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A Bewitch Christmas

Chapter 1 / Moment in time

As the heavenly colours of the Northern Lights shined their display on the whiteness of the land, an awareness of the olden days, brought back a memory of time past. She had been young once, but that was well over a hundred years ago. 

Time had accumulated, and it felt like she’s lived beyond her years; alone and in misery, since laughter enjoys company. She figured that God did not want her or the likes of her sisters, fouling the Heaven; while the Devil was afraid that their kind, might raise Hell. Therefore, it might account to the success of their long life. 

Spring had arrived, and newborns would soon dot the tundra, in an explosion of life. Yet, she’d zigzag the whole Artic region on her broom, in days long forgotten. However, she had never given it any thought, it just been a passing view on her way to nowhere. Moreover, the last few months had stirred unusual outlooks in her mind, that she couldn’t account for, since they did not reflect how or what she reasoned to be. 

Her abode consisted of tunnels and caves deep inside the ice. Years of adding on, had turned the complex’s confusing network into a maze, where directional cardinal points prevented being lost in the frozen quasi-catacombs system. 

While her dwelling was in a remote area, those that dare approach the region gasps for breath, as suspended crystals of stink in the frozen air floated downwind, as a warning of what lay ahead.

She did her kind proud, she was a miserable cuss; unhappy with everything others did, no matter what. As an obnoxious control freak of nature, she was concerned with function, not the aesthetic of art and beauty. Therefore, she personified ugliness. 

As the naughty Witch of the North, she had to take herself seriously. She had to maintain her craft and expand on their reservoir of knowledge, since they were the original alchemists presiding over the development of potions, to benefit the mystical world. 

Their Codex was their Bible, while weeds were the required spices; harvested as the rays of the full moon, scintillated the dew that quench the Devil’s Garden. The gathering of ingredients took her far and wide, and as she rode her broom icicles dangled from her snotty nose; thus, needling her to no ends. 

Her three blood sisters, the wicked Witch of the West, the slimy Witch of South, and the eerie Witch of the East, took care of their own domain. However, North, and South where an easy separation; but East and West as an actual location, was contentious between those two. Since they always tried to exert their own preference, as to the countries they wanted to sink their claws into. Therefore, it had to be arbitrarily settled by the Warlocks. Thence, the Witch of the East was appropriated with the Orient. 

Since they weren’t the social kind, they usually got together on the eve of the Summer Solstice, and they concocted rather unusual recipes on the day of the occasion. They all brought their own peculiar ingredients for the cookout; there seem to be a lot of crunchy eye balls, and seasoned nose pickings from different animals, that had the misfortune of crossing their path in the darkness of the night. 

Their rendezvous took place in a cursed area of the Badlands that was surrounded by jagged Voodoo peaks, acting as a barrier for the travellers. The sisters each conjured a large cauldron, to boil the carcasses of whatever appeal to them at the moment, while the magical flames crackled under the black cast-iron pot. 

Their brews did not have the aroma of ambrosia, the scent floating in the air was pungent enough to stir the hairs in your nose to curl upwards and tickle your brain. The revolting smell even kept the mice and the rats away from their encampment. 

Even though they were blood sisters, and they mischievously played and hung out together; once they entered womanhood, they flew the ness and went their separate ways. It was a long-life cycle; at around two hundred years of age, the Warlocks and the four Witches gave birth to a girl and a boy, as their forthcoming replacement. 

The calling for the Witches and the Warlocks, were far apart. The Warlocks pastime had to do with control and power, and they lived around the wealthy men they created, till time would reveal their ageless presence. While the Witches, were more into mischiefs and potions; since they have a rather weird sense of humour. 

Their shrill cackling laughter unnerved the animals that dwell in their vicinity. The annual cabal brought forth secret plotting, and nascent recipes for wondrous applications. They were actually enjoying the briefness of their yearly get-together, and at the end of the day they exchanged stories about weird things that happened during the past year, while they sat by a campfire, that didn’t need to be stoked. 

