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To Chris, for making every day magical.
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Silver sparkles swirled. Lightning flashed outside the window. Electricity surged, causing the attic light overhead to buzz as it flickered on and off.


“I must be close,” Courtney murmured excitedly.


She’d never had a reaction like this before. Not with this spell.


It was an entirely new one. Her own. She’d been experimenting with it for days but nothing much had happened.


This morning, though, things were different. Things were happening. Like silver sparkles and lightning flashes. And a twitching in her nose that had never been there before.


Courtney recited the spell once more, waving her hand over the potion bowl as she did so. She held her breath, waiting for the change to happen. Wishing for it to.


But then the silver sparkles faded and the dark clouds outside the window cleared. The sun shone and Courtney heard birds twittering happily in the trees.


The magic was gone.


Trying not to be too disappointed, she slumped over the table she was sitting at and gave a heavy sigh.


Making magic used up a lot of energy. More than that, it was disheartening when it didn’t work.


Courtney’s grandmother had been a white witch. After she’d passed away, she had left her magic book - and many of her magical secrets - to Courtney.


Ever since then, Courtney had been practising her spells and incantations and trying to develop new potions. Slowly but surely her powers were improving. It was still early days, but Courtney definitely felt that her knowledge and skills were growing. And she was loving every minute of it.


“It’s only a matter of time before I master this one, too,” she murmured, trying to stay positive.


Courtney ran her finger over the spell she had created and recorded in flowery, cursive writing at the back of the old magic book that her grandmother, Delia, had given her. Some of the spell's ingredients Courtney had discovered in


Delia’s Blakulla, the secret witch’s cavern hidden in the cliffs down at the beach. Others, she had been collecting herself and improvising as she saw fit. 




How to Communicate with the Deceased


1 handful of powdered nightshade
4 teaspoons of crushed poppy petals (must be red)
1 scoop of hallowed soil
7 drops of rosewater
3 sprigs of rosemary


Mix ingredients together with a silver witch’s spoon in a small pot or cauldron whilst reciting the incantation below. Ensure you mix three times clockwise then four times anti-clockwise in a repeating pattern as you recite the following incantation until the spell works:


I call to you from beyond the grave
Respond to me and your soul will be saved
I’d love to chat and learn your truth
Speak now and show me your ghostly proof!





Courtney knew that the spell was good. It had already yielded results and her nose twitched every time she got close with it, but something was still missing. It wasn’t quite complete.


She scratched her head, perplexed. “I guess I’ll just have to keep trying, Ink,” she said, turning to address the cat that was lounging on the green velvet armchair beside her. The feline was midnight-black all over except for a dollop of white on his left ear. “Soon I’ll be able to talk to the spirits. Isn’t that exciting?”


The black cat opened one emerald eye and sat up. He yawned as he arched his back and dug his claws into the cushion he’d been lying on.


“Well?” Courtney said. “Aren’t you going to say anything?” Ink licked a paw. “Small human,” he said in a bored tone, “I don’t know why you would ever want to talk to spirits. You know you’ll be opening a whole can of worms, don’t you?”


Courtney snorted disapprovingly. “Dear, sweet Ink, do you always have to be so serious? This is just a bit of fun. I’m exploring and extending my powers.” She waved her hands expressively as she spoke. “That is what a witchling in training does.”


Ink sniffed. “Having Delia talk to you now and then from beyond the grave is one thing. She’s a kind spirit who we know and love and trust. She was also a very accomplished witch and I’d expect nothing less from her.” Ink flicked his tail from side to side. He always did that when he wanted to her to listen carefully. “But you, small human, have no idea what you’re doing. A witchling should start off small, with little, inconsequential spells and potions. You could get yourself into a lot of trouble messing around with potentially deadly spirits especially when there's no one who can help if a problem arises. I’m warning you. Things could get out of hand.”


“I know, I know.” Courtney grimaced and rolled her eyes. “Start small. Walk before you can run. I’ve heard all the clichés before, Inky, old pal.”


“They’re not clichés,” Ink cautioned her gently. “They’re wise rules to live by.” He leapt off the chair and onto the floor where he began pacing. “I mean, what if you succeed in waking the dead and they take over the town? We could have ghosts of all sorts wandering the streets. Now that type of thing wouldn’t be very good for little Mixton Bay’s tourism trade, would it? Or our regular residents either. Goodness knows what would become of everyone and you might end up being chased out of town.” He paused his pacing and tilted his head to the side dramatically to fix Courtney with his steady gaze.


For a brief moment, Courtney thought that Ink actually meant what he said. That he really did believe that her playing with potions and spells could wake the dead. And that they might take over the sleepy little seaside town of Mixton Bay and ruin it.


