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Saturday 22 September

Well, they’re brave – I’ll give them that! Brave but STUPID.

I mean, throwing the WICKED WITCH in JAIL?

Are they out of their MINDS?

That’s got to be the most RECKLESS, the most RIDICULOUS thing I’ve ever heard.

Do they REALLY THINK they’re going to get away with this?

[image: An illustration of a witch wearing a pointed hat, standing behind prison bars with a defiant expression.]

Haven’t they heard of MAGIC? Of SPELLS? Of these little things called CURSES?

Why, the second I get out of here, I’ll…

Grind their bones into flour and bake a cake with them!

Turn them into chairs and have a dinner party and SIT ON THEM!

Curse their children and their children’s children and their children’s children’s PETS so that NONE of them ever find anything FUNNY ever again.

(HA! That’s a good one. Must add that to my Curse Journal.)
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Sunday 23 September

It’s not like I even DID anything.

Not really.

Or at least… nothing that wasn’t deserved.

That sneaky prince trying to run off with MY Rapunzel…

And she’s no better! After all I’ve done for her!

I’m sure any mother would have done the same in my situation…

… Wouldn’t they?

I mean, I always made sure she had a roof over her head, a warm bed, and… and…

Okay, so the roof may have had a few holes. And the ‘bed’ was technically a pile of straw. And, sure, maybe the only way out was via a hair-based ladder, but really – who doesn’t love a bit of rustic charm?

Pfft. NO. I refuse to entertain such thoughts. She betrayed me. She’s the WORST. I feel NOTHING. Not even a tiny, pitiful little twinge of—

[image: Two irregular black ink splatters on a white background.]

(Ugh – broke my quill. Must have been pressing too hard.)




LATER THAT EVENING

Gahhhh, if ONLY I had my powers… Blast this magic-blocking ankle bracelet.

But just you wait!

The second I get out of here, I promise you this…

EVERYONE is going to pay.

And when I say everyone, I mean Every. Single. Last. Person in Fairytale Woods who had a hand in putting me, the wicked witch, behind bars.

Not just that meddling prince and my ungrateful verruca of a daughter, but the whole rotten stinking lot of them!

In fact – ooo, I think I’ll make a list right now…

Might help me get to sleep on this cold, hard bed.

Oof, my back!

I’m too old for this.

I mean, HONESTLY, what do they make these beds out of – ROCKS??

[image: A cartoon frog sitting on a lily pad, with its mouth wide open as if croaking, surrounded by tall grass.]


LIST OF PEOPLE WHO WILL PAY


	1.  The jailer who locked me in this cell and wouldn’t give me an extra pillow. MEAN!

	2.  The two Fairytale Woods police officers who cuffed me and threw me in the back of the carriage. RUDE!

	3.  That annoying chatty driver who kept telling ‘funny’ stories all the way from the woods to the palace dungeons – not appropriate, and not funny either. IDIOT!

	4.  That grumpy old troll on the bridge. Why? Just because.

	5.  That annoying little frog on the riverbank.





I mean, who does he think he is to LAUGH as a POOR, INNOCENT MOTHER is carted off to jail?

What did I ever do to HIM? Unless…

… it was me that turned him into a frog in the first place.

Which, thinking about it, is highly possible.



I wonder if he could be…?

Well, anyway, THAT’S BESIDE THE POINT.

THEY’RE ALL GOING TO PAY!








Monday 24 September

But the one who’s REALLY going to get it…

The one who’ll wish he was never BORN by the time I’m through with him…

Is that good-for-nothing, smart-arsed Mr Smarmy-Pants, Prince CHARMLESS himself.

If he REALLY THINKS he can steal my Rapunzel out from under my very nose, then have ME locked up…

And actually GET AWAY WITH IT???

Well, he’s even STUPIDER than he looks.

And let me tell you, he looks REALLY STUPID.




REALLY MUST GO TO BED…

I mean, what an IDIOT!

With that RIDICULOUS feather in his cap.

And his fancy-pants horse.

And his fancy-pants boots.

Wait till I get my hands on him…

I’ll turn him into a frog like that other one, but this time, I won’t leave him to hop about on the riverbank laughing at people.

No.

No, I’ve become too lenient.

That’s what’s got me into this mess.

I need to be tougher.

More ruthless.

And

MUCH,

MUCH

MORE

WICKED!
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Tuesday 25 September


JUST BEFORE DAWN, BUT WHO NEEDS SLEEP WHEN YOU’RE THIS ANGRY?

Yes, that’s it, I’ll turn him into a frog too, and then I’ll grind his little wriggling, writhing body beneath the heel of my boot until he goes SPLAT!

He’ll be sorry he ever messed with THIS wicked witch!

[image: Repeated text “CACKLE” in various sizes and styles, surrounded by zigzag lines and star-like shapes.]

Ooo, I’d better go.

Someone’s unlocking my cell door…

Must be time for my trial.




LATER

Gahhh! False alarm. Was just that jailer dumping a tray and leaving again. Apparently, there are FOUR other trials before mine. I asked him if he couldn’t get me seen a bit sooner, but he just muttered, ‘You’re not the only wicked witch in the woods, you know.’

Been wondering who the other witches on trial might be.

The only one I can think of is boring old Agatha. My ex-friend.

We used to be so close…

We were forever sharing curses, or popping round to one another’s houses to borrow a cup of frogs’ eyes.

[image: A whimsical illustration of a teacup filled with eyeballs, surrounded by stars and scattered leaves.]

But since she abandoned me and ‘retired’ to become a ‘witch doctor’ (PATHETIC!), I was pretty sure I was the only witch around these parts…
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Wednesday 26 September

Hmm…

Mystery (partly) solved.

I was sitting on my bed, still puzzling over who the other witches might be, when I heard the clip-clop of high-heeled boots…

Of course!