As for their names, it reflected the French location of their abodes. The simple meaning of the quadrants, said it all: Nordina, Sudina, Ouestina, and Estina; while the Warlocks were, Norther, Souther, Wester, and Easter. However, Easter always looked upon himself as the special one, to the consternation of the others. For his origin parallel the appearance of the guiding Star from the East, and the foregone conclusion that bore his name. 

They went on through the night, since it was their favorite time of day. As time passed, they rekindled the friendship that youth had bestowed upon them, in what seemed an historical moment in time. However, for some reason, the reality of their lot didn’t seem to be set in stone, as it was in the past. 

The feeling appeared to be mutual to Nordina, and as such she spoke of the directional thoughts that have inundated her mind the past while. “I don’t know about you-girls, but I been thinking about things that are contrary to our ways, as written in our codex. It’s very peculiar, and I don’t understand what it’s all about, but there’s something in the making.”

“Yeah, me too!” Exclaimed Sudina. “For some reason that I don’t understand, I’ve been having warmer thoughts about the penguins, and the aquatic life; including those humans that keep chipping and making holes in my Antarctic ice cube.” 

“There has to be some underlying reason for all of this. I wonder if the Warlocks are behind this? Actually, that wouldn’t make sense either, because they’re fundamentalist to our way of life.” Nordina replied in a self-questioning manner. 

Sudina turned towards Ouestina and Estina and asks, “Have you two been experiencing anything different, on how you feel towards others or things?”

Estina shook her head in a negative fashion, but Ouestina seemed pensive as she said, “Come to think of it, I saved a rabbit by swooping down on the Coyote that was about to catch it. It scared the scruffy prairie wolf and the bunny escaped; but I’ve never thought of a rabbit as being cute before, that’s strange.” 

Nordina was wide-eyed as she listened, and then went on to say, “I think we should keep track of every instance; we feel something is out of context. If we make a chart, it might expose some kind of pattern; frequency may also reveal where it’s heading.” 

Estina went on to say, “I don’t know if this has anything to do with it; but there is a dreadful prophecy, that says we are fated to become more humanized. I wonder who made that one up?” 

Nordina looked at Estina and said, “I think this has more to do with being prescient to a coming event of some kind. I guess time will tell, but you never know, it could turn out to be interesting in some ways.” 

Estina chuckle and told her sisters, “When I return to my cave, I will remove the cobwebs off my crystal skull, and peer deep into its eyes, and if it so wishes, I might be privy to what is happening.” 

Ouestina raise an eyebrow and asked, “Where did you get that crystal skull; there’s only four Quantum crystal skulls in the world, that holds the combine knowledge of the past; and only the Warlocks posses one.” 

Estina replied with a loud cackle as she said, “I borrowed it from Wester, till he finds out. When they were at their yearly meeting, I drop-in and I couldn’t resist; the Devil made me do it. cackle, cackle.”

Ouestina quickly replied, “Using the Devil as an excuse, is no better than using booze or drugs as an escape. It’s all a crock of shit, and I suggest you put it back before he finds out, or you’re going to be in it, deeper than you think.” 

“I know, it isn’t the smartest thing I ever did. I’ll use it this once, and send it back when he’s asleep. Maybe he won’t feel the disturbance in the continuum, if I’m lucky.” 

“Maybe you better do some hocus pocus along with some abracadabra, and then plea for mercy, or pay the piper, since you brought it upon yourself.” Ouestina snarl. 

“Very funny; whose side are you on anyways?” Estina snap back. 

Ouestina gave a cackle and said, “Mine, of course; aren’t you, self-centre like the rest of the world.” 

“Touché; aren’t we all, but you’re the worse of the lot, he, he.” 

They spent a few more hours in each others company, but as midnight encroach onto the night, farewell greetings were exchanged and they mounted their brooms and flew back to their abodes. 