Then she saw one of Ink’s whiskers twitch ever so slightly and realised he was only toying with her. It was his idea of a game. Cat and mouse.


Courtney couldn’t help herself. She threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, Ink! You almost had me then. Honestly. It will be nice if my spell works, but if it doesn’t then, you know, I’ve had fun trying and there will be plenty of other spells I can work through.”


Ink shook his head disdainfully. “You know not what you do, oh green one. Magic isn’t a game and it’s not fun. It’s extremely serious stuff.”


He certainly can stretch out the act, Courtney thought, but he wont fool me with his feline mind games. Im onto him.


“Oh, but it is fun, Ink,” Courtney said. “And I love it!” Deep down, Courtney knew that she was taking on something big. Something probably way too big for the stage that she was at in her witch training. But she didn’t think she could really pull it off anyway. As close as Courtney had come to making something happen today, she still wasn’t sure what that something was.


“Maybe this spell will eventually work,” she said, trying to placate Ink. “Maybe it won’t. Either way, I have plenty of spells to play with and perfect. It’s not like this is the only one I’m working on.”


Ink shrugged as he admired his claws. “I suppose not.” Footsteps sounded on the ladder leading up into the attic. Courtney slammed the magic book shut and shoved it behind the cushion on her chair. It wasn’t that her parents didn’t know about the book or the magic.


She just didn’t want them knowing too much. She didn’t want them worrying. Especially when, despite Ink’s reservations, there was absolutely nothing to worry about.
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Dad’s head popped through the open trapdoor in the attic floor.


“Hey, Court, is everything okay up here?” he asked. “Yep. Yes. All good.” Courtney sat cross-legged on the floor and twirled her long chestnut-coloured hair around her finger innocently. “Why?”


“The electrics just shorted and I had to reset the fuse box.”


“Sorry,” Courtney said. “Ink and I were playing Dance Fever.” She held up her iPod. “I guess we were jumping around a bit, weren’t we Ink?”


Ink, who was busily licking his paw, paused and shot Courtney a disdainful glare.


Both Courtney and Ink knew that he wouldn’t answer her. Not in front of Dad. But sometimes Courtney couldn’t help herself. Just like Ink liked to play games with her, she liked to toy with him.


Dad climbed up into the attic, glancing warily at Ink as he did so. Ink didn’t like Dad. They shared a long history and it wasn’t a happy one. Ink still hadn’t forgiven Dad for leaving his mum, Delia, years ago. And while Dad knew about the magic, Courtney hadn’t found the right time to tell him about Ink’s ability to speak.


Courtney thought that the news that he shared a house with a talking cat might have been too much for Dad to handle.


At least for now.


Dad gazed out through the window towards the ocean. The sound of the waves crashing on the beach was a distant roar. “It’s such a magnificent view from up here,” he said, momentarily distracted. “I really should put a second storey on this old cottage.”


“What? No way,” Courtney gasped. She knew it bothered him that this house was rather small and ‘undercapitalised’ but she liked it precisely the way it was. “We don’t need a second storey. I love this attic. It’s filled with ... with ... Delia.”


Dad turned from the ocean to study Courtney. She wasn’t sure what was going through his mind, but he smiled suddenly then nodded. “You know, you’re right. I feel it every time I come up here, too.”


Courtney nodded. “Good, I’m glad. If we got rid of the attic, we’d be getting rid of Delia. We don’t want to do that.”


“No, we don’t,” Dad agreed. “Maybe we’ll just have to extend the house out rather than up.”


“Why do we need to extend at all?” Courtney asked. “I like it the way it is.”


“I’m an architect, Court,” Dad reminded her unnecessarily. “My house should be an advertisement for my work.”


“Shouldn’t your work be an advertisement for your work?” Courtney immediately shot back. Changing things was typical of Dad. And Mum, too, who was an interior designer. Even though they had only recently decided to stay in Mixton Bay and live in her grandmother’s seaside cottage, Dad was already talking about changing it.


Well, not on my watch, Courtney thought.


“Did you come up here for a reason?” she asked sweetly, trying to change the subject.


“Oh, yes.” Dad scratched his head. “Mum’s made sushi.”


“Are you sushi-erious? Yum!” Courtney jumped up immediately. “It’s been ages since I had sushi.”


Mixton Bay didn’t have a sushi restaurant. It didn’t have a Thai, Chinese or Italian restaurant either. In fact, it didn’t have many shops at all. The only take-away was a fish-and-chip shop. Still, Courtney had come to love the little town and many of the people she’d met who lived there as well as a certain, special cat.


