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Wendy was a modern witch. No old straw broom for her when she flew. Oh no! Wendy had a jet-propelled vacuum cleaner that she rode across the sky when she travelled. With the extra pull and push the vacuum gave her, none of the other witches could come near her on their old, aged straw brooms.

If any of them tried, Wendy simply muttered the magic words, ‘Heckle speckle up and go,’ and the vacuum’s jet propulsion kicked into gear and she would leave them in her wake. The blast from her craft would even drive some of the older witches on their outdated broomsticks, backwards.

The coven that Wendy was in The Coven Of Black Cats, was the oldest in the area and to Wendy’s thinking, the members way of doing things was just as outdated as their straw brooms.

One day, as Wendy was cruising on her vacuum to visit her favourite witch aunty, she nearly ran into Lucinda, a witch from a neighbouring coven. 

As she swerved aside so they would not crash, Lucinda called out, “Hey, Wendy, that was close. You travel so fast on that thing that I didn’t see you coming.”

“Was a bit, wasn’t it?” Wendy replied with a big grin as they both began to hover so they could talk. “Where are you off to in such a hurry, anyway?”

“Oh, I have a brew on the fire and I realised I haven’t got any stewed lizard’s gizzards left, so I was just off to borrow some from Narelda. I know she keeps a good stock of them.”

“I have some here you can have if you like. I’m going over there so I can pick up some more.”

“Hey, that would be great. I would be cutting it a bit fine if I had to go all the way there and back. The brew might spoil and I would have to start all over again.”

Wendy reached into her backpack and drew out a small container of stewed lizard’s gizzards, and handed it to a somewhat relieved Lucinda.

“Gee thanks, Wendy. You off to visit your Aunt Narelda then are you?”

“Yeah. Haven’t seen her for a while, so I thought I would pop over.”

“I hope she’s okay. She missed the last coven meeting. When I asked, no one had seen her for some time.

Wendy’s concern for her Aunty showed on her face as Narelda was getting on in years.

“Right, I had better get going then. I’ll catch up to you soon.”

“Okay, see ya.”

With that, Wendy muttered the magic words and she was soon speeding towards her aunt’s house leaving Lucinda in her wake. 

When Wendy arrived at Narelda’s house, she was surprised to see the garden in a mess as her aunty usually kept it immaculate. The house was a little cottage with a straw roof with  the gardens covered in flowers of all colours, and herbs for her brews growing in between them.

As she entered, she called out, “Hello, Aunt Narelda. Are you there?”

“Wendy,” came a feeble reply from the kitchen, “is that you?”

“Yes, Aunty, it is.”

Wendy stopped just inside the kitchen and looked about in total disbelief. The place was a mess. When she had recovered her composure, she walked over to Narelda.

“Aunty, what is wrong? Are you ill?”

“Not ill, dear. Just getting old.”

Wendy got annoyed at this and leant down in front of Narelda as she spoke.

“Aunty, just because you are reaching three thousand years old, does not mean you cannot keep the place respectable. Why, you still have at least a couple of hundred good years left in you, and it’s not as if you were human and had to do it all by hand, one chore at a time. Now come on, let’s put this place in some semblance of order.”

With that, Wendy snapped her fingers and everything suddenly flew into place, and then her trusty vacuum came flying in through the window and proceeded to vacuum the floors. While it was doing this, Wendy made them a cup of witches’ tea and sat down with Narelda to see what she could do for her. 

By the time Wendy was ready to leave that evening, she and Narelda had everything ship shape and shining like new. The garden was also a picture again. As she rose to leave, Wendy gave her aunty a warm hug and then hesitated, a look of concern on her face. 

“Now, Aunty, I hope we don’t hear any more of this nonsense. You make sure you get to the next coven meeting and look after yourself. You know that if all these potions you have here get muddled up, you could cause a catastrophe for the whole world.”

“Yes, yes, you are right, Wendy’” Narelda replied feeling and looking a lot better. “You are a good witch, and I wish you would leave that mob of old hags you are with and join us over here.”

“You know I can’t do that, Aunty. The Great Warlock and the Grand Council placed me in that coven. I have work to do there and I will be stuck there until it is completed.”

“Yes, yes, I know all that,” replied Narelda with an impatient wave of her hand, “but if you were here, you could stay with me and we could cook up some wonderful spells.”

Wendy laughed as she answered.

“You are an old devil, Aunty. You just want to get rid of Messapote so you can woo that Warlock you are both sweet on.” 

Narelda tried to keep a straight face as she replied, “I don’t know what you mean, young lady. Now, be off with you or I might turn you into a monkey.”

Wendy laughed as she called her vacuum cleaner. She then gave her Aunty a big hug and let out a loud shriek as she took to the skies at high speed. 

Narelda watched for a moment with a smile upon her lips before turning and walking back inside muttering, “Cheeky monkey.”
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Later that evening, a meeting was just about to start at Herpitetee’s castle when Wendy came shooting into the room. The castle was more of a ruin than a castle, with the windows missing and not a door in the place except for the front door which was never closed. Wendy came to a stop behind her seat at the large table in the one room with a fireplace in it. The fire was burning fiercely, but it did little to offset the cold of the wind that whistled through the openings where the windows should have been. She alighted from her vacuum cleaner and took her place and as she sat waiting, she wondered if it would just be another waste of time. Her trusty steed shot over to the corner where it came to rest on the floor.

“You are cutting it a bit fine, young lady,” Herpitetee said in a condescending tone as she looked down her nose at Wendy.

“I have just got back from visiting Aunt Narelda. But I see the meeting has not started yet, so what is the problem?”

“Oh yes. How is the old dear? Keeping well I hope?” sneered Herpitetee. 