The witching hour was entrenched in their tradition, as a transition into the night, while the ritual of a new brew, wafted its essences as an awakening to the creatures of darkness. The odorous elixir stimulated their senses to go out till the wee hours, and cause mayhem as they pleased. 

So, it went for three of the Witches; however, Nordina had an idea of her own. She’d passed by the cloaked ice castle at the far Northern edge of the pole many times, and never thought much of it. She knew that very few humans had seen or been inside through the ages, and that it was the so-called Saint Nick’s residence. 

She reasoned that the peculiar feelings that came upon her from time to time emanated from the North winds, as a superimpose wave. Deep down, she thought that the modulated frequency was a subtle signal to peak her mind, for reason unknown. 

She didn’t want to go directly towards the place; therefore, she flew in an ever-decreasing circle, while reducing her speed as she went along. She couldn’t see any activity outside the perimeter wall of the extended complex, that shone like a blueish crystal of ice. However, on the side facing South, there was a large ornate double-sided door, that remained closed. 

As she got closer, she remained high enough to observe the faint goings on inside the translucent dome. There were elves walking to and fro, and what she presumed to be reindeers leaving road potatoes, that magically disappeared as they prance along. 

There were quite a number of large buildings, and numerous smaller ones. She also noticed a scaled down decorated Christmas train, whose tracks pass in and out of buildings, as elves dropped and pick-up supplies, as they made their rounds. 

As she got closer, she used her penetrating imaging ability to see inside the dwellings; however, it revealed her presence to the elves. As they became aware they looked up as their minds felt her scanning vibes, to pinpoint her location. Moreover, Santa had been aware of her appearance, and he expected the visitation for some time. 

Santa and Mrs. Claus, had felt Nordina’s presence as she crossed the circumference of the twenty-five kilometers radius of the ice castle. They knew that she’d passed fairly close on a few occasions, but that she’d never been interested in them or Christmas. 

Being a northern neighbour, they had a penchant for Nordina, even tough she was a Witch. After all, the only misery they caused, was not rewarding naughty kids with toys. She was born into the world of witchcraft; while him and his wife came about on the magical side of things. Therefore, it presented a diametrical existence; but since opposite attracts it made sense. 

Santa had been interested in making an overture, towards establishing a mutual respect. Besides, their paths crisscross as they both took in the expanse of the world. Consequently, he’d been sending feelings aloft on the northern winds, to tickle her fancy. 

With the advent of technology, the magical ice castle had to be cloaked, and while a few special humans had seen or entered the premises, only the Warlocks, the Witches, and the Aliens of the Spatial Federation, can see through the cloaking. However, the politicians that want to be elected to fix the problems they created, know there is an anomaly. 

 Santa knew that contact wouldn’t be made tonight, that it would take time for the northern Witch to accept a change of heart, as being mutually beneficial. Therefore, he planned on working on her psyche, with subliminal messages sent aloft to stir her mind. 

By now Nordina was only a hundred meters or so above the ice wonderland; she’d reduced her speed to a crawl, and she could see the elves staring at her. She thought that they were rather colourful, especially to compare with their own, forever black garb. 

Except for staring at her, they didn’t seem too concerned of her whereabouts, and it actually pleased her, she thought it was refreshing, since she tended to scare the hell out of those that saw her. 

She suddenly came to an abrupt stop, as she realizes that the moment in time had brought her above Santa’ office. She’d gotten an instantaneous good feeling at first sight, and as she watched with intent, Santa turned his swivel chair and lifted his head, as he waved his right forearm at her, while he held a classic bottle of Coca-Cola, in his left hand. 

His scintillating eyes reveal the smile, that was hidden by his white beard. However, the warmness that ensued as the photon particles entered their eyes and stirred their brains; touched their Souls. It felt as if the interconnected particles were an umbilical cord, that joined the matter at hand. 

