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THE SECRET LIFE OF WITCHES

Barcelona, June 23, 1908, St. John's Eve, summer solstice festival and especially hot Halloween.

The fire bonfires that were lit in the squares of the city, due to a tradition that no one remembered, made the heat more suffocating than usual, but that was a minor problem for Angelica and Severina: two young women of twenty-four years old. that they walked together down the Rambla towards the beach; They called themselves “Botanical Witches”, but only among friends and clients of the store they ran called “Galería Angelus Perfums”. They sold essential oils and cosmetics for all kinds of uses: perfumes to attract impossible love and to induce astral dreams (due to a new technique coming from the East called “yoga”), dated perfumes

of birth through the Tarot, fragrances to have courage and self-confidence... (and also for dry skin, of course).

–Do you think we will arrive in time for the summer solstice ceremony? –Severina asked worried.

-Of course! They won't start without us. For years we have participated in the solstice and equinox ceremonies of the other witches of The Perfumed Society, even though we are not members of the society –Angélica responded.

–Why don't we join the group? Maybe it will be beneficial for our botanical business –Severina suggested.

–Because I don't like that they have become a public society known to everyone and abandon the secrecy that was most welcoming for mystical type activities in our spells with our plant friends. Look around you: Why do you think people make bonfires on Halloween of the year? What does it remind you of?

–Surely a woman tied to a stick surrounded by intense heat.

–Now that unhealthy custom is no longer practiced, but with people you can never let your guard down. If something bad happened, they would soon blame us witches.

–I think that, if we teach them the secrets of plants and their healing properties (in addition to the manufacture of perfumes, essential oils and skin creams), most people would have a different opinion of us and... –she said Severina, Angelica suddenly interrupts her.

–Do you think that two women walking down La Rambla in Barcelona dressed in black with blue hair could convince someone of something even if it was good?

–Yes, I think you're right... Well, we're already reaching the beach, I see a lot of people dancing and drinking, but no sign of our friends... Have we arrived too late? –Severina asked

–On my watch it's only ten minutes past midnight, they should be here celebrating the ceremony...

–They have been here, I get smells of Honeysuckle and Lavender: aromas typical of the perfumes of the women of La Sociedad, mixed with the saltpeter of the sea.

Suddenly a hand grabbed Angélica's arm: it was Núria, one of the members of The Perfumed Society who was in a great state of nerves.

–Ah, my God, Núria!... How scared you have given me... Where are the other classmates? –Angélica responded upset.

–Something terrible has happened! Camelia, the master of ceremonies, has died! –Núria announced the scare.

-As you say? –Severina asked incredulously.

–About two hours ago the police found her lifeless in a Gothic alley; The doctor who accompanied them says he had a heart attack. The group has dispersed and the celebration has been suspended, I have stayed to wait for you. Now we must leave quickly, I suspect we have been attacked. I have to go, we will be in contact –Núria informed and then left at a fast pace.

–I can't believe it... Camelia has died! –Severina tried to assimilate

–We must go to the police and have them explain to us what happened. Why are you turning your head? What are you looking at?

–I don't know, I feel like someone is watching us, I can feel it on the back of my neck...

The two women looked in several directions at the same time with fear and concern. Over time they had developed subtle sensory faculties due to their work with perfumes and essential oils (especially with the Labdanum rockrose plant); That way they knew they were being watched, but by whom?

They decided to get away from that crowd and leave the beach towards the Vía Layetana Police Headquarters. It was a modernist building with floral decorations on the façade.

Once inside, in the guard agent's cabin:

–Hello, good evening. Is the commissioner here?

We want to talk to him –Angélica demanded.

–What is the reason for your demand? –the agent questioned.

–To tell you about a crime that has been committed tonight –Severina contributed.

–Come with me, I'll take you to your office –the two friends followed the agent.

They crossed the hall and climbed some stairs until they reached the first floor where, a few meters ahead, was the commissioner's office behind doors four meters high.

–Mr. Commissioner, here are two young ladies who... Oh, well, maybe they are ladies... ladies or young ladies? –said the agent

Damn, let them come in once and for all! I want to go home, eat something and sleep before the night is over! –the commissioner shouted with obvious bad humor. The two girls entered awkwardly. –Well, ladies, you say.

–This is the dead woman who appeared tonight in the Gothic, her name is Camelia Mendiet and we believe she has been murdered – Angélica began.

