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I have decided to start keeping a diary. My spell books are all very well and good, but it’s hard to figure out why a spell goes wrong when you only have a list of ingredients to look back on.

It’s a tough life being a witch.

I live out in the middle of the swamp all by myself and I have to say that it does get lonely out here. Sure, I get the odd zombie or skeleton coming out to the swamp, but have you tried to have a conversation with a zombie?

“Good morning, zombie. My name’s Selma. What’s yours?”

“Groan.”

“Sorry. Did you say Arthur?”

“Groan.”

“Harry?”

“Groan.”

“Fred?”

“GROAN!”

It’s impossible. And the skeletons aren’t much better either. All they do is chatter their teeth and wave their swords around. They just want to fight all the time, which is great if you’re trying to take over the world, but I just want a quiet life. 

Of course, I wouldn’t say no if you offered me the chance to rule the world. I think I’d make a brilliant queen. I’d make it illegal to kill zombies and I’d order all the Minecraftians to build me the biggest witch hut anyone has ever seen, complete with a swimming pool and servants’ quarters, so that I could have plenty of space for all my slaves.

What – you think I’m going to rule the world and not have slaves to do my bidding? There would be no fun in being the world ruler if there aren’t slaves ready to jump whenever I snap my fingers.

However, that’s just a silly daydream. I know I’m not going to rule the world. I barely graduated witch school. I’ll settle for my little corner of the swamp and I know that I’m doing a good job of running it because nobody ever comes here. They’re all too afraid of me, which is great. I don’t have to worry about fighting off Minecraftians with spells that don’t work.

But it does get very lonely.


Day 2




I’ve been experimenting with my spells. I’m trying to create a brand new potion – a potion of devastation. This potion would be like no other potion known to Minecraftia. 

You see, when I said that I didn’t want to rule the world, I wasn’t being exactly honest. I’d love to rule the world and the more I think about it, the more I want to do it. I just don’t want to go through all the trouble of fighting Minecraftians, creating golems to keep them in order, yadda, yadda, yadda. It’s all too much like hard work. I need a quick and easy way of getting the Minecraftians to recognize me as their queen.

But if I had a potion of devastation, a potion that could destroy entire villages with just one hit, well then. I wouldn’t have to do any work, would I? Attack one village and BOOM! Word gets around that I’m the biggest, baddest witch in all Minecraftia and soon nobody will dare to argue with me. All I’ll have to do is wave a potion bottle at them and they’ll fall over themselves to do what I tell them to do. I’ll be ruler of the world in no time and all from one little potion.

It’s a genius plan, isn’t it?

The only problem is that creating new potions is very, very difficult. That’s why most of us witches don’t even bother trying. All the other witches just use the ones we know about and that’s why I’m the queen of the swamp. I might not have been the best student at school, but I’ve always been good at coming up with clever tricks to make the most of what I’ve got. My hut is in the best part of the swamp and I’m the witch mothers warn their children about.

Once I had the idea of a potion of devastation, I started by combining potions I already know how to make. The obvious combination was a potion of harming with a potion of poison. 

Oh my goodness me! Never mix together a potion of harming with a potion of poison! It smells like you wouldn’t believe! Imagine rotting zombie flesh mixed with cow poo with a dash of stinky socks. 

Yuck!

I thought I was going to throw up with the smell. Still, I figured that maybe the stench was a sign that it had worked, so, holding it at arm’s length, I carried it to a clearing in the swamp that I’d decided was the best place for testing potions.

Three… two… one… 

I tossed it into the middle of the clearing and quickly ducked behind a bush, putting my hands over my ears to protect them.

Fizzle.

There was a pathetic little sound, a bit like the fart you get when you let air out of a balloon. I stood up and saw a puff of green smoke rising from where the smashed potion bottle was lying on the ground. As I watched, a tiny chicken, no bigger than my hand popped up from the remains of the potion, clucked and disappeared again, leaving more green smoke.

Back to the drawing board.


Day 3




I decided to try a different blend of potions today. A potion of weakness with a potion of harming might work. I figured that perhaps the weakness would make things more vulnerable to damage, so with the harming potion mixed in, it would cause twice the damage.

I was wrong.

This one didn’t smell bad at all. In fact it was quite pleasant, almost like a mix of the smell of freshly cut grass with spring flowers. I almost wanted to keep the bottle in my hut so that it would make my home smell beautiful.

However, I was a witch on a mission and I needed to know if this potion could help me conquer the world, so I took it back to my testing ground and threw it as hard as I could in the middle of the clearing.

POOF!

When the bottle shattered, a small, pink rabbit appeared in its place. It looked at me, sniffed, twitched its nose a few times and then hopped off into the undergrowth.

Unless that rabbit turns out to be a man-eater, it’s really not going to help me take over the world. And now I’m going to have to worry about rabbits taking over my swamp. They’re a real pest. I use them for target practice with my splash potions, but it seems as though no matter how many rabbits I manage to hit, twice as many come to take their place.

And now the rabbits are all going to be pink. I HATE pink!

I went back to my hut and looked at all my potion ingredients. Nether wart, glowstone dust, fermented spider eye… I had all the main ingredients for potions, so I decided that it was time for some experimentation. Maybe an awkward potion would be a good base.

I grabbed ingredients at random, throwing them into my cauldron, cackling at the thought of the villagers’ faces when they woke up one morning to discover that their village had been destroyed with just one potion.

I was laughing so much, I forgot to take note of what ingredients I’d used. I could have kicked myself. The finished potion looked really good as well, all black and mysterious. But now I had a problem. I had to be careful when I tried it out, because if it really was a potion of devastation, then I wouldn’t be able to make it again, so I had to figure out the best use of it.

I had one chance and one chance only.

I made a decision, probably the most important decision since the time I decided to have porridge for breakfast instead of boiled eggs. I would go to the nearest village and throw my potion at it. If I was right and it really was a potion of devastation, then the amount of destruction I would cause would create mayhem. Nobody would need to know that I had no idea how to make a second one and they’d all be so terrified – I mean, impressed – that they’d crown me queen and we could all go home in time for tea.

It was a brilliant plan. Nothing could go wrong.


Day 4




The nearest village wasn’t far from the swamp, so the next morning, I packed up my precious potion, wrapping it in lots of rags to keep it safe, and headed off in the direction of the village. After all, it would be terrible if it smashed in my bag. I could be the one destroyed!

I left as soon as the sun rose so that I could get to the village before the villagers got up to start work for the day. I loved the idea of waking them up with a sneak attack.

However, walking through the swamp is tough going. All that wading through water really takes it out of you, so I had to take lots of breaks on the way. It was a really hot day as well, and you have no idea how hot witch’s robes get. Black might be a very slimming color to wear, but it’s very hot when the sun is beating down on you and I was regretting my impatience. I should have come after dark instead.

By the time I reached the village, it was midday and I could see lots of villagers bustling about, doing whatever it is that villagers do. 

