

    
        
          Simon and the Witch's Hat

        

        
        
          The Tailor's Apprentice, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Kal Locksley

        

        
          Published by Kal Locksley, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SIMON AND THE WITCH'S HAT

    

    
      First edition. September 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Kal Locksley.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232299088

    

    
    
      Written by Kal Locksley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

CHAPTER 1 | A WITCH’S HAT | (AND A MONDAY)

CHAPTER 2 | GRETCHEN KNOBBLEKNOCK

CHAPTER 3 | A VISIT TO THE RIM | (AND A TUESDAY)

CHAPTER 4 | AN UNCLOGGING AND A DINNER PARTY | (ALSO, IT’s WEDNESDAY)

CHAPTER 5 | SEEDS OF TROUBLE

CHAPTER 6 | CAKE AND NEW FRIENDS

Thank You for Reading!

Sign up for Kal Locksley's Mailing List



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Dear Reader, this one is for you.
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CHAPTER 1

A WITCH’S HAT

(AND A MONDAY)
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We start our story shortly after where we ended the last one. To be more specific, with two boys sprinting down the cobblestone street. To be even more specific, one sprinted while covering his behind with his hands in an attempt to keep the torn pants from revealing anything, and the other hobbled at an astronomical speed while only wearing one shoe and a horrified expression.

"Didn't think Billy or Tom could move that fast," said a small child as he looked up at his rescuers. "Thanks, they've been after me all of last week. That was incredible."

"Rather not mention it to anybody," said the girl as she pulled her drawstring pouch closed. "If it's all the same."

"But if they give you any more trouble, you come find us at the tailor shop on High Street," said the boy.

The small child gave them a smile and a wave before running off in the opposite direction of the town bullies, and the boy and girl continued on their journey.

It was a very windy day, sometime during 1840, in the small begotten town of Whittlesworth, and an excited Simon Potts was on his way to what he believed was the most incredible place in all of England. Possibly the world. Ten years old with chestnut eyes, skinny and tall for his age, Simon worked as an apprentice at PENNYWORTH's TAILOR AND HABERDASHERY.

It was the most applauded tailor on the North-East coast of England. Not only because of the wonderful selection of buttons, ribbons and other haberdasher wares, nor because of Mr. Charles Q Pennyworth's incredible hatter or cobbler skills, but because PENNYWORTH's had a touch of magic to it. 

Simon was dressed in his neat work clothes, his straw-colored hair that stuck out in every direction was currently being flattened by his brown newsboy cap. This was his second week as a tailor's apprentice, but his first day working with Mr. Pennyworth who had only recently returned from holiday. 

Walking alongside Simon was his best friend in the world, Vivian Morgan, though Simon called her Vivie. Her flaming flyaway red hair matched both her dress and the small drawstring pouch she carried. The pouch was a PENNYWORTH’s special, made by Simon himself. The silver feather brooch pinned to it was a gift from Mr. Pennyworth and the reason the pouch changed colors to match any outfit Vivie wore. The other thing that made this pouch different, was that it was home to seven monsters.

They stopped to collect a few items from the local grocer, a man with a friendly round face and a tuft of yellow hair.

"Morning, Simon. Morning, Ms. Morgan." He tipped his hat in greeting. "Aren't you a bit early today? Never mind, your order is almost wrapped up."

"We are a bit early, aren't we?" Simon said taking note of the bustle, strange for the hour. Then again, he noted, there seemed to be something strange about the folks bustling. Definitely not the normal customers he was used to seeing on the streets of Whittlesworth.

"Surprised to see so many people about," Vive said with a raised brow, watching three ladies fawn over the collection of pumpkins on display.

"Here for a knitting convention." The grocer's cheeks blushed a red brighter than the bottles of strawberry jam he placed in the basket when he added. "More than several have stopped by since opening to admire my selection of squash. You should have heard the compliments..."

Simon did not hear what compliments they were because Vivie grabbed his elbow and pulled him closer. He bent his knees so she could whisper something in his ear.

"There is something skilamalink about those women, don't you think?"

"Skilamalink?"

"Suspicious." She explained.

Simon tried to memorize the word and form an opinion about the three women in question.

