspired - or just enjoy a cup of tea with me in one cool spot.

Ever since I was a little girl, I’ve loved
crafting. We never had a lot of money, so at an early age, I became
an expert in turning junk into gems. What others saw as trash, I
instantly saw as treasure and would drag home all sorts of
interesting paraphernalia. That’s where my imaginative wizardry
took over as I transformed each tattered or tired piece into
something new and useful and often, quite pretty too. I guess you
could say, I’ve got a knack for magically breathing life into
things that have long since been forgotten or discarded.

While other children were off on their bikes
riding to the pier, making sandcastles on the shore, or bouncing
playfully in the waves, I was designing housing and a fashionable
line of clothing for my Midge, Barbie, Ken and GI Joe dolls using
every scrap of wood, fabric, tissue paper or paper towel in the
house. No abandoned box, tablecloth, towel, or pillowcase was safe
from my designing eye.

You may find it kind of a bizarre thing for a
kid to do, but I once transformed an empty refrigerator box into a
high-rise apartment complex for my dolls. I discovered the empty
box outside a local hardware store and spirited it home on my
wagon. My high-rise real estate had five stories, each floor
painted with a different color marker pen and decorated with
furniture fashioned from old spools of thread, empty boxes, cans
and bars of Dial soap that I whittled into couches and beds. I
played for hours with my architectural masterpiece, until I forgot
one day and left it out in the rain. Sad to say, all my tenants and
their furnishings had to be evicted, but not before being
permanently washed in the unmistakable scent of clover from Dial
soap.

My two sisters thought my fascination with
resurrecting junk was kind of weird, but thankfully they never
stopped me or made me feel bad about myself. Together, we formed
quite an unconventional triangle of sisterhood, although for being
such close sisters, we couldn’t be more different from one another.
I may be the odd one, but the other two have their own
distinguishing quirks that make them rather unique too.

My middle sister Constance, otherwise known
as the “Culinary Queen”, owns a deli and you’ll easily recognize
all five foot eight of her by her predictable work uniform of
jeans, t-shirts, and various colored shop aprons with images of
pickles embroidered on the front.

Constance is forever trying to force feed me
one of her gourmet concoctions that usually include breads, strange
smelling cheeses and any kind of beef, pork or fowl that she can
smother in one of her hearty sauces. She really is an awesome cook
and if she had her way, she’d be stuffing me with one of her
blue-plate specials every day of the week.

Harmony is the oldest one of us. I call her
simply, “The Captain”. Controlled chaos rules Harmony’s life and
nothing is ever allowed to be out of place in her kingdom or ours.
She’s a statuesque five-foot ten woman with the body of a
modern-day goddess and she dresses herself impeccably in nothing
but designer suits and heels: quite appropriate for the Mayor of
our little city. I guess you wouldn’t be surprised to learn that
Harmony has a Type A personality, although bossy might be a better
way to describe her. I love my sister dearly, but she can wear me
out in no time at all. Always going at full speed, she is a
never-ending ball of energy.

If you ask me, that makes me not only the
youngest of the trio, but also the least quirky of us all. What I
do, actually results in fabulously recreated stuff. My passions
don’t cause overeating, or anxiety. However, if you hang out with
me for very long, you might need to find additional storage in your
home for all the re-purposed products we’ll generate together.

I read somewhere, “The things that make you
weird as a kid will make you great tomorrow.” Perhaps my own
weirdness has come full circle and I’ll soon be able to make a
satisfying, prosperous living from it. At least that’s what I’m
hoping for. So here I am, the same oddball girl, just all grown up.
My college degree in hand, I’m ready, anxious to help other people
indulge in their own creative fantasies.

Sadly, I have to admit that it took me way
too long to get to this point. After graduating from college, I
should have come right back to New Moon Beach, my family and my
dreams. Unfortunately for me, I didn’t. Instead, I took a temporary
detour and ran headfirst into a major stumbling block. A
mysteriously handsome stumbling block named Jonathan Maxwell.
Sadly, even now, thinking about him makes my heart hurt a
little.