What do they do? They just seem to walk around all day, making that weird noise all the time. When I’m queen, I’m going to ban them from making that silly sound and I’ll put them to work so that they can do something useful with their lives. They’ll be grateful to have me ruling them by the time I’m finished.

I’d wanted to try out my potion when it was quiet, but maybe this was better after all. Once they’d seen some of their buildings destroyed, they’d all know it was me and word would spread like wildfire that I was the baddest witch around. I just had to be careful to avoid the iron golems while I got close enough to throw my potion.

Slowly, carefully, I crept forward. Nobody had seen me and it was the perfect moment to create history. Taking careful aim, I pulled my arm back.

FIRE!

I threw the potion as hard as I could against the wall of the nearest building. The bottle smashed and the contents dripped down the side of the house.
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Nothing. The walls didn’t dissolve, disappear, or disintegrate. There was no impressive explosion or even just a scary loud noise. My potion was useless.

“What are you doing?”

I looked down to see a villager child looking up at me.

“None of your business,” I snapped, turning and stalking off into the swamp.


Day 5




I wish I hadn’t tried that potion out at the village where everyone could see me. I’m the laughing stock of the swamp now. Agatha, a witch from the other side of the swamp, came to visit. She never comes to visit.

“I hear you’ve been throwing potions at villages.” She didn’t bother to pretend to be polite. She didn’t even start with a ‘hello’ or ‘good morning.’ She always was a really mean witch. 

“Where did you hear that?” I tried to pretend that I didn’t care, but inside, I was very, very angry. If word got out that I was trying to create a new potion, then someone else might try to steal my ideas. There’s only going to be one witch to rule the world and that witch is me.

“Oh, my dear. Everyone’s talking about it! They’re all saying about how you threw a potion at a village building and it made pretty flowers grow up the side of the house.’

I hadn’t stuck around long enough to see if there were any lasting effects from the potion. It was good to know that it had done something, even if it was nothing like what I wanted. 

‘Well, if you wanted to make the village pretty, all you had to do was plant some seeds,’ Agatha went on. ‘You didn’t have to go to all the trouble of creating a potion to do it.”

She cackled and I blushed. Witches don’t like to grow plants unless they’re using them for a potion and even then, we’d rather steal them from someone else. Why do all the hard work when someone else can do it for you? 

“Yes, well, I thought I’d see if I could get their melons to grow a bit bigger,” I lied. “You know how it is. Bigger glistering melons means better quality potions. I thought a potion of regeneration would do the trick. It turned out that I was wrong.”

“Silly Selma!” laughed Agatha. “Always trying some foolish scheme, always failing. When will you learn that you’re the worst witch in Minecraftia? You should never have been allowed to graduate from witch school. You always did struggle with the most basic of potion brewing.”

“Yes, well, speaking of which, I’ve got some more potions that need brewing.” I stood up and started nudging her towards the door. “I’d love to sit and chat with you some more, but I really am very busy you know.”

“Oh, but Selma. I wanted to tell you all about my latest adventure leading a group of zombies against some camping Minecraftians. It was hilarious! You should have seen their faces when they realized they were under attack, but it was too late. We smashed them to smithereens!”

“I’m sure it was very funny,” I nodded, pretending that I cared. “You must tell me the whole story sometime. But right now, I need some time to myself.”

I shoved her out of the hut, taking pleasure in hearing her stumble down the stairs as she left, and slammed the door behind her, leaning against it to keep it shut. 
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Thank goodness she was gone and she didn’t seem to suspect what I was really doing. Still, I was going to have to be a little more careful in future if I was going to take over Minecraftia.


Day 6




I looked at the potions lined up before me. I’d made a whole heap of basic potions and I was going to experiment with adding different ingredients to each.

“What are you doing?”

I jumped at the sound of the voice, almost knocking over some of my potions. I looked round to the doorway and saw the same village child who’d come up to me when I’d attacked the village. At least, I assumed it was the same child. They all look the same to me, nasty, snotty little creatures.

“None of your business,” I snapped. “Go away. This is private property and you don’t belong here.”

The child ignored me and stepped forward into my hut. “This looks very interesting. What’s that?”

He pointed towards one of my potions and I slapped his hand away. “I told you. None of your business. Now scram, why don’t you?!”

The child went and sat on the edge of my bed, his feet swinging in the air. “My name’s Billy,” he said. “What’s yours?”

“None of your business.”

“You say none of your business a lot. Did you know that? It’s much nicer if you talk to people, you know. My mom always says that a stranger is just a friend you haven’t met yet.”

“Yeah? Well, your mom is stupid.”

“Sometimes I think that when she makes me tidy my room,” Billy agreed. 

“Well if you stick around, I’ll make you tidy my room. What do you think about that?”

Billy looked at my hut. “It looks pretty clean already. That sounds like an easy job.”

I sighed. This kid was impossible! “Look, just go home. You don’t belong here. Isn’t your mom calling you for dinner or something?”

“I suppose so.” Billy hopped off my bed. “See you!”

“Not unless I see you first,” I muttered as he skipped out of my hut.


Day 7




That pesky kid came back today. “What are you doing?” he asked as he strolled in through my door. “Wait – don’t answer. Let me guess. None of my business.”

“You got it,” I shot back.

Billy sat on my bed again, watching as I mixed and stirred various potions. “Have you tried adding some pufferfish to that blue one?” he asked. “That might be interesting.”

“It might be, but all it will do is create a potion of water breathing and that’s not what I’m trying to do.”

“So what are you trying to do, then?”
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“I’m making-” I caught myself just in time. After all that hard work thinking up my cunning plan, I almost gave it away to a kid. A kid!

“None of your business.”


Day 8




“I’ve brought you some more ingredients.” Billy came bursting through my door, his arms so full of things that he was dropping bits and pieces with every step. “I figured that maybe there’d be something in this lot that would help you with whatever potion it is you’re trying to make.”
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“Oh, Billy.” I sighed at the mess he was making.

“You called me by my name.” Billy beamed, revealing a gap in his front teeth. “You’ve never called me Billy before. It’s always been ‘you there’ or ‘kid’ or ‘stinky face.’ Does that mean that we’re friends now?”

“Never!” I declared. “Don’t get any funny ideas, kid. Just because you’ve brought me a whole heap of useless stuff doesn’t mean that we’re friends. All you’ve done is make a big mess that I’ve got to clean up.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I can clean up for you. I hate tidying my bedroom, but there’s something really fun about sorting out a witch’s hut.”

He started bustling about, shoving things to the side or in cupboards until I sighed and put out a hand to stop him. “Billy, all you’re doing is making things worse. I keep ingredients here in carefully labelled jars. If you really want to help, you can sort the jars into alphabetical order. It’ll make it easier for me to find what I need.”

It wouldn’t really, but I figured that if the kid was going to be hanging around, then if I kept him busy, he wouldn’t cause mischief. I’d die before I admitted it, but I was beginning to enjoy having him hanging around the place.