They shared what they felt to be a moment, yet they knew it was much longer than that, and it surprized both of them. A nuclear attraction had taken place that link them into believing that a contact was possible. Of course, time would tell, but Santa knew that if the Warlocks found out this early on, when things were topsy-turvy as to what would happen, the gravity of the situation might backfire on Nordina and himself. 

Nordina gave a sudden instinctive cackle, akin to a human hiccough, as her right hand released its grip around the broom stick and rosed towards making a waving motion; but it was not to be, for she suddenly stopped herself, as she wondered about her response. 

She hoovered for a little while longer, but as she slowly began to move forward, Santa gave her a farewell wave, and she surprized herself by reciprocating the gesture. She felt that she was in uncharted territory; while that kind of feelings were previously foreign to her way of life. 

She had a lot of thinking to do, because the situation was scrambling her brain, since she hadn’t been raised to include so-called human qualities like empathy, compassion, caring or even love. She’d only been exposed to the downfall of human nature, as being their own worst enemy. However, in her book Santa and those elves were a different breed. 

She slowly scanned the place and questioned the idea of manufacturing toys for all those human brats; not that she held anything against children, since she reasoned that it’s not entirely their fault how things go. But she thought that it was a totally materialistic endeavour. 

She’d been raised to be a self-sufficient practical Witch. Her kind was not part of the disposable society, they were a functional stoical race, their lives wasn’t a soap opera filled with envy and jealousy or self-created mental problems. They did not use booze, drugs, or religion as a crutch; whatever they use was for gratification. While self-torment, wasn’t part of their equation. 

Thoughts of the past brought to mind, that misguided, is a term that keeps religious zealots off the noose for what they did, and that it’s a cop out. Being a fanatical religious zealot, is not a defence for mindless barbaric behaviour that burned some of her ancestors alive at the stake. Even though, most of those tortured Souls weren’t even Witches. 

She slowly took in the revealing overview and it truly amazed her. The place was buzzing with activities, and although the elves kept going like a well-oiled machine, they were a happy bunch that sang soothing and stimulating song as they work. It was the first time she’d actually heard so many different renditions of Christmas music. It usually went into one ear and out the other, as she passed by on her way somewhere. 

She surprized herself and enjoyed the view. She figured that she would have to come to term with herself; the idea of looking at things in a different light, was akin to a new vista. She didn’t really know what to think, but the change of pace had her wondering. However, she sorts of hope that it wasn’t just a case of the grass looking greener, on the other side of the fence. 

She completed her aerial reconnaissance of the Wonderland, and she left impress by the sight. The place seemed to symbolize a positive experience, for the dysfunctional humans that are overpopulating the world and smells rather funny. She believed, that they are an irrational race of complainers, who are afraid of shadows. 

She left the area at a leisurely pace, which was a departure from her usual behaviour of zooming around. And as she approached her dwelling, it did not hold her previous feeling. The difference between the spectacular ice castle and her frigid caves, hit home. The comparison was worlds apart. 

She was a bit at a loss how a cold winter scene, can actually feel warm? After all, the castle was made of sparkling ice, yet it reflected a warmth stirred by an inner character. Her conclusion was that, the sleekness of today stimulates your senses, but it does not touch you with a resounding moment, like the jolly looking Santa holding a classic glass bottle of Coca-Cola, that she saw. 

She entered the ice tunnel that meandered through the glacier, akin to a burrowing rodent’s maze. The interconnected tunnels led to a large high ceiling cavern, deep into a wannabe mountain. And even though she posses’ night vision that was as good as an owl, being without starlight, the total darkness had to be illuminated with magical flickering torches, that hung on the walls throughout the chambers. 

Ordinarily she would be playing around with concoctions at this time of night, but somehow, she seemed to have lost her interest in doing so tonight. It’s as if her mind was wandering around to other aspect of life. She wondered if new perspectives would turn out to be a can of worms, that would destroy their way of life or was there a realignment in the stars that would point to a new vision. 

