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  Chapter 1 - The Changing Tea




  Esmeralda stirred the cauldron slowly clockwise counting under her breath. “98, 99, 100!” She announced.




  Esmeralda always carefully stirred each recipe 100 times. She then lifted the spoon to her lips and blew on the thick orange contents. Tentatively her tongue touched the strange brew and she closed her eyes and sighed in satisfaction.




  “Well Pickitywick” She said to the skinny black cat by her feet. “Another perfect pumpkin sweet potato soup, if I do say so myself, glad I added the extra ginger. Now that dinner is settled, where did I put that spell book?”




  Esmeralda Cronely searched through the bizarre collection of books that crowded her dining room table. She was not the tidiest housekeeper and when she was working hard on a spell tended to just leave things scattered around the room.




  The spell books on the table ranged in size from giant leather bound tomes to the tiniest of notebooks. They had every color of the rainbow from deepest midnight black to brightest saffron gold. Some had shiny embossed writing on their covers while others had no words at all, instead they had strange symbols that seemed to change if you looked at them too closely. After a few moments of searching she lifted a medium sized purple book in triumph.




  “Eureka!” She cried. “This spell will get us noticed at the North American Spell In for sure!”




  The North American Spell In was an opportunity for witches from all over the United States and Canada to gather and exchange information. It lasted three days and was the highlight of the witches’ social season. The Spell In boasted a large bizarre and market place, excellent food, music and dancing, well as educational events. There were classes like, selecting a Broom, sure it can fly but does it scratch your hard wood floors? and Antidotes for transformation, He’s a toad, what now?




  The most important part of the festival, at least for Esmeralda, was the Show and Spell. It was a contest held on the last night of the festival allowing witches to show off their skills.




  For the last five years Esmeralda’s spells had backfired in some way. Her mind wandered to last year’s disaster when she added paprika instead of eye of newt. The result was a spicy concoction that did not grant a sparrow the power of speech after all and instead was being sold as Witchy Wow Sauce. At least selling the recipe had covered her travel expenses that year, but she had yet to live down the embarrassment.




  The year before that had been even worse. She had invented a potion for changing hair color on a whim and unfortunately dyed everyone in the first rows hair a mossy green, that had taken weeks to come out.




  This year would be different. Forget talking sparrows and vanity potions, this year’s was something special. Esmeralda began reading through the recipe for Changing Tea. If made correctly the spicy brew would transform the drinker into exactly who they wished to be for one thirty-six hours. The old could be young, the short tall, the plain could be beautiful, and the clumsy accident prone Esmeralda Cronely could be the well respected witch of her dreams!
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