Day 9




“There’s a really cool haunted house not far from here,” Billy told me as he scrubbed my second best cauldron. “You should come and check it out. There’s all sorts of great stuff in it. There’s a whole heap of locked chests. Nobody has been able to break into them, but I reckon that a powerful witch like you would be able to figure it out and imagine what you might find! It could be treasure! You might get enough emeralds to last a lifetime!”

“Or they might just be empty,” I pointed out. I wasn’t paying all that much attention to him. I was at a particularly tricky part of the brewing stage. Get the amount of fermented spider eye wrong and the whole thing could blow up in your face. 

“I don’t think they are. They say that a powerful wizard used to live there. He’s probably gone off to rule the Nether.”

“Don’t be silly, Billy. Everyone knows that wizards don’t exist. Only witches can make magic in Minecraftia.”

“You haven’t seen this house, though, Selma. It’s really amazing.”

“If it’s so amazing, then how come I haven’t heard of it before? I’ve lived in the swamp all my life and if there was an amazing house, then I would have seen it already.”

“They’ve only just found it,” replied Billy smugly. “It’s so old that plants grew all over it so you couldn’t see it. The only reason it’s been found is because one of the farmers decided that he needed a bit more space for growing crops, so he was clearing out the area and he found the house. All the village children have been running around in it, but like I say, nobody can open the chests. You should come and have a look, Selma. You’d love it there. I know you would!”

“Hmmm.” I didn’t want to let Billy know, but I was definitely intrigued. A house with locked chests that nobody could open? The kid was right. There was bound to be something interesting lurking within its walls.


Day 10




After Billy left yesterday, I couldn’t stop thinking about the house he’d mentioned. Perhaps I should go and check it out.

“Right, squirt,” I said when he arrived that morning. “Pack us both some food. We’re off on a little quest.”

“Yay! Are we going to the wizard’s house?”

“None of your-”

“Business!” finished Billy with a grin.

“Right. So what direction is it in?”

“The wizard’s house?”

I nodded.

“I knew it! I knew you’d want to go there as soon as I told you about it! Follow me!”

Billy kept up a non-stop chatter as we marched through the swamp, telling me everything about his family, his school, what had happened the last time a Minecraftian had gone to his dad’s weapon shop and the hilarity that had ensued when his dad had thought he wanted an axe instead of a sword, what he’d eaten for breakfast, what he wanted for dinner, the party he was planning for his birthday…

On and on and on he went until I thought my head would explode.

“Will you just shut up!” I finally yelled. “You must drive your mom mad with all this talking.”

“Oh yes,” said Billy brightly, not at all upset that I’d shouted at him. “That’s why I come and see you during the day. Mom says that she’ll strangle me if she has to listen to one more word. I don’t mind. I like spending time with you. You’re nice.” 

I shuddered. “Don’t. Ever. Call. Me. That,” I said through gritted teeth. “Witches aren’t nice. We’re evil and wicked and we eat little boys like you for breakfast.”
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Billy giggled. “You’re so funny, Selma! Anyway, here we are. This is the wizard’s house. What do you think?”

I stared up at the large house looming in front of us. “How could this have been hidden for so long? It’s enormous!”

“I told you it was really cool,” said Billy smugly. “Come on. I’ll show you where the chests are. Just watch out for the ghosts!”

“Ghosts don’t exist,” I informed him as he went to the door and pushed it open.

An eerie sound greeted us, sounding suspiciously like a ghost. “Whooooooo!”

“It’s just the wind,” I said, although I made sure that I had a potion of harming to hand, just in case.

I felt as though someone was watching us as we made our way through the abandoned rooms and up the stairs.

“Here they are!” announced Billy. “The locked chests. We’ve all tried to open them. We’ve even used an enchanted axe to try and break them open, but the axe breaks. There must be lots of treasure inside.”

I stepped forward and examined the chests. There were three of them, all faintly glowing with a sickly yellow light. “Yes, these are definitely enchanted,” I murmured as I ran my hands over them, trying to figure out what kind of enchantment had been used. “You’re lucky that the people trying to break them open didn’t hurt themselves. Get this wrong and the chests could blow up.”

“Cool!” breathed Billy as I closed my eyes, muttering an incantation we’d been taught at school.

As I spoke, the chests glowed brighter and brighter until they were as bright as the sun. 

“Open! Open! I command you!” I cried. 

With a loud BANG! The lids of the chests all flew open, revealing their secrets.

“This one’s empty,” said Billy in disappointment as he raced over to the first one.

“I told you,” I replied. “Just because a chest is enchanted doesn’t mean there’s anything exciting in it. It’s just something we magic users do out of habit. It’s good practice.”

“This one isn’t though,” smiled Billy. “There’s a handful of emeralds and a diamond axe.”

“Keep it,” I told him, barely paying attention to his cries of joy. I’d just found my own treasure.


Day 11




I lay back in my bed, still hardly able to believe my good luck. I’d found an enchanted book, but an enchanted book like nothing I’d ever read. It was filled with recipes for potions long since thought lost.

I turned the pages, poring over recipes for potions of haste, potions of dullness, potions of nausea, potions of blindness, potions of hunger, potions of resistance and, best of all, potions of decay.

I cackled as I thought about all the damage I was going to do. I wasn’t going to have to waste any more time experimenting. I had plenty here to help me take over the world. Nobody would be able to resist the terrible effects of my new potions.

I decided that I needed to experiment. Jumping up, I pulled out my cauldron and began mixing. I was going to invite Agatha over for a tea party she’d never forget.


Day 12




“My, Selma. This is an unexpected treat.” Agatha stepped into my hut, looking around at the table laid with cakes and biscuits. “What brought this on?”

“Well, I’ve been thinking and I realized that I was a little rude when you came to visit me last time. I wanted to make it up to you, and what better way than with a witch’s tea party?”

“And who’s this little… thing?”

Billy snickered, as afraid as Agatha as he was of me, which is to say, he wasn’t afraid at all.

“This is Billy. He’s my slave.”

Billy bowed low. We’d discussed this before Agatha got here and I’d agreed that he could stay to see the effects of a potion of nausea as long as he pretended to be my servant.

“Goodness, Selma. You really are coming up in the world, aren’t you?”

I could tell by the look on her face that Agatha was jealous. Good. It was about time that she realized she wasn’t the best witch in the swamp. 

“I’ve made you a special tea, just for the occasion,” I told her, pouring out some potion of nausea from my teapot. “I do so hope you like it. It’s a unique blend of herbs and spices I’ve had brought in from the far savannah of Minecraftia.”

I poured myself a cup, knowing that I was safe from its nasty effects thanks to the antidote I’d taken just before Agatha arrived. It was a good thing that the enchanted book contained the recipe – Agatha would never drink anything I didn’t. She might be mean but she was far from stupid.

“Bottoms up!” I lifted my cup and drained it, watching as Agatha did the same.

