Chapter 1
The Magic Lesson

I saw the cushion rise in front of me. I muttered an
incantation and the cushion flipped, rose, and fell back onto
the couch with a quiet bump.
“Good job, Bella!” my teacher Zelda congratulated me,
smiling warmly.
My name is Bellatrix Matilda Wicker, fourteen years old.
I’m a sorceress, tall for my age, with black hair, light blue eyes,
and a pale, slightly freckled face. There are plenty of things
about me- I’m hopelessly clumsy, horrible at magic in any form,
a bit funny, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.

“Okay, Bella, lesson’s over. Homework is- levitating
practice. No more than four days a week, alright? You’ve
already got other homework to worry about from school.”
I nodded and grabbed my broomstick from its leaning
position on the wall, savoring the feeling of its slick, polished
wood. Then I opened the door and shoved my wand into the
inside pocket of my cloak. Straddling the broom, I pushed off
hard, pulling my hood up to block the cold wind.
Zelda came out the door as I was high in the sweetsmelling air. She called, “I’ll send you mail when I get to the
Outer Banks!”
Zelda was leaving for the Outer Banks for the King and
Queen, Sorcerer Oswald and Sorceress Kendra. They needed
information on the Non- Magical People of North Carolina, and
Zelda was finishing it up for them.

I found myself in a daydream, wandering along in the
gigantic castle. Having been on a tour a few years ago, the
palace stuck in my mind. It was very beautiful, with flawless
décor and gorgeous, colorful furniture.
As I gazed into the clouds, seeing the castle, I heard,
“Earth to Bellatrix!”
I shook myself out of my daze and flew towards home,
waving at Zelda as I went.

Chapter 2
Ladonna and Celeste
When I got home, my mother had a turkey-andmayonnaise-on-toast sandwich, my favorite, ready for me. She
handed me the plate and said, “Welcome home! How was your
lesson?”
I walked to the table and said, “Great! See, watch-”
I pulled my wand out of my boot and a fork cartwheeled
and landed in my mother’s hand.
“No magic at the dinner table,” she said. “But good!”
I ran upstairs and stashed my broomstick in my room.
Then I ran back down, into the kitchen, and almost into my
mother.
“Bellatrix Wicker, don’t run in the house!” she said
reproachfully.

“Jeez, calm down, Melissa! Be reasonable,” I said, imitating
my father.
My mother laughed. I took a giant bite of my sandwich.
Just then, my dad, Wesley, opened the door.
“Dad!” I said, jumping up. “How was work?”
“Good. Melissa, can I talk to you for a moment?”
My mom nodded. I gulped. Usually when my mom and dad
talked, it was not about something good.
I hurried up to my room and collapsed in a chair. My pet
owl, Pippie, hooted happily. As I poked a small frozen mouse
into his cage, he accepted a stroke.
I took out my wand and said, “Right now, in my bed, I’d like
to be. Stairs to my bed, open for me!”

A spiral staircase uncoiled out of the ceiling. I unlatched
Pippie’s cage and he fluttered up to my arm. I walked up the
stairs and stared up at the clear, blue spring sky.
There was a giant glass dome over my bed, which was up
on the roof. It was heated and air conditioned, with another
dome which had the same dark plastic that was on sunglasses to
block out the sun. I stretched out and yawned.
“Bella!”
It was a familiar voice. I frowned.
“Bella! I’m out here!”
I smacked the button that made the dome retract and
leaned over the edge. Then I ran down the stairs, locked Pippie
in his cage, grabbed my broomstick, and took off, pushing the
button as I flew out.

It was my friend Ladonna. She smiled at me as I landed on
the soft grass. She clutched a small wrapped present in her
hands. I smiled at her, feeling warm inside. Leave it to Ladonna
to visit me when I’m feeling down.
“Happy birthday, Bella!” she said, giving me the present. I
unwrapped it and found a soft black cloak in it. Inside it was
silky and soft, and on the outside it was fluffy. The fur was
black deer fur, which was waterproof and durable.
“Oh, I forgot it was my birthday!” I exclaimed.
“Well it is, silly! Do you want to eat dinner with us? My
mom said it was fine, and plus Celeste, she’s the older sister,
remember, has a present for you too.”
“That’s great! I’ll ask my mom and dad.”
“Cool.”
I ran inside my mom and dad said, “Happy birthday!”