But what’s done is done. I'm not going to let
anything ruin my new life - not even thinking about what might have
been with some guy. Some guy I’d foolishly fallen head over heels
in love with. Some guy who shattered my heart. The same guy I
dreamt about every night, no matter how hard I try not to.


Chapter Two




Reaching the front door of my awesome, soon
to be opened shop while balancing a backpack, purse and cat
carrier, I struggled to find the shop door key. Why hadn’t I just
put the darn thing in my pocket before I left home this
morning?

Dropping my backpack onto the sidewalk and
gently tilting it toward the doorway with my toe, it unexpectedly
tumbled over. Colored pencils, markers, sewing tools and patterns
all spilled out onto the sidewalk. Leaning down to capture the
markers before they were carried away in the curbside river of
drainage water, my purse slipped off my shoulder and joined my
backpack on the sidewalk. Damn, I had not meant to do that. I
struggled to hang onto the remaining paisley cat carrier with two
fingers and lost my grip. Slipping free, the carrier landed on the
pavement with a soft thump, and I froze. Before I could offer a
word of apology, Ms. Cassandra's loud hiss made it clear that she
was less than happy with me. A pair of reflective copper eyes
sparked with annoyance stared out at me and a soft growl emanated
from the bag, providing further evidence of her upset.

“Oh please, settle down. You know that I
didn’t mean to do that,” I said in a loud whisper.

Stopping to listen for any sort of feline
response, I added, “Hey, I really am sorry, Miss Cassandra. Did you
hear me?” When no reply came, I continued, “Oh, what the heck. Are
you going to be in one of your snits now for the rest of the day?
Or perhaps… has the cat got your tongue?" I giggled.

Ms. Cassandra continued her stone-cold
silence routine. She was either keeping her thoughts to herself,
didn’t get my joke or was really ticked off at me. I was pretty
sure that it was the latter and she was more than a little ticked
off at me. I don’t know what it is about my cat, but she’s very
selective about who she talks to and when. When you expect her to
converse with you, she’s silent. But when she’s in the mood to
chat, you can’t shut her up. And man, she can be one opinionated
cat!

Miss Cassandra is my familiar. That means
she’s my mystical guide, in animal form. I have to admit that even
with her crankiness, I have grown quite fond of her. In the right
mood, Miss Cassandra can be wonderfully helpful. And, with her
years of experience, I’ve become rather dependent on her to guide
me through our more challenging experiences. I’ve only had Miss
Cassandra for a couple years. She transferred to my service after a
long run with a witch in New York. Seems Miss Cassandra got a
little too free with her opinions and the old witch booted her
out.

Since you already know about my cat, it
probably won’t shock you to find out that my sisters and I are all
witches. We’re white witches, known for being the best kind of
witches, like Glinda the Good Witch from The Wizard of Oz. We
practice only white witchcraft, never black magic or Voodoo. We use
our magic selectively, no negative mumbo-jumbo for us. Most people
in our beach city have no idea that my sisters and I are magically
gifted, and we all prefer to keep it that way. What would our
non-magically gifted neighbors think if they knew that we have one
of the largest communities of witches living right here in New Moon
Beach? A coven of over two hundred practicing witches, warlocks and
seers flourishing right under their noses.

The practice of witchcraft has been in the
Merriman family for generations, even our father is a witch. But
he’s a witch of a different nature. I’ll fill you in on him later.
Our mother was a witch too, but she’s been gone a long time now.
The whole witchcraft thing is a little “out there” for some people,
but I don’t share it with you to scare you, just want to keep you
well informed.

Staring down into the paisley carrier, I
attempted to engage my familiar who was looking back at me with
hostile eyes, in full “ticked-off” mode.

Undeterred, I softly asked, “How do you like
the beach so far, Miss Cassandra?”

Hearing no response, I said, “Come on,
lighten up. You have to admit that this is a beautiful place to
live. Don’t you just love it?”