“That was most refreshing,” she smiled. “I’ve never tasted anything like it. You must tell me exactly what’s in it.”

“Oh, I’m afraid that I couldn’t possibly do that. It’s a secret recipe of my grandmother’s and she made me promise I’d never tell another living soul.” 

I heard Billy stifle a giggle and I glared at him. “Slave! Go and fetch some more wood for the fire. It’s getting cold in here.”

“Yes, Selma.” As he went outside, he burst into fits of laughter.

“Your slave seems to be remarkably happy for a slave,” commented Agatha.

“Yes, well, he’s a child. He hasn’t figured out yet that it’s tough being a witch’s slave. More tea?”

“Yes please. It really is delicious.”

I found it hard not to laugh myself as Agatha slurped up another cup of potion. It wouldn’t be long before she started to feel the effect.

Sure enough, a few moments later, Agatha put a hand to her belly, which rumbled alarmingly. “That’s strange,” she said. “I’m starting to feel most peculiar.”

“Oh dear. I hope it’s nothing too bad.”

“No, no. I’m sure I’m fine.”

There was another loud rumble and Agatha burped. “Goodness me. You must excuse me.”

“In some cultures, burping is polite,” I informed her. “It lets your host know that you enjoyed the meal.”

“Well, it certainly has been delicious, but I think I’m going to have to take my leave now, before I-”

I grabbed my cauldron just in time and put it in front of her as the potion of nausea worked its wicked magic.

“I am so sorry,” apologized Agatha. “I don’t understand it. I was feeling fine not so long ago.”

“Don’t worry. Billy can clean it up.”

“I think I’m going to have to go home and lie down,” moaned Agatha. “I’m not feeling at all well.”

“You do that, my dear. I hope you get better soon.”

“Thank you.” Agatha limped out of my hut as Billy came back in. As soon as he’d shut the door, we both fell about the floor, laughing until we cried.

“That was brilliant!” cried Billy. “Did you see how she turned green?”

“It worked even better than I expected,” I smiled. “Now you get to clean up the cauldron.”

I laughed as his little face fell. “Do I have to?”

“We agreed that you would be my servant if I let you stay to watch. Now hop to it!”


Day 13




I haven’t heard a word from Agatha since she drank my special tea. I’d love to know how she’s feeling. It’s important for my research into new potions.

“Hey! Billy! Do feel like a walk in the swamp?”

“Sure!” Billy came skipping over. Even after scrubbing out my cauldron yesterday, that boy was still irrepressibly happy. I don’t think I’ll ever understand children. “Where are we going?”

“I thought we’d go and visit Agatha, see how she’s holding up after she drank all that potion.”

“Good idea,” grinned Billy. “I don’t think I’ll ever forget the look on her face just before she-”

“Yes, yes, we don’t need to go over it again.” I must admit that I’d been feeling a little queasy myself, despite the antidote. Perhaps next time I’d add a little more rabbit’s foot.

“So what potion are you going to make next?” asked Billy, as we made our way through the swamp to where Agatha’s hut is.

“I haven’t decided,” I replied. I was lying. I was going to try a potion of blindness.

“I think you should make a potion of hunger,” he said. “I’d love to give it to my big brother. Mom is always complaining that he eats too much as it is. I think it would be really funny if he just wanted to eat all the time.”

“Yes, well, potions aren’t for little boys to play with,” I snapped. 

“Don’t be like that, Selma,” wheedled Billy. “Haven’t I been really helpful around your hut? If it wasn’t for me, you wouldn’t have those recipes in the first place.”

“I don’t care. Little boys don’t play with potions and that’s the end of it. Anyway, we’re here, so stop talking about potions. I don’t want Agatha to realize what we did.”

Agatha’s hut was in a part of the swamp that wasn’t nearly as nice as mine. My hut was all dim and dark, surrounded by stagnant water. Agatha’s was all light and airy, the sun shining down on the large clearing just outside where she could brew potions in good weather.

I walked up the stairs to the door. “Knock, knock, Agatha! Are you home?”

“Is that you, Selma?” came a moan from inside.

I pushed the door open and Billy crowded round me to see how Agatha was doing. 

The witch was lying on her bed, a wet flannel across her forehead, the curtains drawn to keep the light out of her eyes. “I think I’m dying,” she groaned.

I walked over to her, curtly looking her over. “You’re not dying,” I informed her, even though there was a part of me that was disappointed about this. “You’ve just got some kind of stomach upset.”

“What was in that tea you gave me?” she asked. “I’ve been feeling awful ever since I drank it.”

“I told you. Just some herbs and spices. Besides, I drank it too. You saw me. And I’m feeling absolutely fine. You’re just being silly, Agatha. You need to get up and get moving. You’ll soon feel better.”

I helped her stand up. Agatha swayed a little, turning pale, but she managed to stand by herself.

“There,” I said. “That’s better, isn’t it? Now would you like me to make you some food?”

“A little mushroom stew would be lovely, thank you.”

Agatha fell back into bed as I bustled about the kitchen, making up some stew for her. Billy sat on a chair by the bed.

“Are you going to get better?” he asked. “You don’t look as though you’re going to get better.”

“Hush up, Billy,” I barked. “Agatha doesn’t want to listen to your chatter.”

“He’s very insolent for a slave, isn’t he?” observed Agatha. “If he were mine, I’d beat that out of him.”

“Yes, well, Billy will get his punishment. Don’t you worry.”

At last, the stew was finished and I ladled out a bowl for Agatha. “There’s some leftovers there for you,” I told her. “Make sure you get plenty to drink and you’ll be fine in no time.”

“Thank you, Selma. You’re a true friend.”

If only she knew.


Day 14




“Would you like to help me with my next potion?” I asked Billy.

“Would I?” The way that his little face lit up almost melted my heart. He had no idea what I had planned.

“Good, because I need someone to test it on and you’re the perfect candidate.”

For the first time, Billy lost his usual smile. “Test it? On me? I don’t think so. I saw how ill Agatha was. I don’t want to be sick like her.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not making another potion of nausea. This one is perfectly harmless. Well, almost. It’s a potion of dullness. It’ll just make you boring for a bit.”

“Me? Boring? Never!” Billy laughed, his happy grin returning. “All right. I’ll try your potion for you.”

“Good. Now it needs to be left to brew overnight, so make sure you’re here bright and early in the morning so that you can try it out.”

“I’ll be here as soon as the sun comes up,” he promised.

“Well, maybe not quite that early…”

“Shall I come for lunch then?”

“Lunchtime would be perfect.”


Day 15




“There you go. Drink up.” I placed the potion on the table in front of Billy. He looked at it dubiously. 

“It’s a potion of dullness you say?”

“That’s right. A potion of dullness.”

“And all it’s going to do is make me be a bit boring for a while.”

“That’s what the book says,” I reassured him.

“OK. Since it’s you, Selma, and you’re my best friend, I trust you. Cheers!”

