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Gladys and Phyllis had just finished marking the exam papers from last night’s final tests for the new trainee witches. These tests always took place deep in the woods by the sacred yew tree.
Spells and potions are more powerful when there is a full moon and last night had been just perfect! They had both been very busy teaching all the new young witches how to use their magical powers to help other people.
At last there was time to sit down and relax. So, off they ambled into the garden with a jug of iced apple juice and made themselves comfortable on the new swing seat.
Bumblebottom, Gladys’ black cat was stretched out between them soaking up the warmth from the sun.
The two witches spent the afternoon chattering away, recalling their school days and childhood adventures from years ago.
Each was the seventh child of a seventh child and therefore gifted with magical powers.
They had been friends for as long as they could remember and both had worked hard through school before going on to the same college of witchcraft where Gladys had achieved the highest Witchyploma of anyone else in class.
After graduating, she had been offered the post of Head Witch of a small village called Touchwood that was being terrorized by the wicked wizard, Zandor. To her delight, Phyllis had been appointed as Gladys’ deputy.
Everyone in the magical world knew that Zandor had been forcing the children of the village to steal and spy for him.
When they refused, he would cast spells to change them into rats or toads.
It was her first day in Touchwood and Gladys had just been putting the finishing touches to her new home when there was a knock at the door.
Before she could pick up her wand to open it, the door flew open and there stood the fattest Wizard she had ever seen.
He was dressed in a grubby, blue tunic over baggy trousers with a rope loosely tied around his bulging belly.
Above his straggly beard hung a long hooked nose. Small beady eyes stared coldly at Gladys, making her shiver.
‘Welcome to Touchwood,’ he sneered, ‘Not that you will be staying here for very long!’
‘Oh!’ laughed Gladys, who was not at all scared by his rudeness, ‘you must be Zandor. I am Gladys, the new Head Witch. Do come in and have a cup of tea.’
As she hurried off to find a chair big enough for the Wizard’s large bottom, Zandor sneakily dropped two yellow tablets into her cup.
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