A sharp whispered voice finally responded,
“First off, I can’t believe you are openly talking to me outside of
the safety of your home or business. Anyone passing by will surely
think that something is wrong with you. I mean, who asks their cat
for their opinion of the beach?”

Before allowing me a moment to reflect on her
words, she continued in a hushed voice. “Second, I have little to
share with you at this moment, except to say that this damp ocean
air is making me terribly nauseous and doing a number on my fur.
Why don’t you just hurry up, use your magic to open the darn door
and get me out of this draft? Being in this gaudy contraption is
making me absolutely ill.”

“Gaudy? What are you going on about? I
handcrafted this carrier, especially for you and I think it’s quite
lovely. It’s bright and colorful and I took extra care to make sure
it was comfortably padded for travel. But gaudy is one thing that
it is not! You could be traveling around town in one of those hard,
plastic boxes with slits on the side. You better watch it, Miss C.
or I might just go and buy you your own ugly green traveling
carrier,” I said glaring down at my cat.

A loud, slow hiss was her only response.

“Stop your complaining. I really must
question your sanity, Miss Cassandra. Who says that sea air makes
them nauseous? I mean, I get the thing about your fur, but
nauseous… really?”

“Well then, you crawl right in here, take a
look around, grab a big whiff of the salty air and enjoy!” Miss
Cassandra answered sarcastically. “See how you like being carted
about in this kaleidoscope of blinding color and then
unceremoniously dropped on your keister!”

“You are so dramatic my little cat. Okay, be
that way. We’re here now and you are going to love our new shop. I
promise. Just let me get this door open and I’ll let you out to
explore our new digs."

Grabbing my purse, I rummaged through it in
search of the aged brass store key, and found it stuck to remnants
of an old pack of sticky gum. Separating the key from the gooey
mess, I put it in the lock and turned. When I finally pushed the
door ajar, I swear a gently perfumed breeze flew right out, hitting
me in the face like a welcoming kiss. I recognized the perfumed
scent immediately and it brought back treasured memories of my now
departed godmother, Meghan.

Smiling, I pushed my backpack and Miss
Cassandra’s carrier through the front door with the tip of my
flip-flop. I think this cat of mine is chunking on a few new pounds
because it shouldn’t be this hard to move her carrier forward a
foot or two. And to make matters worse, she isn't even trying to
help lighten my load - which of course she could if she wanted to
with just one magical swish of her tail.

“A little help here?” I begged.

My friend and companion, a beautiful orange
marmalade cat, sat carelessly licking her right paw. When I stared
through the black carrier mesh, she gave off a loud yawn and rolled
over on her side as if she cared little about my request and had
even less to say about it. Of course, I know her silence won’t last
for long, so I suppose I should enjoy the peace and quiet while I
can.

Before I closed the shop door behind us, I
stepped back onto the sidewalk once more and took a slow, deep
breath as I looked up at the rather garish sign. If nothing else,
it certainly was an elaborate celebration of color and a
well-planned attention getter.

I wanted to create a lasting memory of this
transition between my old life and my new. The ocean breeze blew
softly, flapping the Grand Opening sign back and forth. Partially
shaded by the matching purple and yellow striped shop awning above
me, I glanced down the block at the palm trees lined up like
soldiers up and down the length of the Esplanade. The smell of
salt, sand and sea made me smile as I filled my lungs with the
crisp morning ocean air. A feeling of total contentment moved into
my heart. I had done this. I had conquered my fears and made some
pretty incredible changes to my life. The nagging pain that had
refused to leave my heart for so very long, was momentarily
silenced. I was home - home to my family, New Moon Beach and
Mystique Creations.

All in all, it was a perfect morning to
capture my own morning magic. With tons of work ahead of me, I
rolled up my sleeves and dove right in for a full day of hard
labor. There was much to be accomplished before the sun went down
and my grand opening was launched.


Chapter Three




Traces of pink, yellow and blue scraped
across the early morning skies the next morning. Foamy waves calmly
kissed the sandy shoreline and Sandpipers swiftly waded along the
water’s edge on stiff, stilt-like legs in search of their morning
breakfast.