If I wasn’t a witch, I’d feel really guilt for lying to Billy, but since I am a witch and we’re known for being evil, I wasn’t going to worry about it.

Billy put the empty potion bottle back on the table and burped. “Sorry!” he giggled. “Burping isn’t very boring, is it?”

“Don’t worry. It usually takes a while for potions to take effect after you’ve drunk them. It should work very soon.”

“Have you pulled the curtains, Selma?” Billy asked. “It’s starting to get dark.”

“Is it?” I tried to sound as innocent as I could. “Maybe it’s getting cloudy.”

“Have you turned out the light, Selma?” Billy was starting to sound worried. “I can’t see anything. Are you still there, Selma? Selma?”

I didn’t reply at first. I was busy trying to contain my squeal of delight. It had worked! The potion had worked! Now that was two potions from the spell book I’d tried and both had done exactly what they were supposed to. I could set up traps all around my hut with potions of blindness so that any Minecraftian coming to steal from me would find themselves blinded and wandering around in the swamp with no idea where they were going.

And imagine what would happen if I decided to attack a village. I could blind the iron golems! Nobody would know that I was coming until it was too late!

The possibilities were endless.

“Selma? Where are you?” Billy was starting to cry.

“I’m right here, Billy.” 

“What happened? Why can’t I see anything?”

“Oh silly me. It looks like I gave you the wrong potion. That’s not a potion of dullness. It’s a potion of blindness. Oops! My bad.”

“Selma!” wailed Billy. “I’m blind! How could you do this to me?”

“It was an accident, I swear.” It was a good job Billy couldn’t see my face or he’d have known straight away that I was lying. I always blush bright red when I’m fibbing.

“That’s all right, Selma. I know you wouldn’t do this to me on purpose.”

How stupid was this kid? I couldn’t believe that he didn’t realize I was using him.

Billy gasped. “How am I going to get home? And how am I going to explain to mom that I can’t see?”

“Hmmm. That is tricky.” This was one thing I hadn’t thought about. If Billy’s mom knew that I was giving him potions, she might stop him coming to see me and much as I hated to admit it, I’d come to like having the little guy around. He’d been very useful in my plans to take over the world.

“Tell you what,” I said at last. “Why don’t I drink a potion of invisibility and take you home myself? Nobody will see me guiding you along and I can even stay in your house until the potion wears off. I can tell you where everything is. Nobody will suspect a thing.”

“That’s a great idea! You’re the best, Selma.”

You wouldn’t say that if you knew what was really going on I thought, but said nothing.

I put a couple of potions of invisibility in my robe and went to help Billy out of the hut. “Come on then, kid. Let’s get you back home for your dinner.”
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“I can’t believe you got your potions mixed up,” said Billy as we walked. “I thought you were too clever a witch to do that.”

“It’s all the new potions,” I explained. “I haven’t made them before, so I forget which one is which.”

“Maybe you should put labels on them,” suggested Billy. 

“That’s a good idea.” 

It was a stupid idea. If I labeled the potions, anyone who saw them would know that I was making new types of potion. What if Agatha came over and saw that I had potions of nausea? She’d know exactly what I’d done. No, I was going to have to remember what each one looked like and hope that I didn’t make any actual mistakes.

We were almost at the village boundary, so I drank the potion of invisibility. A moment later, I was completely invisible as I took Billy’s arm. “All right, kid,” I said. “You’ll need to tell me where your house is so I can take you there.”

“Go to the center of the village and then turn left,” he told me. My house is the third one on the right. You can tell it’s mine because there’s a vase with some poppies in the window.”

“Center, left, right,” I repeated. “Got it.”

As we walked through the village, people shouted hello to Billy, who smiled and waved in the direction of their voices. We reached his house without anyone suspecting he couldn’t see.

“There you are, Billy,” said a woman I assumed was his mom as we walked through the door. “It’s getting late. Your dinner is ready. Go wash up.”

“The bathroom is at the end of the hall,” Billy whispered. I guided him down the corridor, marveling at the size of his house. He had always told me that it was small, but compared to my hut, it was a mansion!

When Billy was sitting at the table, his dinner in front of him, I took the chance to have a poke about his house. 

“Stop throwing your food on the floor!” I heard his mom scold. I laughed to myself. Poor Billy wasn’t able to see his food to pick it up.

Billy had a whole room to himself and so did his brother and his parents. As I walked through, I wondered whether I should build an extension to my hut. After all, as the future queen of the world, I deserved somewhere grand to live.

Perhaps I could get Billy to do it.

I could hear Billy finishing up his food, so I rushed back to the dining room to help him. 

“I’m going to have an early night, mom,” he said. “I’m really tired.”

“Hmm. You do look a little pale. All right. Off to bed with you.”

Luckily, his mom came and kissed him on the forehead, so I didn’t have to take him over to her and then I helped him up and to his bedroom. He only walked into a wall once.

It wasn’t deliberate. Honest.


Day 16




I slept over at Billy’s. I wanted to see how long the potion would take to wear off. After all, if he woke up still blind, it would be difficult to explain what had happened if I wasn’t there to help him hide the effects of the potion.

Billy let me sleep in his bed. I let him think that this was because he was being really kind, but the truth is that I would have taken it from him anyway. He curled up in a chair with a blanket over him and started talking to me again until I pointed out that if his mom heard him talking, she’d wonder who was in the room with him.

Within moments of shutting up, he was snoring. I wish I could have slept so easily, but I couldn’t relax knowing that I was in the heart of a village filled with iron golems who’d try to kill me if they knew I was there.

At last, I fell asleep to be woken by the sound of Billy calling for me.

“Selma? Are you there, Selma?”

“Right here, Billy. Are you still blind?”

“Yes. Can you help me get dressed?”

I sighed. This is what I hated about children. Always wanting you to do something for them.

I went to his drawers and pulled out some clothes. He had countless identical shirts and trousers, so I didn’t have to worry about what he’d like to wear.

“Here.” I shoved them into his hand. “Hurry up and let’s get out of here. The sooner we’re back at the witch’s hut, the safer I’ll feel.”

“I can’t go back to the hut straight away,” said Billy sadly. “I’ve got to go to school. You’re going to have to go with me. I’ll need someone to read me the questions on the board.”

“School?” I screeched, putting my hand over my mouth the moment the word had left my lips. I’d always hated school and after I’d graduated, I’d sworn that I’d never go back. 

“Yes, school,” hissed Billy. “Mom will get suspicious if I pretend to be sick, so you’ll have to come with me.”

He was right. I was beginning to regret trying out my potion on him. I should have gone back to Agatha and pretended that I had a healing potion for her.

I helped him downstairs to the dining room.

“Feeling any better this morning, Billy?” asked his mom. 

“Yes, thank you. The world is looking brighter today.”
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I looked at him, eyes narrowed. Was that a message meant for me? Was Billy getting his sight back?

Billy turned his head to where he thought I was standing and winked. He was! His sight was coming back!