“Oh, thanks!” I said, unwrapping a tiny present which
contained a necklace. The charm was a tiny moon and sun. I
clasped it around my neck.
The next box moved. It had air holes. I opened it with
trembling fingers and picked up… the cutest thing EVER!
It was a fennec fox with long ears and soft, milky white fur.
I set it carefully in my lap and petted it. It licked my finger.
“It’s a girl. No name yet,” my dad said. “There was a
delivery from the desert. But the receiver changed his mind, so
the fox is yours.”
I gazed at her. “Her name is Willow.”
“Willow,” my mom said with a nod.
“Oh, Mom, can I go to Ladonna’s house for dinner? She
asked me- since it’s my birthday-”

“Of course, Bella!” Mom said briskly. I grinned, scooped
Willow up, grabbed my broom, and ran outside.
When I got to Ladonna’s house, she was waiting outside.
When she gasped at Willow, I grinned. Celeste marveled at
Willow’s silky ears. Then she handed me a package. When I
opened it, I found a few energy- boost potions. I carefully
placed them in a cloak pocket.
We let Willow run around in their yard, and she
thoughtfully hid behind a bush while she did her business. Then
Willow met the cat. Everyone laughed when the cat’s tail got all
fluffy and his back arched up and he hissed menacingly. Willow
was nothing if not curious.
After dinner, which was baked potatoes with carrots and
steak, Celeste and Ladonna flew me home. I went to sleep
staring at the stars and thinking that this was the best day ever.

Chapter 3
I Hate Mondays
“Belllllaaaa! WAAAAKE UUUUUUP!” I heard.
“What?” I said sleepily.
“IIIIT’S A SCHOOOOL DAAAY!” My mom yelled.
“Mondays,” I grumbled. “Detestable, awful, bottom-ofthe-line terrible.”
Willow yawned and stretched. I picked her and my broom
up, pressed the dome retractor button, and flew her down onto
the lawn.

After she had finished outside, I brought her back in.
Then, thinking that it would be nice for her to stay out, I put her
out again. We had a fence and Willow was too big to fit through
it, so I figured that she would be fine. I even gave her a bowl of
fox food, which mom and dad had supplied me with, and a small
pillow to for her to sleep on.
After I got dressed, ate breakfast, crammed my pointy
black hat onto my head, and packed my bag, I was ready to go.
Mom drove me to school (Dad was at work) and as soon as I
got to school, the taunts began to come.
“Wow, Bella, I heard you can’t even levitate properly…”
“Oh my, Bella, you can’t control air?”
“You are so awful at magic, Bella…”
At this, I spun around. “Who said that?”

“What’re you going to do to me, levitate me?” one girl said
casually, striding forward.
Something burst inside me: all my doubts about my magic
went away. I pulled my wand out of my cloak, waved it, and
seconds later; air whooshed down the hall and swirled around
Daphne and lifted her into the air, then dropped her.
Ladonna burst in the door at that moment, followed by
Celeste. “Did I miss anything?” she asked. Then she saw
Daphne on the floor, looking shocked, and me, stuffing my
wand hurriedly in my cloak again. After a moment of silence, a
teacher walked in.
“What happened?”
Celeste waved her wand and Daphne gulped and said,
“Someone opened the door and the wind rushed in, blew me
over…”

Everyone nodded, seeming dazed. I sent a very thankful
look at Celeste and she nodded with a slight smile.
“Okay, everyone, back to work, Daphne, clean yourself
up.”
“Okay, Miss Kaegen,” Daphne said.
I went to Element Magic class feeling on top of the world.

TO BE CONTINUED

	
  
	
  

	
  

	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  

	
  

	
  