I ran to the door, stood on tippy-toes, and peered out.

Sure enough, who should I see being led past my cell up the dungeon steps but the evil queen herself!

Yes – Gertrude, the vain old bat!

You know, the one who wears a crown (CLEARLY FAKE) and is always staring at herself in the mirror. I’d forgotten about her.

‘Well, HELLLOOOOO, Your Lowness!’ I called.

She paused on the stairs to look down her nose at me.

‘Hello, Windoline,’ she said, barely acknowledging me as she carried on up the steps.

‘It’s Wendoline,’ I corrected.

She flashed me an arrogant smile.

‘Been peddling your poisoned apples again?’ I shouted after her, cackling loudly.

She shoved her nose in the air and carried on as if she hadn’t heard me, but I knew she had!

Mind you, I’d take a poisoned apple any day over the slop they call food in this place. All I got to eat today was some water, a crust of bread and a bowl of this grey, luke-warm pigswill called PORRIDGE.

No meat or bones or frogs’ legs or anything nice to CHEW on. It tasted like warmed-up cat sick. I wouldn’t feed it to my worst enemy.

Actually, I would. That’s exactly what I’d do!

[image: Text reading “CACKLE CACKLE CACKLE!” in a wavy font, surrounded by stars and wavy lines.]

The creative juices are flowing!

I feel a curse coming on…


Curse number 3052

Eye of newt and leaf of borage

Turn their every meal to

PORRIDGE!

Wing of fly and fur of monkey

Make each mouthful cold and lumpy!



Ooo, that’s a good one! That’s really tickled me. Cheered me up no end. Can’t wait to use that one when I get out of here. Whenever that is.





LATE AFTERNOON

SURELY it must be time soon. Hard to tell in this dark dungeon, but it must be evening by now. I’ve been sat on this devil’s bed so long, I can’t even feel my bottom any more. It’s worse than torture. Actually, that’s given me another idea…


Curse number 3053

From the grandest, most magisterial throne

To the plushest, flumpiest seat they own

May every perch my enemies plumb

Give them a sore and bright-red bu—





Ooo, here’s that jailer again! Looks like it’s FINALLY time for my trial. With any luck, I’ll be home in time for dinner. I’m sure when the king and queen hear how a POOR, INNOCENT MOTHER has been wronged, they’ll set me free again.

And as soon as they do…

[image: Stylized text reading “CACKLE” multiple times, surrounded by star shapes and wavy lines on a white background.]








Thursday 27 September

Finally, this afternoon, my trial began.

The Great Hall was packed.

I was dragged inside, handcuffed to the jailer, and dumped at the foot of the king’s and queen’s enormous, gold-encrusted thrones. They towered over me, looking bored and overdressed, like they’d rather be anywhere else.

To my left, Mr Smarmy-Pants himself – Prince Charmless – stood preening at the prosecutor’s bench.

To my right, the jury sat on plush velvet chairs, looking about as fearsome as a flock of pigeons. Three pigs giggling. Three bears yawning. A couple of wolves sneakily eating a pie. A pair of ridiculously well-dressed cats, whispering and making heart eyes at each other.

[image: An illustration of anthropomorphic animals, including bears, wolves, cats, pigs, and a goblin, seated in a theater-like setting, interacting with one another.]

And in the centre of the front row, staring right at me, sat the head juror – that grumpy old troll.

The cheek! Why, if I had my powers… My fingers wiggled at him instinctively. But nothing happened, not a fizz, not a spark of magic.

‘Now, don’t try any of that funny business in here!’ scolded Prince Charming. ‘It won’t work with that ankle bracelet on anyway.’

I glanced down at the bracelet and scowled. The queen shot Prince Charming a questioning look.

‘My own invention,’ he said, puffing out his chest. ‘Stops them from acting out.’

‘Stops who?’ I said loudly. I’d had enough of this nonsense, and I didn’t mind who knew it.

‘You witches,’ he said with a sneer. ‘Because that’s what you are, aren’t you, Wendoline? A bad-tempered, grudge-holding, cackle-loving menace!’

‘Me?’ I said, clutching my chest in mock horror. ‘There must be some mistake. I am a poor, innocent mother who has been wrongly accused.’

‘RUBBISH!’ came a shout from behind me. An angry-looking girl leaped up from her seat. It was my Rapunzel, of course, though I almost didn’t recognise her with her short hair. ‘I’m her daughter,’ she said, ‘and I am the one who has been wronged, not HER.’ And with that, she let out a pitiful sob.

‘Wendoline Hogspawn. You are charged with,’ said Prince Charming, unrolling a piece of parchment, ‘one count of general wickedness, three counts of wicked wickedness, and one count of the absolute wickedest wickedness imaginable. How do you plead?’

‘Not guilty,’ I said confidently.

‘You’re joking, surely?’

‘The only joke here,’ I replied, ‘is you.’

Okay, maybe it wasn’t my cleverest put-down ever. But it did the trick.

The prince narrowed his eyes at me. ‘I call to the stand my first witness – the victim.’

I smiled sweetly, but inside I was churning like a waterwheel.

My own daughter, giving evidence against me!

Outrageous!

I was about to say as much, when the king cut me off. He had been talking earnestly with the queen and pointing at his pocket watch.

‘Court adjourned!’ he declared.

‘Sire?’ said Prince Charming, a look of confusion on his face.

‘You heard,’ said the king. ‘We’re pulling the plug.’

‘But—’ began Prince Charming.

‘It’s Date Night,’ said the king. ‘And if she’s pleading not guilty,’ he added, pointing at yours truly, ‘this could take ages.’

‘We need a break from all these witch trials!’ agreed the queen, gathering up her skirts. ‘We’ve booked a sunset gondola ride.’
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