They were all tall and slender, with long hair, and they wore matching sleek black dresses that were cinched at the waist, and laced-up black boots with pointed toes. One wore a floral bonnet, one wore a tall purple top hat, and one wore a yellow straw hat, each decorated with a different silver hatpin. Simon didn't think the ladies looked suspicious at all. He thought they were all rather pretty, but knowing Vivie expected more from him than that, Simon said, "Odd choice of hats."

"Here we go." The grocer held the basket for Simon. "And I added an extra dozen sticky buns, fresh from the oven, and some blueberry jam for Mr. Pennyworth. Think I should offer to show them my pumpkin patch? It's coming along rather nicely, if I do say so myself."

The grocer did not wait for an answer or thanks because the lady wearing the bonnet had just asked whether the vegetables were raised on rainwater, river water or well water.

Simon and Vivie carried the basket between them as they each helped themselves to a warm sticky bun. By the time they had reached PENNYWORTH's, they were done licking the icing from their fingers.

Even when not compared to its neighbors, it was a magnificent store. The sign above the door was massive, with purple and gold lettering that read PENNYWORTH's -TAILOR AND HABERDASHERY.

Turning the large copper key that would unlock the store was a tall slender man with a pointy chin and pointy nose. He had shamrock green eyes and his oiled moustache that was twirled up at the sides was as dark as his slicked-back hair. Today he wore a green and silver waistcoat and matching tie with his light grey suit and perfectly polished shoes.

On seeing the children he smiled, and the ends of his moustache curled a little bit more.

"Are those sticky buns that I am smelling?" 

"Yes, sir," Simon said.

The bell tinkled as the door was pushed open and they all stepped inside.

Simon took in the familiar display cabinets with their neat little labels that said things like 'Stranded cotton for embroidery' and 'Brass buckles' and 'Buttons'; the ribbons in every color; the thick velvety purple drapes that curtained off part of the room to grant tailoring clients some privacy. On the counter was a cash register, and behind the counter was the door to Mr. Pennyworth's office.

"No schooling today, Vivie?"

"I'm ahead till Christmas, Mr. Pennyworth."

"Good job, my girl," he said, closing and locking the door behind them. "And how are the monsters getting along?"

"All tucked up for the moment." Vivie patted her drawstring pouch. "Turns out, they like vegetables."

"Anything specific?"

"So far I've only had them try turnips, carrots and cauliflower, sir." She said, "No monkey today?"

With everything else that had happened in the last week, Simon had almost forgotten that Mr. Pennyworth had arrived back from holiday with a small orange monkey from Brazil.

"Thought I'd let him have the house to himself."

They followed Mr. Pennyworth into his office which also doubled as a workroom. The walls were lined with hundreds of tiny draws, all storing pins and threads and other such things. The large workbench that took up half the floor space was cluttered with shreds of fabric and broken pieces of chalk. The other half of the room contained a smart mahogany desk. A matching chair. And a dumbwaiter with a car large enough for Simon to fit inside.  

Simon unpacked several items into the dumbwaiter car: Cheese, flour, eggs, jam, and a dozen sticky buns. Then Simon rang the small bell next to the dumbwaiter. Not a moment later, the car and its contents disappeared from view as it went down below to the Associates. 

Simon had yet to meet or even see the Associates. They lived somewhere below the haberdashery and never appeared to leave. As far as Simon knew, their primary job was sending up fabric on request. This included any magical fabric needed for PENNYWORTH’s specials. 

While Mr. Pennyworth set up his strange round-bottomed silver tea kettle, which was tall and thin with a spout that twisted and turned. It did not have little feet on the bottom to keep it upright, but it barely swiveled and wobbled before coming to a perfectly upright position without spilling a drop. Steam was puffing from the opening of the snout before Mr. Pennyworth had set it on the table, the smell of hazelnut and chocolate filled the air. 

While Mr. Pennyworth filled silver cups with the sweet and nutty flavored liquid chocolate, Vivie placed the remaining sticky buns on a plate, and Simon placed an apple for Mr. Kwurm on the corner of Mr. Pennyworth's desk.

"We will need our strength today Simon, so be sure to have more than one cup."

Simon sipped the sweet, thick and warm drink thinking that he might even have three.

"What will we need our strength for, sir?"

"There is a convention in town." 

"Do you mean the knitting convention?" Simon hazarded, wondering if all the knitters looked like the
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