“I can’t wait to get to school and read all my work,” he went on. “It’s good to be able to read. Read, read, read, that’s all I’m going to do all day.”

“You are in a funny mood today, Billy,” laughed his mom as she put some bacon and eggs on his plate.

“See you later,” I whispered in his ear, before I slipped out of the dining room.

“That’s odd,” I heard his mom say. “That door just opened and shut by itself.”

I left Billy’s house and hurried through the village. The potion of blindness had lasted almost 24 hours and I wanted to make a note of that. These potions were more powerful than I’d realized.

Squeak.

I looked up to see an iron golem standing in my way. It looked back at me.

The potion of invisibility had worn off!

The iron golem lifted a fist to pummel me, as I fumbled inside my cloak for another potion of invisibility. I just managed to duck out of the way, its fist slamming into the ground as I drained the potion.

The iron golem looked around, trying to see where I’d gone, not knowing I’d turned myself invisible.

“So long, sucker!” I called over my shoulder as I disappeared back into the swamp.


Day 17




Billy didn’t come to see me today. I hope he’s not mad at me for making him blind.


Day 18




There’s still no sign of Billy. I’m starting to get worried.


Day 19




Now this is getting stupid. Billy was just an annoying kid. I didn’t ask him to come round to visit me. I should be glad that he’s not here, getting in my way, but instead I’m finding that I’m missing hearing him talk all day.

Grabbing a couple of potions of invisibility, I headed back into the village and over to his house. 

“Who opened the door?” yelled Billy’s mom, as she stalked out to shut it behind me. She had no idea that a witch had come into her house.

I went up to Billy’s room. He was sitting on his bed, reading a book.

“Billy!”

“Selma?” Billy sat up, looking around for me. 

“Do you know any other witches who’d make themselves invisible to come into your house?”

“Oh Selma! I’m so glad you came. I was so worried that you’d think I was mad with you.”

“Why would I think that?” Inwardly, I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Because I haven’t been to visit you for a few days.”

“Well, I must admit that I was starting to wonder.”

“It’s all Robbie’s fault.”

“What’s your brother done now?”

“He got me grounded! Just because I accidentally spilled paint all over his homework. It’s not my fault that he left it on the kitchen table.”

As Billy carried on telling me all about how mean his big brother was, I stopped listening. Billy didn’t suspect a thing, which meant that I could continue to use him in my potion making experiments.


Day 20




Both the potions I’d tried to make from the enchanted book had been more powerful than I could have imagined, so I decided that the time had come to make a potion of decay. It was one of the most difficult potions I’d ever tried to make, requiring careful measurements and a steady hand.

I was just tipping in some blaze powder when there was a shout.

“Selma! I’m back!”

I jumped, spilling half of my powder onto my bench.

“Billy! Didn’t your mother ever tell you not to sneak up on people?”

“Yes, but I didn’t think I was sneaking. I called you from your door so I wouldn’t startle you.”

Well, you did startle me and now I’ve lost all of my blaze powder. How am I supposed to make a potion of-” I bit my tongue. 

“A potion of what?”

I shook my head. “It doesn’t matter. What matters is that I need more blaze powder.”

“That should be easy for a powerful witch like you!”

I looked at Billy, shaking my head. “As much as I appreciate your faith in me, I can only get blaze powder by killing a blaze, which means going down into the Nether. I hate going down to the Nether. All the heat makes my hair go frizzy.”

Billy thought for a moment. “There is another option you know.”

“Really?”

“Yep. We get Minecraftians going through the village all the time. I’m sure I could get some blaze powder from one of them.”

“Don’t be silly, Billy. Nobody’s going to just give you blaze powder.”

“Who said anything about giving?” He grinned. “I’ve seen how powerful your potions of invisibility are. Give me one of those potions and I’ll have more blaze powder by tomorrow.”

“Why don’t I just get the powder for myself?”

“Think about it. What happens if you get caught? Maybe you try to steal from a Minecraftian and they feel you rummaging around in their backpack. You’re a witch. They’d put you in jail straight away – or worse.”

I had to admit that he had a point.

“On the other hand, I’ve got certain skills.” Billy blushed a little. “I didn’t want to tell you this, but the other reason I got grounded was because I stole some sweets from one of the kids at school. It’s the first time I’ve been caught, but not the first time I’ve taken anything. I’ve got a whole heap of things at home that I’ve stolen. Give me a potion of invisibility and I’ll make sure you get your blaze powder. It’s the least I can do. After all, it’s my fault you lost it all in the first place.”

He looked at me pleadingly. “Please?”

I still wasn’t convinced that it was a good idea to give a villager kid one of my potions, but Billy wasn’t just any kid. If I couldn’t trust him, I couldn’t trust anybody.

“All right.” I finally relented. “I’ll give you ONE potion of invisibility. But if you don’t come back with my blaze powder, I’ll come to your house and put a potion of nausea in your dinner. You won’t even know I’ve done it before it’s too late.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll get your blaze powder,” promised Billy.


Day 21
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Despite his promises, there’s been no sign of Billy all day. I’m beginning to regret giving him that potion, especially since he’s already admitted that he’s a thief. They’re worth a lot of money. Maybe he’s just sold it to a Minecraftian.

I knew I shouldn’t trust that kid.


Day 22




“Sorry it took me so long.” Billy walked into my hut and put a big bag on the table. “It took me ages to find a Minecraftian that had any blaze powder. I didn’t want to waste the potion until I knew for sure that someone had it, so I had to crouch outside my dad’s shop listening to the conversations until a Minecraftian came in who’d just got back from the Nether. I figured that was the best chance to get some blaze powder.”

I lifted up the bag, weighing it in my hand. “Well done, Billy! You’ve brought me more than enough blaze powder to make my potions. Good job.”

“Does that mean that you forgive me for making you spill your ingredients?”

I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye. “Maybe.”


Day 23




“So what potion are you making?” Billy asked. “You never did tell me.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“If I guess, will you tell me?”

“Maybe.”

“A potion of… intelligence?”

“No.”

“Worms?”

“No.”

“Stupidity?”

“No.”

Billy went on and on, coming up with ideas for potions, becoming increasingly ridiculous as he got it wrong every time.

“All right, all right, I’ll tell you!” I cried eventually. “Just stop asking me questions already!”

“Yay!” Billy jumped up and down and clapped his hands. “So what kind of potion is it?”

“A potion of decay.”

“You’re kidding me?”

“Would I lie to you?”

“You’re a witch. Of course you would!”

I looked at Billy. All this time, I thought he was stupid enough to think I was nice. “You’re not as naive as you look, are you kid?”

“I find that it helps if people think that I’m dumb. You’d be surprised what people will say in front of a stupid kid.”

“I think I would.” 

“So what are you using the potion of decay for? Are you going to destroy Agatha’s hut?”

“Yes.” Thank goodness. Billy saved me the trouble of making up a story. 

“What did she ever do to you anyway? You seem to really hate her.”