Walking down along the Esplanade at dawn and
taking in the ocean views is exhilarating. I’m usually out and
about before most people even think about turning off their alarm
clock and today was no different. Even the sunrise surfers haven’t
made an appearance yet, so I know it’s early. At this time of day,
only the ocean is truly awake. Transparent waves showcased a pod of
dolphins skimming the shoreline and hungry pelicans made spectacles
of themselves, crashing into the repeating ocean waves. The unkind
sound of an early morning trash truck suddenly interrupted my
morning reverie, urging me on my way and reminding me that I had
things to do.

I’d ignored Miss Cassandra’s protests and
brought her along with me to the shop, promising her an extra can
of albacore tuna if she kept her thoughts to herself. Without
turning on any of the store lights, I made sure that both the front
and back door remained locked and silently cast a cloaking spell,
designed to keep out curious eyes. Anyone happening by would only
see a darkened shop.

“I’m going to keep you in your carrier for a
moment while I complete this spell, Miss C. It won’t take a
moment,” I said softly.

“It better not, I’m hungry,” Cassandra
growled.

“Sorry, but I don’t want anyone poking around
to see what I’m up to this morning. The sooner I get this spell
cast, the better. So please, just be patient,” I said, as I heard
Miss Cassandra release an annoyed sigh.

I had decided to cast a particular spell
designed to plant happiness, friendship, and success within the
walls of Mystique Creations, something every good shop-owning-witch
would do. And I needed to get started before any of the other shops
on my block opened their doors for business.

Lighting a sage stick, I smudged the entire
shop, purifying it of any negative energy from within. The use of
sage is such a calming practice; restoring a mystical balance and
making me feel instantly at peace.

As I walked around the shop floor, white
smoke filled every corner of the room and I worried for a second
that a passerby might mistakenly think the shop was on fire if any
smoke happened to sneak out beneath the doorway. Luckily for me,
although the sage seemed to have taken care of any unwanted
negative energy, it did not summon the fire department. My cloaking
spell had been a success.

Once I was convinced that the purification
process was complete, I reached inside my pant pocket and pulled
out a Blue Apatite and a green colored Chrysoprase crystal. Holding
the Blue Apatite in my right hand and slowly rubbing my thumb
across it, it became warm to the touch. This first stone is a
motivational and inspirational crystal. Among other things, it also
stimulates creativity and that is something that I hope all my
shoppers will benefit from. Confident that the stone now held its
empowering heat, I moved it into the palm of my left hand, closed
my fingers tightly around it and chanted:

 


Mother Nature and Sister Moon

Send blessings to all who enter here

May they find friendship, inspiration and
strength behind this shop door

And long to return for evermore

 


I then took out the Chrysoprase crystal and
placed it into my left hand, held it tightly, feeling it warm as I
prayed to the spirits above to hear my plea. Optimism, joy ,and
happiness are said to erupt from this stone as it further serves to
open the chakra of your heart. Feeling a sense of elation, I
continued:

 


Mother Nature and Sister Moon

This most of all I do yearn

Please let these blessings all come true

And I will pledge to share kindness with all
in return

May they find this to be

A place of joy, inspiration and
creativity

 


I placed one crystal in the front of my shop
and one in the back as I walked the entire circumference,
saying:

 


Blessed Be… Blessed Be

As I have asked

So shall it be

Happiness, friendship and prosperity

 


My desires voiced, I removed the cloaking
spell and relaxed. I hadn’t needed to light any candles, grab my
cauldron or even to search out my Book of Shadows to cast my
morning incantations. I’d simply put my thoughts in order and
silently chanted my request to the gods in my own emotion filled
words using two of my favorite powerful crystals. My thoughts had
easily flown upward, and I was confident that I had just spread
positive energy throughout my shop with this spell. I couldn’t wait
to complete preparations and to welcome in my customers.