She realized that the world was changing, that science was gaining ground over misconceptions and superstitions. However, it was still a mix bag in many parts of the globe. Too many people in too many countries are kept in the dark as to what is happening, as a way to hold them back, and maintain control. Many even use religion to keep the populace in check, even though they’re really disbelievers themselves. 

There are many factors at play, but as she observed the lifestyle of humans throughout the years, the cell phone stood out as the disruptive cause, to the status quo. Its double edges capability, messages, pictures, and videos, shows what is happening around the globe, and lacking in the world of others. Consequently, it’s aspects makes it both a revolutionary device, and an addictive compiler of loss time. 

The reverberations in the continuum told her that there were less people who believe in Witches and omens, than ever before. She felt that they could easily become part of the historical heap, at least in the Western countries, unless they made some kind of eerie erratic disturbances, to keep people wondering. 

She knew that there would be nothing as hilarious, as watching a person waking up to a ghost hovering over their bed in the dead of night, or seeing one suddenly poke out from under the blanket. But she’d grown out of those ghostly apparitions a long time ago, in her younger years. However, there was a lot of ways to make people scratch their heads as to what really happened. The idea of making someone question the reality as to what took place, created a look on their faces that was both unbelievable and intriguing. 

She magically rekindles the flame under her cauldron, that was partly fill with the basic ingredients of a brew. From there on, the nature of what you put in created a potential ending of choice. Her search was for an elixir that would predispose her sisters and the Warlocks minds, to what she saw as an inevitable change. 

She started the simmering potion with Moon Water, the drops of dew collected under the light of the full moon. She then put in eyes of newts to keep an eye on the chemical reaction, since things had to be well balance. 

Most of the jars on her shelves were marked as to their content; however, many only had a number of x, because they were her secret concentrated compounds. Moreover, she knew if they got a whiff of what’s cooking before it was ready, it may cause a problem. She didn’t know if she would be successful, but she felt that she had to try, for a lot was riding on her gray-matter altering potion.

She manipulated the ingredients in her mind as to what they would accomplish, before putting them into the pot. Otherwise, it would not only be a waste, but also hard to realigned the recipe, because of the counterproductive content. 

She worked at it for a couple of hours, but since she wasn’t getting anywhere, she decided to go out for a spin on her broom. The moon reflected its brightness upon the darkness of the land, while the Aurora Borealis dazzled the night sky, as it randomly swished its multi-hues. She was taken aback at the beauty, that she’d ignored for so long, because of a frame of mind put into them through no fault of their own. 

The feelings that overflowed her senses, made her feel like she was born again, into the Garden of Eden. Everything, became a new experience, and as she looked towards the Heaven, she made a wish; “I will count to 60 and if a shooting star enunciate a new beginning, it is fated.” She started her count, and when she reached 52, the most spectacular falling star she’d ever seen lit the sky as it streaked its celestial blessings. Hence, number 52 affirmed that it was in the cards.” 

She was dumbfounded, yet in a way she felt that the meteoric descent, reflected a predetermine event, a new destiny. However, how it would come to be implemented was another story. She would do her best to bring reason into the process, but convincing Witches and Warlocks, especially the latter, sounded like a formidable task. Those guys weren’t pushovers, by any measure. 

She presumes that there would be forthcoming help from somewhere, but when, and what was a mystery to her. She figured that she would have to play it out by the seat of her pants, but the thing is, I never wear pants, I always put on the classic garb, a black robe. 

She hadn’t flown in any particular direction, so without putting much thought into it, she headed back home towards the North Pole. As she near her place, she could see the lighted dome of the castle complex; it had a glow that was soothing to the eyes. She was tempted to do another flyby, but she resisted, knowing there would be other occasions to do so. 

As she approached her abode, it looked like a waterfall had frozen over. The sheer wall of ice crystals, acted like a large picture window from the inside. Her entrance was a narrow slit on the side of the massive block of translucent ice; but as you entered, the opening funnelled towards a tunnel. 

Her








































