“We were at witch school together,” I explained. “Agatha was always at the top of the class. She’d get As for all her assignments without even trying while I was struggling to make a C. Then one day, I found out her secret. She’d been cheating. She used a potion of invisibility to sneak into the teacher’s lounge and look at all the test questions. No wonder she found school so easy.”

“But I would have thought that witch school would like that kind of thing.”

“Witches are encouraged to lie, cheat, and steal, this is true,” I nodded. “But the one thing we’re not allowed to do is cheat on our tests. When I found out, I thought this was the perfect opportunity to get back at Agatha. Why should she have an A when I worked hard for my C?”

“What did you do?”

“What any witch would have done. I went straight to the principal.”

“Did Agatha get expelled? Did she come back and throw potions at you?”

“Ha! I wish.” I shook my head. “No. The opposite, in fact. The principal didn’t believe me. She said that I was just jealous and that I should work harder because I was in danger of being expelled for my poor grades. When Agatha found out that I’d tried to tell the teachers about her, she got all the other girls to be mean to me. It’s really annoying being woken up by someone putting frogs in your bed every night.”

“I hear that,” agreed Billy. “My brother did that once and it was horrible. I thought it was a big dragon that was going to eat me up.”

“Anyway, at graduation, Agatha was top of the class and she won all the prizes. She came over to me and said that she forgave me for telling. She forgave me. When she got her witch’s certificate by cheating. Well, I’ve never forgiven her and I’ve been waiting for the day when I can take over the world. Then everyone will have to bow down to me – with Agatha bowing lower than anyone else.”

“That would be cool!”


Day 24
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At last, my potion of decay was complete and I held it up to the light. It was a murky brown, almost like swamp water, but there was something sparkling in it that spoke of the magic hiding within.

“Is that it?” gasped Billy. “It doesn’t look like it could cause that much destruction.”

“Ah, Billy. That’s the thing with potions. They rarely look like they could do much harm until you feel the effects – just like that potion of blindness you drank. Did you think you’d lose your sight for a whole day when you drank it?”

“Well, no, because you told me it was a potion that would make me boring.”

“Oh yes. So I did.” I’d almost given away my secret. “Well, there you go then. You had even less of an idea of what it was going to do to you. You can’t tell anything about a potion by what it looks like.”

“So are we going to take it over to Agatha’s hut?” asked Billy eagerly.

“Not just yet. I want to pick my moment carefully. I don’t want Agatha to know that it’s me when her hut walls crumble around her.”

“OK, but will you let me know when you’re going to do it? I want to be there to see you get revenge on the person who treated you so badly.”

“Of course I will.” It was just another promise to Billy I had no intention of keeping.


Day 25




I hate getting up early in the morning, but if I wanted to try out my potion of decay on the village, I had to get there before Billy finished school. 

I got up before the sun dawned and hurried along the path to the village. I’d already picked my target – a building on the edge of the village that was used for housing sheep. It wasn’t very well guarded and if the potion didn’t work, nobody would see that I’d failed yet again.

I wasn’t going to fail this time, though. So far, every single recipe I’d tried from that book had worked better than I expected. I wasn’t creating things from scratch. Someone had already tried and tested all these potions, so all I had to do was follow the instructions. Easy, even for a witch who’d gotten a C in potion making.

I reached the village. I’d brought a potion of invisibility with me just in case, but there were no iron golems to be seen. It was the perfect time to destroy a shed full of sheep.

“Take that!” I cried, throwing my potion as hard as I could at the side of the building.

The bottle smashed, its contents trickling down the wall and I waited for the shed to start decaying. And waited and waited. 

This was very strange. All the other potions had worked much faster than this. 

I stepped closer. 

BOOM!

There was an explosion that sent me flying through the air. I picked myself up and dusted myself off. An explosion wasn’t what I’d call decay, but I suppose if it destroyed the building, that was all that mattered.
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I looked at the shed, expecting to see a crater where it used to be, but the shed was still there! It was twice the size it used to be, but there were no holes in the walls. Instead of destroying the shed, my potion had just made it grow.

My mind raced, going over all the steps I’d taken to make the potion. I’d followed the instructions in the book exactly as they’d been written. I knew that I hadn’t done anything wrong.

Squeak! 

I looked round to see some iron golems charging towards me, drawn to the sound of the explosion. I didn’t have any time to examine the shed for clues to what had happened. I had to get out of there – fast.


Day 26




“Something go wrong with your potion?”

Billy was standing in the doorway, his head tilted to one side, looking like the perfect picture of innocence.

Click. Click. Click. Sometimes my thoughts might work slowly, but eventually I figure everything out.

“Why you little-!” I lunged at Billy, but he darted out of my reach, laughing. “What did you do to my blaze powder?”

“What blaze powder?” he replied. “I didn’t bring you blaze powder. I sold the potion you gave to me and bought you some flour, food dye, and lots and lots of sweets. They were very nice sweets, thank you very much. You can’t blame yourself for not spotting the fake blaze powder. It’s surprisingly easy to make flour look just like it if you know what you’re doing.”

“I’m going to kill you!” I screeched, chasing after Billy, but the kid can move fast.

“You’ll never catch me!” he jeered as he raced around the swamp, easily dodging me whenever I tried to get him.

Eventually, I was completely worn out and I flopped to the ground, panting. “All right, Billy. You win. Truce?”

“Truce,” nodded Billy. “But I’m going to stay on this side of the clearing until we’ve had a chance to talk, if you don’t mind.”

“Whatever.” I couldn’t blame him. He knew as well as I did that the second I got my breath back, I’d try to catch him again and when I did… let’s just say that I still had a lot of other potions to try out and I could do with a guinea pig.

“So are you ready to listen to me?” he asked.

“Whatever.”

“Are you going to say ‘whatever’ to anything I say?”

“Whatever.”

Billy laughed and shrugged. “OK, then. Well, the first thing I want to say is that I didn’t want to trick you like that, but you didn’t leave me much choice. After you deliberately gave me a potion of blindness, I knew that you were going to lie to me and you’d also told me that you were planning on taking over the world. It didn’t take much to figure out that you were more likely to attack my village than another witch, even a witch like Agatha and since that’s my home, you can’t blame me for wanting to defend it.”

He pulled a bag out of his pocket. “If it helps, I did also buy a little bit of blaze powder. There’s not much there, but it should be enough for one potion.”

“Give it to me!” I made a grab for it, but Billy held it out of my reach. “On two conditions. The first is that you use the potion to get revenge on Agatha. After everything she’s done to you, she deserves it and anyway, I didn’t like the way she spoke to my friend.”

“Your friend?”

Billy smiled. “You might have lied to me, poisoned me, and tried to destroy my home, but you’re still more fun to hang around with than any of the kids in the village.”

I nodded. “And the other condition?”

“That you teach me how to make potions.”

“Never! That’s a witch’s secret!”

“Then you won’t get any blaze powder, will you?”

