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To Miss Elliott, her class and everyone at Kelvedon Hatch Primary School
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Chapter One


[image: image]


“Slobber from a spotless Dalmatian?” Lulu asked her witches-in-training. She held up a glass jar filled with a cloudy thick liquid.


Trix’s brain felt gooey, as if Lulu’s lesson on magical mixtures had somehow turned her mind into a treacle sponge soaked in custard. Trix had recently turned ten years old and discovered she had the gift of magic. Every week day, she and four other new witches took lessons from Lulu on how to use their magical powers.


What potion would use dog slobber?


“It’s a key ingredient for many stain-removing potions,” Stella piped up. She smiled a horribly smug smile. She was right and she knew it. There was nothing wrong with right answers, but Stella made her rightness seem oh so wrong.
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“That is correct!” Lulu exclaimed and returned the jar with its sloshing contents to the bookcase. Lulu picked up what appeared to be an empty jar. “Does anyone remember what this is?”


Trix hoped that wasn’t the stink of a skunk. Lulu had opened the burp of a walrus at the beginning of the lesson and the fishy smell still lingered in the magic classroom.


“Eerie silence from outer space,” Pippa answered with a satisfied swish of her high ponytail.


Trix raised her eyebrows in surprise. When had Pippa become a genius at potions?


“Well done,” Trix echoed Lulu’s praise of her friend.


Over the past week, Lulu had taught them about the weird and wonderful ingredients stored in the magic classroom’s huge bookcase. Lulu was responsible for training the newest witches in the Sisterhood of Magic in the hope that they would become fairy godmothers one day.


Today Lulu had surprised them with a quiz. The girls sat facing her, raising their hands when they knew the answer. Each witch had a magical familiar as a companion. All the familiars sat quietly on their witches’ laps – except Trix’s familiar. Jinx – her cheeky black and white kitten – scampered about the room as if dancing some strange cat jig to imaginary music.


Lulu asked question after question. After a little thought, Cara knew the recipe for the classic laughing potion. Then Lulu asked Becka’s familiar, Sherlock the owl, to point his wing to each ingredient on the top shelf, and Becka guessed every single item correctly.


“Trix, which potion requires water off a duck’s back and a tornado swirl?” Lulu held up a jar with a grey funnel cloud inside. The jar vibrated in her hands. “And it must be mixed with the tears of a tiger at the stroke of midnight.”


Creeping cats! Potions were too much like science experiments. Mr Beaker had made Trix sit at the back of the class whenever he was performing an experiment. She had melted his glasses once and, ever since, he’d declared her a safety hazard when it came to science.


Trix begged her brain to be smarter.


“Come on, Trix,” Stella moaned. “This is an easy one.”


Oooooh, Stella made her so mad! She was embarrassing Trix in front of Lulu and the other witches. Trix didn’t know the right answer but, even so, Stella’s behaviour was unforgivable.


Wait! That’s it!


“That’s the recipe for a forgiveness potion!” Trix exclaimed, smiling. Jinx leaped onto Trix’s lap. His spots sparkled like they always did when he was proud of Trix.
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“Magically marvellous!” Lulu spun in a circle, setting the lacy hem of her gown swishing at her ankles and the bracelets on her wrists jingle-jangling. “Now let’s review a few of the spells that must accompany certain potions,” Lulu said when she stopped spinning. She lifted the biggest book off the bookcase and plonked it on a nearby table.


Lulu continued her lesson but her words seemed to float like clouds over Trix’s head. It was hard to concentrate when Trix had a super-duper secret – tomorrow she was throwing her best friend Holly a surprise birthday party.


She usually hated keeping secrets. She told Holly everything – well, everything except the fact that she was a witch. Now, Holly was turning ten and Trix was sure – OK, she wasn’t one hundred per cent certain, but she did hope, pray and wish with every cell in her body and every spark in her brain – that Holly would discover she was a witch too, just like Trix had on the night of her tenth birthday.


Trix’s body felt like a shaken fizzy drink ready to explode. She shivered off her excitement and tried to concentrate on Lulu’s lesson.


“What’s that?” Pippa pointed to a bowl half-full of white cubes made of teeny tiny crystals that reflected the green glow of Lulu’s cauldron. Pippa’s familiar, Twitch, a lavender rat, scuttled over and sniffed the white substance.