Dad smiled. “Yes, I am serious so come down when you’re ready. Mum’s waiting.” He disappeared down the ladder again, leaving Courtney and Ink alone.


“When are you going to come clean and let him know that you can talk?” Courtney asked.


“Never.” Ink’s reply was emphatic. “Staying under the radar is what it’s all about for us talking cats.”


“I get that,” Courtney said, “but Dad won’t tell anyone. He deserves to know.”


“It’s non-negotiable,” Ink said. “And speaking of staying under the radar, you’re starting school on Monday so it’s imperative that you don’t do anything that will get you noticed. No witchcraft at school, right?”


Courtney grinned. “Only if I need help in a test.”


Ink looked mortified. “Not even then. I mean it. Mixton Bay is a small place. Everyone talks and not everyone took kindly to Delia being a witch. People don’t mind judging others here. Delia learned that the hard way.”


Courtney crossed her arms. “Okay. I’ve got it. You don’t need to remind me about school anyway. I’m dreading it.”


Butterflies started swirling inside her tummy at the mere thought of starting at Mixton Bay High School. She hardly knew anyone there.


“Court! Lunch!” Dad’s voice boomed, breaking into her thoughts.


“Coming!” Courtney hollered back.


“If there’s any tuna sushi, save me a piece,” Ink said.


Courtney clambered down the attic ladder, butterfly wings still fluttering furiously inside her. 
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“This is a new beginning,” Courtney said as she peered at her reflection in the bedroom mirror. She felt, and looked, strange in a different uniform to the one she’d been used to for the last seven years at her old school. “You’re funny and good looking and everyone will love you. There! You said it so it has to be true.”


Problem was, Courtney didn’t believe anything that she’d just said so the butterflies in her stomach only swirled faster.


“Deep breaths, you’ll be fine. You can do this. You’re awesome.” She gave her reflection the thumbs-up. “And you’re a witch! Ha!”


She wasn’t sure the positive affirmations were working, but she thought she’d give them a try anyway. She needed all the help she could get this morning. She’d never felt so nervous before.


Courtney smelt vanilla and heard a voice whisper in her ear.


That’s right, my dear. Now, chin up. You’ll be fine.


A shiver ran down Courtney’s arm. It was always the same when Delia spoke to her.


“Grandma!” Courtney whispered. “I mean, Delia. Thank you.”


Go knock ‘em dead, kiddo! Delia’s voice sounded in Courtney’s ear again, easing her nerves slightly so that she felt almost ready to face the day.


Courtney had never known her grandmother. At least, not while she’d been alive. Years before Courtney had been born, her father and his mother had stopped talking to each other. As a result, Courtney have never met Delia. But after Delia had died and left her house to Courtney’s dad, the family had come down to Mixton Bay.


Originally it had only been to tidy up and sell the house. But all three of them had loved the house so much that they had decided to stay.


Ever since then - and the discovery of Delia’s magic book called The Little Book of Spells and Secrets - Courtney’s life had changed rapidly.


Delia had been a powerful white witch. She had passed her magic book, her secrets and her skills on to Courtney.


Courtney had spent much of the summer holidays trying to ‘get up to speed’ on her magical abilities. Occasionally, Delia had contacted Courtney from beyond the grave. A whisper here, a touch there, and always accompanied by the distinctive scent of vanilla.


“Time to go, Court.” Mum poked her head into the room. “Wow, I love your new uniform.”


Courtney glanced down at the Mixton Bay High School uniform. It was a mixture or navy, emerald and white block patterns. As far as uniforms went, it was quite nice.


“Thanks,” Courtney said with a forced grin.


“Is Justice meeting you this morning?”


“Oh. Yeah.”


Justice.


Courtney had met Justice at the beach not long after moving to Mixton Bay. He was a mad keen surfer with long honey-coloured hair and sunflower-and-sky eyes. They had absolutely nothing in common as Courtney was terrified of the water and barely went out into the sun, or stepped on the beach for that matter, but the pair got along just the same.


Justice was the nicest boy Courtney had ever met. His younger sister, Burgundy, was pretty awesome too. They both knew about Courtney and Delia being witches and Courtney hoped to get them more involved, but somehow the holidays had flown past and they hadn’t had time to work on anything.

OEBPS/images/pg12.jpg
Chapter 3+
259





OEBPS/images/srat1.png





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg1.jpg
@ (wpf(%( *
20 O





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
e

=29

&%[AUNTINGS
HEXES

www.bigskypublishing.com.au

ALEESAH DARLISON





OEBPS/images/pg7.jpg
@6 -

*
*

Chapter 2+
=0 O





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg





OEBPS/images/srat2.png