My early morning tasks completed; I was
sorely in need of a hot cup of coffee. My spellcasting hadn’t taken
as long as I thought it would and I considered heading home for a
quick breakfast before officially opening the shop. Reaching out to
leave, I touched the brass handle of my shop front door as a sharp
pain raced up my arm, forcing me to step back.

“Ouch!” I yelped. The tips of my fingers
ached and for a moment they appeared to be blackened, as if I’d
been burned. I slowly flexed all ten digits, expecting there to be
pain. But within a minute, neither the pain nor the blackening
remained.

“What’s going on out there?” demanded Miss
C.

Well, I certainly wasn’t expecting that kind
of reaction to my spell. I know that I’m still not that good at
casting incantations, but I had to wonder what had just happened.
Had I made some kind of mystical mistake, unknowingly unlocking
something dark and sinister rather than happiness and joy? So much
for smudging.

“Um, nothing, Miss C. At least I don’t think
I did anything wrong,” I said, not wanting to worry my
familiar.

Before I could offer any further explanation,
my head began to spin and for a moment I felt as if I was going to
faint. Tiny blue lights flashed before my eyes and the sound of
soft rain filled the room. The scent of Jasmine, the flower of
motherhood, floated all around me - clinging to my clothing, my
hair, my heart. I fell to my knees in a confused state. What was
happening? What had I done?

And then, a sense of calm quickly wrapped
around me like a warm blanket; replacing any fear I’d previously
felt. As I watched, a door of sorts appeared to magically open
before my eyes and the image of a beautiful woman in a long white
dress floated into sight. She seemed to know me and smiled a lovely
smile that I felt all the way to my soul.

Before I could question what was happening,
the woman focused her eyes on me and spoke, “Olivia, your road will
not be an easy one. Stay true to your path and happiness will find
its way to you. Take care and know that you are loved.”

And with that, the mystical doorway closed,
and the woman disappeared.

“What is going on, Olivia? Is that jasmine I
smell?” said Miss Cassandra.

“Yes, I know,” I whispered back, feeling as
if I was in a haze.

Slowly coming out of my fog, I glanced at my
watch and was stunned to see how much time had passed. Curiously
torn between a desire to know more about the lady in white and the
now pressing need to get to work in my shop, I couldn’t help but
wonder whose spirit I had just encountered. And although the spirit
had looked a bit familiar, I wasn’t given a chance to consider the
matter any further.

I felt my sister Constance heading my way,
before I even saw her. There was just something about the sound of
her rubber-soled sandals attacking the sidewalk that told me it was
Constance. And ready or not, she was through the door, and I was
engulfed in one of her massive bear hugs. I’d locked that door, I
thought, as I reflexively closed my fist around the front door key
that I’d shoved into my pocket.

Hugs, love and food, that’s Constance’s
normal MO. She can’t help herself, she’s a giver. I wanted to ask
my sister if she had seen what just happened in my doorway, but she
gave me no opportunity to even speak.

“Olivia! You finally got here. I’ve been
waiting all morning. I thought you were going to stop by my shop on
your way in. Here, I brought you an egg and bacon sandwich and some
hot tea. I knew that you wouldn’t have eaten! You haven’t eaten,
have you? At least you could have called me and let me know you
were here! You are so thin, Sis. I know that you are always on some
healthy eating trip, but I brought you some hash browns too,” said
Constance.

Constance shook her white breakfast bag in my
face, clearly anxious to hand over her deli delivery to me.

Not sure what else to do, I lied. “Actually
Constance, I just got here a few minutes ago. Sorry, I didn’t
call.”

Turning my attention to Miss Cassandra, I
picked up the cat carrier, intent on opening it in the back of my
store, and said, “Answer number one: No, I haven’t eaten yet today.
Answer number two: yes, it took me a while to get going this
morning. And finally, yes, I’m starved!” I declared a little too
loudly.

“Geez… you must be hungry!” Constance said.
“Well put down that raggedy old cat and eat!” she said, visibly
exasperated with me.