“Oh, that.” Lulu popped one of the cubes in her mouth.


Trix’s eyes narrowed and she gagged a little as she imagined the awful possibilities. Was that the dandruff from a meerkat? Ash from an erupting volcano? Freeze-dried dragon scales?


Lulu laughed when she spotted the pained expression on Trix’s face. “They’re sugar lumps for my tea.” Lulu placed the sugar bowl on the shelf by her rainbow-striped teapot. “I can see your brains are overflowing with witch-tastic knowledge,” Lulu said, straightening the rows and rows of jars. “And that’s enough for this magically magnificent lesson. Have wonderful weekends, my dears!”


As Trix turned to go, something terrible happened in what felt like painfully slow motion. Her brain screamed that it couldn’t be real, but her eyes showed that it definitely and dreadfully was . . .


Stella elbowed past Trix, which caused her to slip on a drop of rainbow essence Lulu had spilled earlier. As she went crashing to the floor, Trix knocked the bookcase. It wobbled and the glass jars clinked on the shelves. For a moment, the bookcase and its magical contents seemed to hover in the precarious place between tipping and falling.


Trix squeezed her eyes shut, covered her head and wondered if she was about to be squashed!
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Chapter Two
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“WOLS OM!” The words were screamed quickly and Lulu’s voice cracked with the effort. She skidded to a stop next to Trix with her arms out wide as if she might catch the heavy bookcase.


But the strangest thing happened – or didn’t happen.


The bookcase didn’t fall.


Trix opened one eye and then the other. Jars, bottles, boxes and bags were suspended in the air above her. Tasmanian devil sweat was frozen in a jar that dangled over her head.


Lulu seemed to have pushed pause on the world.
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But that was impossible!


Lulu quickly righted the bookcase. The familiars rushed to her aid. Jinx jumped and shifted the jars back into place while Twitch and Rascal straightened the items on the lower shelf and Sherlock flapped between the top shelves. Trix and all the other new witches were too shocked to move or speak.


“Magic marbles!” Lulu exclaimed when the room seemed to come back to life a moment later. “I shouldn’t have done that.”


“Did the world stop or did we speed up?” Pippa asked.


“I used advanced magic.” Lulu’s face was as pale as her silvery curls. It was the first time Trix had seen Lulu shaken. “I had to save Trix.”


Stella trailed her hand along the jars now resting safely on the shelf. “How does advanced magic work?”


“You utter the appropriate advanced magic spell. In this case, I said wols om and time stopped.” Lulu shook her head. “No, that’s not exactly right, time doesn’t stop. It slows down for about a minute. It only works in confined spaces and affects the people and things immediately around the enchantress, and—”


“But we didn’t slow down,” Becka interrupted.


“Witches and familiars are immune – so they can move about freely during the spell,” Lulu explained. “You won’t learn advanced magic for quite some time. You only use this special spell in extreme emergencies. It’s very tricky and there are lots of rules when you mess with the space-time continuum.”


Space-time continuum? That sounded important and slightly scary.


“In other words, please don’t use it,” Lulu finished. She then explained how the next few minutes would actually speed up at an imperceptible rate until time had readjusted itself.


As Lulu bid farewell to her witches, Trix couldn’t help but mentally repeat the spell: wols om. It was so simple! With it, she could stop a splat of spaghetti sauce from landing on her new white sweater. Or she could thwart her pesky younger brother, Oscar, the next time he tried to pull a mean trick on her – such as dipping her ponytail in blackcurrant jam or targeting her with a mud grenade.


Trix looked at Stella and realised she wasn’t the only one dazzled by the possibilities. But while Trix was thinking of how to stop bad things from happening, Stella’s evil grin suggested that she had realised all the ways the spell could cause trouble.
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“Chloe and Lucy are definitely yeses!” Pippa said and put a tick by each of their names in her notebook.


Trix and Pippa were huddled together in Trix’s lounge, going over last-minute preparations for tomorrow’s party while Jinx chased Twitch and then Twitch chased Jinx. Trix and Pippa had raced home after school to finalise their top-secret plans for Holly’s surprise party. They’d told Holly that they were staying after school to work on a special project for their Arts and Crafts class. Holly didn’t know that Arts and Crafts was really a cover for Lulu’s lessons in witchcraft.
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