–That woman you are talking about has died of a heart attack, this has been certified by our official doctor, but if you think otherwise, let's see what you know –answered the commissioner.

–Camelia was an expert in medicinal plants and took care of her body like a temple with oriental yoga exercises, so it is practically impossible for her to suffer a heart attack –Angélica argued.

–Exercise of what? Don't waste my time with oriental nonsense; I should be at my house at this time, so I will ask them to go back the way they came. –Sir, what does the plate say? “Commissioner F. Borrull,” have a forensic doctor examine her and you will realize your mistake, you big head,” Severina expressed in dismay.

The police chief, very angry, stood up from his chair and, with his fists resting on the table, exclaimed:

–Madam, for it to be examined by the forensic doctor it would have to have been a violent death, and her body had no signs of any aggression, furthermore it can only be requested at the request of the family and only men, never women.

–That is a very sexist attitude! A word that should be used in the not-too-distant future to refer to the erroneous belief in the superiority of men over women... –Severina told the commissioner, pointing her index finger at her. The commissioner stared at her without expression.

"Well, we're leaving, we'll investigate on our own," added Angelica when she saw that the commissioner didn't respond, leading Severina to the exit.

-Nothing of that! “Stay at home doing housework like good ladies,” the commissioner shouted as the two women left the office. Once on the street, they sighed in disappointment.

–We will have to take care of it ourselves – says Severina discouraged.

–Remember not to talk about the future or they will take us for witches –Angélica comments.

–That's what we are, Botanical Witches.

Oh, I have an idea! Let's go to the Plaza Real!


–To our store?

–No, to visit Crisol, the French woman.


–The taxidermist! Good idea –Angélica acknowledges.

Crisol was a woman of modern ideas for the time in which she lived; She came from a wealthy family in Barcelona, but she was born in France due to a mistake by her mother when she was young and single at a carnival party (what was called at the time "a hidden birth"), which is why they called her “the French one.” He also had an animal taxidermy business called “Science Museum,” which sounded finer and more elegant. He was a customer of Angélica and Severina's store “Galería Angelus Perfums” which was just a few meters next to their business.

–What a long night! We're walking back and forth and it's not over yet! –exclaims Angelica.

–Well, we have arrived at the Plaza Real... Look: there is Crisol, at the door of his premises.

–Yes, and kissing a man, and with a bottle of French liquor in her hand; This woman does celebrate the beginning of summer well... –Angélica comments smiling.

–Do you think he will agree to help us in our plan?

–I hope so, we will offer you a good batch of our essential oils and herbal and flower perfumes to freshen up your studio and neutralize it from the bad smell of your stuffed animals.

Severina called Crisol from a safe distance, signaling with her hand to come alone. When it arrived, they greeted each other and Crisol offered them a drink from his bottle, which they gladly accepted, since they needed it after the night they were having.

After a few words about the summer solstice party, Angelica went on to explain part of her plan:

-That?! You are crazy! Fire that handsome gentleman who flirted with me to go with you two to the morgue and steal a corpse, in addition to performing an autopsy? You are crazy. Goodbye, beautiful ones – Crisol responds and then turns around ready to flee from that situation.

-Wait! You are our friend and we may be in danger, we have to know what has happened to our friend Camelia. Please! –Angélica begs.

Severina and Angélica each joined their hands as a sign of forgiveness for spoiling Crisol's night. She looked at them for a long time and finally nodded her head.

–You are aware that you have ruined my night and that you owe me a lot, right? And I'm not your friend, I'm just a client. -Clear! Now let's go –Angélica responded.

"Wait, I have to go to the store to pick up a fragrance that we will need," Severina interrupted.

–Well, we will go to the back of our store to get the carriage, we will wait for you there –Angélica answered.

In a few minutes the three women were sitting in the vehicle that luckily they had rented those days to transport material; However, that night they would use it for another purpose.

-Oh! Isn't this the modern carriage that has an engine and a cabin?! Crisol asked excitedly.

–Yes, it is called a “motor car.” “Here I bring a vaporizer with essences of Belladonna and Yellow Poppy,” said Severina.

–What do you want that for? Do you plan to put a dead person to sleep? Crisol questioned smilingly.

–It is possible that we have to put the living person to sleep –Angélica responded.