Billy put the bag back in his pocket and raced off, too fast for me to catch him.


Day 27




Witches aren’t supposed to teach Minecraftians our secrets. It goes against the witches’ code.

But then again, so does cheating on your tests and Agatha did that and managed just fine.

Once I’d had the time to think things through, I realized that it wasn’t such a bad idea teaching Billy how to make potions. The kid was bright and the two of us working together could achieve great things. He might even be able to see where I’ve been going wrong in creating a potion of devastation.

Besides, Billy was good company. Everything is so much more fun when Billy was around. If he wanted to become a witch’s apprentice, then maybe I should take him on. If nothing else, I could always get him to do the washing up for me. I hated cleaning out my cauldron when I’d finished potion making.

My mind was made up. I knew exactly what I had to do.


Day 28




“Billy! Billy! Wake up!” 

I stood next to Billy’s bed, shaking him.

“Wh-what?”

“Wake up, Billy!”

Billy sat bolt upright, looking around for me. Of course, he couldn’t see me – the potion of invisibility I’d drunk saw to that – but I tapped him on the nose. “I’m right in front of you.”

“Selma! What are you doing here? I thought you were mad at me.”

“I was,” I replied. “But then I had a chance to think things through.”

“And?”

“I decided that maybe I should teach you about making potions after all. Between the two of us, we could really cause some mischief!”

“We definitely could,” grinned Billy. 

“First things first,” I told him. “We need to make that potion of decay. Agatha won’t know what’s hit her when her hut starts dissolving around her.”

“I’ll get the blaze powder.” Billy started scrambling out of bed, but I put out a hand to stop him.

“No need. I already took it. A little word of advice. If you’re going to hide something and you don’t want anyone to find it, you’ll need somewhere better than the back of your sock drawer.”

Billy blushed. “But if you already have the blaze powder, why did you wake me up?”

“I told you. I think we could do a lot of damage together. Agatha broke the witches’ code, so why shouldn’t I? By the time I’ve finished with you, you could be Minecraftia’s first wizard!”

“A wizard?” gasped Billy. “I like that idea.”

“Come on, then. There’s a lot of work to be done if we’re going to destroy Agatha’s hut.”


Day 29




“Now before we start, I want to get one thing clear,” I warned Billy. “If you’re lying to me and this is just more flour, you’ll be in serious trouble. Don’t forget – I am a witch and there’s a good reason that most Minecraftians are afraid of us. If you do anything, anything at all, to cause me harm, then that’s it. I’ll throw every potion I’ve got at you and a few new ones, just to be on the safe side.”

“Don’t worry,” Billy reassured me. “This is definitely blaze powder. If it’s not, then the person who sold it to me was lying and we can both go after them.”

“All right then. Let’s get you making your first potion. We’ll start with something simple. A mundane potion, I think. It’s the basis for many useful potions, so if you can master this, it’ll open the door to lots of other potions.”

I talked Billy through making the potion. He was a quick student, careful and willing to learn.

“You must do really well at school,” I remarked.

Billy blushed. “Not so much. It’s boring, so I don’t pay much attention.” He grinned. “Are you sure you didn’t give my teacher a potion of dullness?”

I laughed. “No, but maybe we could try it out sometime.”

Under my watchful eye, Billy soon had a growing stash of potions. “Right,” I told him. “Now I want you to try making one all by yourself. A potion of healing, I think.”

Billy didn’t even hesitate. He gathered all the ingredients and stirred them in my cauldron. “How’s that?” He put the finished potion in front of me.

I took out the stopper from the bottle, dipped my finger in and licked a drop off my finger. “Not bad,” I nodded. “Not bad at all.” In fact, it was better than that. I could feel the potion’s effects immediately and even though I hadn’t been sick, I found myself brimming with health. I felt like I wanted to run around the swamp, climbing trees and jumping over fallen logs!

“So can I make the potion of decay for Agatha? Can I? Can I? Please?” 

He looked up at me with puppy dog eyes and I couldn’t help laughing. “All right, then. Seeing as you’ve worked so hard all morning.”

Billy’s face was a picture of concentration as he carefully followed the instructions I read out to him from the book. When he’d finished, he had a deep purple potion that smelled faintly of zombie flesh. “Do you think I got it right?” he asked.

“There’s only one way to find out,” I replied.


Day 30




Billy and I were crouched outside Agatha’s hut, waiting for her to go out. I wanted to get revenge on her and it would be so much better to see her face when she came home to find her hut a steaming pile of rotting wood.

“This is boring,” complained Billy. “Can’t we just throw the potion now?”

“Shh!” I motioned to him to be quiet. “Agatha is leaving!”

We ducked down behind the fallen log we’d been hiding behind and watched as Agatha left her hut and disappeared off into the swamp. 

When I was sure she was gone, I led Billy out. “There you go.” I handed him the potion. “You made it. It’s only fair that you should be the one to throw it.”

[image: Image]




“Are you sure? Agatha has been really mean to you. I’d understand if you wanted to throw the potion.” 

“I’m sure,” I smiled.

“OK then. Here it goes!” Billy drew his arm back and heaved the potion at the door of the hut.

The second the potion hit the wood of the hut it started fizzing and sizzling.

“It’s working!” cried Billy. Sure enough, the wood was decaying, slowly at first, but getting faster and faster, revealing the insides of the hut.

“I love it!” I laughed. “The walls are disintegrating so her bed and all her things are out in the open air! This is even better than destroying her hut. You’re a genius, Billy!”

“I try my best,” he said modestly as we high fived each other.

“Come on, Billy. Let’s get back to my hut before Agatha gets back. I’d rather she didn’t know it was me who did this. That way, we can come back with more potions and she won’t suspect a thing. By the time we’ve finished with her, she’ll regret ever cheating on her witch exams.”

Billy reached out and held my hand. It felt strange at first. Witches aren’t used to having friends, but Billy was special. I was glad that I’d met him.

“I promise I’ll never attack your village,” I said. “You’re my friend now and friends don’t destroy each other’s homes.”

“Thanks, Selma,” smiled Billy. “But I have bigger plans than just a village. I seem to remember you saying that you wanted to be queen of Minecraftia. I think that together we might make that happen.”

I looked at Billy. Billy looked at me. A slow grin spread over my face.

“You know, Billy, I think we just might.”

Walking back to my hut, we both broke into fits of laughter when we heard Agatha’s scream at finding her hut destroyed. 

“Poor Agatha,” I chuckled. 

“Not really,” Billy giggled. “Hey – do you think that potions of dullness really make you boring?”

“I have no idea,” I admitted. “Why don’t we make one and find out?”

“Cool! We can give it to my brother. He thinks he’s so popular and everyone likes him. He’s the perfect person to try the potion out on.”

We wandered slowly back to my hut, Billy chattering every step of the way. As we walked, I realized that I was feeling strange. It was a feeling that I’d never had before and I liked it.

For the first time in my life, I was happy.
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