There was a sniggering round the table which Wendy chose to ignore.

“Yes, I found her in good health, thank you. I will tell her you were enquiring after her when I see her next.”

The words were spoken with such sweetness that it nearly caused them all to throw up. Herpitetee was fit to explode and her face turned a deep shade of purple. She was just about to tear into Wendy when she saw a warning nod from one of the others, so she sat down and let out her breath in a long, heavy, audible sigh.

“Right,” Herpitetee said, bringing herself somewhat under control, “the first thing on the agenda is the annual meeting of the witch’s covens. This year it is to be held at that horrible Nafaria’s place.”

Grizelda was on her feet immediately.

“What!” she exploded. “Not at that snotty nosed twerp’s place. Never! I won’t go and that’s all there is to it.”

“Oh, sit down and be quiet, Grizelda. We are going, and this year we are going to win. Do I make myself clear, fellow witches?” enquired Herpitetee.

Grizelda threw herself back into her seat with a look of petulance on her face. The others decided not to say anything.

“Good, I see we have a consensus on the subject then.”

“I suppose we will have to suffer that horrible stewed snake with frog’s legs again,” grizzled Grizelda.

“Ha, I think that’s all she knows how to cook,” remarked Nasty Naffetta.

Wendy yawned loudly and inspected her nails as she spoke.

“I see it is going to be just another cat session.”

“Look here you little upstart,” cried Herpitetee, jumping to her feet, “if you think you can come in here and make smart remarks while not adding any ideas, then you are sadly mistaken. I will remind you that you are the junior member of this coven and as such, you will show the correct respect to your elders.”

Wendy gave Herpitetee a look of contempt as she answered with, “And you will never let a chance pass to remind me of it, will you?”

Herpitetee glowered at Wendy as she remarked, “One more smart comment like that out of you young woman, and you will be kicked out of the coven.”

Wendy just sat and changed her gaze back to her nails as Herpitetee struggled to get herself under control.
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The Coven of The Coveted Cats Tails was meeting at Messapote’s five thousand year old castle. Unlike Herpitetee’s ruin, this one was in good repair as Messapote took great pride in the appearance of herself and her place of residence. There was a sudden, blinding flash of lightning followed by an enormous clap of thunder just as a thunderstorm broke above them. As the lightning flashed, Wendy came flying in through a window and stepped off her trusty steed which then flew over to the corner of the room and came to rest on a plush rug. As their eyesight adjusted after the bright light, the witches saw her there and it seemed as if she had appeared from nowhere.

“Wendy,” Lucinda remarked, “that was well timed.”

“Yes it was rather wasn’t it?” Wendy said smiling. “Ah, Aunt Narelda, I see you took my advice.”

Narelda smiled at Wendy and patted the chair between herself and Lucinda.

“Here, darling. Come and sit beside me.”

Wendy smiled as she took her place next to Lucinda, while the others took their places around the very large table that was set in the middle of a huge room. Messapote wiggled her nose and all the doors and windows shut.

“That’s better,” she said. “It will soon warm up in here now.”

“Yes, I am starting to feel the cold these days,” remarked Narelda, to the amused smiles of everyone there.

Off to one side was an open fireplace with a cauldron over the fire. In it was bubbling a concoction of bat wing stew with pieces of golden dragon included, along with various herbs and potions. It would be ready by the time they broke for their meal. Messapote’s pet black cat walked over and curled up on Wendy’s vacuum cleaner enjoying the warmth from the motor, much to the amusement of the young witch.

As Messapote called the meeting to order, an enormous clap of thunder caused them all to jump. 

“That would seem to indicate that all is well with the coven, fellow witches,” she indicated with a finger pointing to the heavens. 

They all murmured their agreement before the general business was discussed. Finally, they came to the upcoming Annual General Meeting of witches. Wendy rose from her seat and was about to leave when she felt a hand on her arm. She looked around and saw it was Lucinda holding her back.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Well, you are about to discuss your entry in the annual competition, and I don’t think I should be a party to it.”

“Oh, nonsense,” declared Messapote. “You are more of a member of this coven than you ever will be of that group of old farts over there.”

Wendy hesitated, and then resumed her seat as she said, “Why thank you Messapote, that is very kind of you.”

“Nonsense, girl. You were born here in this very castle. You are only over there to drag those old bats into the current century. We all know this, so enough of walking out when the really interesting things are about to happen.”

Messapote turned to Lucinda as Wendy sat back down and asked, “How is that new brew going, Lucinda?”

“I tried some fried fox tails in it today, and that seemed to be the missing ingredient. It made it smell so good that Hairy Hannah actually came over to see what was happening.”

Everybody suddenly looked interested.

“Hairy Hannah really left her place and came over to see what it was?” asked Messapote incredulously.

Lucinda looked pleased with herself as she replied, “Yes, and I must say it took me by surprise.”

“I’ll bet,” said Narelda, “she hasn’t left her place now in how many years?”

“Over a century,” offered Wendy. “What is in your new brew, Lucinda?”

“Ah, that would be telling now, wouldn’t it?”

“I take it that it is your entry in the competition this year?”

“Yep, and this is one brew I am not telling anyone about until well after it is all over.”

“What is it good for then?” enquired Wendy.

“Oh, all sorts of things. I tried it out on some humans just before I came here, and they are now hopping around my garden in the form of toads.”

“Is it permanent?”

“Well, I will know by tomorrow afternoon. If I have got it right, then I will have two humans I will send back to the exact time and place I lifted them from and they will be none the wiser.”

“And is it good for anything else?” asked Messapote. 

“Yes. It can cure several ailments we witches suffer from as we pass our two thousandth birthday.”
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