“Oh yeah,” I said finally putting the carrier
safely on the floor and opening its door. “I bet that Miss
Cassandra is more than ready to break out of her prison cell by
now. And please don’t call her that raggedy old cat; she’s
my raggedy old cat.”

“Well, well, well. It’s about time you
remembered me Chatty Cathy! My bladder is about to burst,” Miss
Cassandra said in her nastiest voice. “And I am not anyone’s
Raggedy Old Cat!” she added before taking a swipe at my skirt hem
with her paw and then going in search of relief. A pink box filled
with kitty litter instantly appeared, apparently ordered up by Miss
C. herself.

Ignoring Miss Cassandra’s nasty remarks, I
said, “Sorry Constance and thank you for bringing me breakfast. I
was just so excited to get my shop opened that I never took the
time to eat. Anyway, the most important thing is that we’re here
now and I for one am anxious to get my new business started!”

Turning to look at Constance I added, “I
forgot to tell you that I moved all my things into Marv and
Meghan’s old house. It feels so homey to me. I know it may sound
weird, but I keep waiting to see one of them walk into the room. I
can’t believe that it’s been a couple of years since they passed
away. First Marv, then Meghan. It’s so sad. I just hate
cancer!”

“Blessed be,” Constance whispered softly.
“Meghan and Marv were two sweet souls to leave you both the shop
and house in their will. You were always their favorite you know,”
she said without a trace of jealousy in her voice. I think that
Constance really was happy for me. And I guess it was true that I
really had been Marv and Meghan’s favorite after all.

Clasping her hands together and looking
skyward, I watched my sister, suddenly afraid that Constance was
attempting to communicate with the departed spirits of Marv and
Meghan. My bad. She was just having one of her many emotionally
charged moments. You’ll get used to those; I have.

I am so proud of all that I have done with
the shop and my inherited home. I love them both. And after all my
hard work, the shop is now a true reflection of me. It looks a lot
different from the dry cleaners it used to be when Marv and Meghan
owned it. White birchwood floors, soft blue walls, copper bins and
woven baskets of ribbons and feathers, bolts of brightly colored
fabrics and walls covered with unique fashion designs and crazy
crafts all combine to make it feel warm, welcoming and happy. At
least that’s what I hope my customers will feel when they drop by.
Just happy. Oh, and maybe magically motivated to shop their hearts
out.

“Uh, Olivia,” interrupted Constance staring
at a wall in

the back of my store. “Didn’t I see those old
metal cabinets sitting in a pile of junk on the curb in front of
Bert’s Plumbing and Supply last week?” Constance asked, knowing
full well that she had.

My cheeks pinked up as I smiled at my sister.
Caught red-handed, I couldn’t even try to deny her suspicions. She
was right, I’d handpicked those free and available cabinets right
off the curb. Bringing them here and painting them a fashionable,
shiny white, I’d then stuffed them with sewing and crafting
patterns after permanently attaching them to my shop walls. And
hey, they looked good! No one would ever guess that they had
previously housed pipes, plungers, and other plumbing repair
supplies.

I’d also sanded and stained wooden shelves
that I’d “borrowed” from one of the older beach houses being torn
down near the old train tracks. They’d been the perfect vessels for
displaying all sorts of unique crafting items. The wood is still
saturated with the smell of the ocean and a trace of the wood
preservative they used in the 50’s. I hate that last part, but
everyone tells me the stink of creosote will go away soon. If not,
I’ll have to figure out a cleansing spell to use on the wood.

Two large cutting tables sit center stage in
my shop, ready to welcome soon-to-be-cut bolts of fabrics and rolls
of ribbon. Okay, so I’ve told you how much I love to repurpose
items, but these tables have been my most challenging DIY project
ever, and not for the reasons you might think.

These tables had belonged to the local
wallpaper lady who recently retired and left them near her dumpster
as rubbish. I grabbed them before the trash trucks came one morning
and I spent hours scraping ancient, gooey crud off each of the
tables. You can’t believe how much crap I cleaned off. And you’d be
proud of me; I only used a little magic to ease the grip of the old
glue.
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