–I was afraid, tonight I will end up in jail! At least you know how to drive this thing, I don't want to spend more time in the morgue than is strictly necessary... –he commented.

Melting pot.

–Don't worry, in a short time we will arrive at Pueblo Nuevo, where we have to go. Imagine, this car will reach forty kilometers per hour! –Angélica exclaimed with emotion.

"You don't need to run so much, I've already lost the night," Crisol responded with annoyance.

–Ha, ha, ha, I'm sure your date tonight will understand... –Severina answered.

-Yes of course! “I'm sorry, I stood you up because I had an emergency: I had to go to the morgue to steal a corpse and look at its guts, but we can stay another night, we're young!” Crisol responded sarcastically.

The three friends were silent for a while and then burst into loud laughter.

–Do you have any liquor left in the bottle? –Angelica asked.

–Yes, let's drink, we need it! –Crisol added.

After driving for twenty minutes they arrived at the outskirts of the city. The funeral home was a very gloomy building with a wooden gate in its center with a small window at the visitor's eye level. Angelica walked a few steps ahead and hit the door with her closed fist.

A few seconds later someone approached the other side of the door opening the window, it was the doorman and guard of the morgue:

–What do you want at this hour? –asked the doorman.

"Good evening, we come to watch over our sister, they deposited her body here a few hours ago," said Severina, making the doorman understand that the deceased was her sister so that he would let them pass.

–But the wakes start at nine in the morning, it is closed now.

–Tomorrow we are leaving the city, it will only be a few minutes to say goodbye to our dearest sister –Angélica responded with a sad and devastating expression.

The vigilant doorman snorted in pure annoyance, but finally opened the enormous gate and invited them to enter:

"Come down this hallway, your sister is at that door on the right," the doorman indicated. The three thanked him and followed him.

–What a musty smell it has here! Would you be so kind as to hold this jar for me? Thank you very much – said Severina.

When the guard held the container, Severina directed the vaporizing perfume with the essence of Belladonna and Yellow Poppy to his face by pressing the sponge, and the man staggered back at the same moment that Angelica and Crisol held him to prevent him from falling to the ground. unconscious.

–Help me Crisol, we will leave him lying on the sofa, he will sleep until tomorrow –Angélica informed.

–I will leave the bottle in your hand and it will seem that you have drunk more than necessary; Let's hope he doesn't remember anything in the morning," Crisol added.

–Okay, let's go. Severina? Where are you? – Angelica asked, disconcerted when she saw that Severina was not at her side.

Both women accelerated their pace towards the room where the mortuary doorman showed them and sure enough, there was Camelia lying dead on a stretcher in a lonely room illuminated by a dim yellowish light.

Severina, covering her face, cried because of the sadness that seeing her friend lifeless caused her.

He remembered the times he insisted that he join The Perfumed Society. It was one of those situations that you have heard about, but that you never thought you would have to experience, although that damn moment was there with you.

"We will not leave her here, Severina, we will take her with us and we will bury her with a great ceremony, like the great witch she was," Angelica encouraged Severina.

Crisol put his arms around Severina as a way of comforting her.

"I'll take her by the shoulders and you by the feet, and we'll take her to the car," Severina said after wiping away her tears with her hands.


–Ugh, how heavy it is! Crisol complained.


–It was all muscle, that is why it is impossible for him to die of a heart attack naturally as the police say... –Angélica commented.

Once placed in the car with great care, they left the place in a silence only broken by the noise of the engine.

"Well, it's done, despite everything I love being your friend," Crisol said with a smile on his face.

“Just a client,” Angélica and Severina said in unison, laughing.

–By the way, how did you meet? Crisol asked.

–We met as children, we went to the same boarding school –Angélica responded.

Memories of the past were becoming clearer in the minds of the two girls. The boarding school was called “Our Lady of the Ascension”. It was a school for young ladies educated to be perfect housewives. At the end of the 19th century, teaching consisted of: a little mathematics, a little science, some language, a lot of religion and a lot of the “glorious” colonial history of Spain; and especially the domestic tasks that would be expected in a girl's education.

But for Severina Visconti and Angélica Levy, two eight-year-old girls, everything was very different at recess time, while the other students were playing and laughing in the school yard, the two of them would sneak out through the back door of the yard in towards a beautiful meadow full of plants and flowers that they collected themselves and carried in
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