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Several weeks had passed since Emily’s first ritual. She had noticed a change in her sleeping pattern. Her nights were nightmare free. The Wicca book remained closed after paying for it. Since then, her days were filled with what Emily referred to as meaningless occupations, such as watching television, browsing on her computer and checking out social media on her smartphone. She barely had contact with her friends. Only Sarah talked to her from time to time. After Sarah started a new job in a fast-food restaurant and had to work in shifts, the conversations changed to text messages. 

Emily never had to work for her money. After her grandmother died, she inherited the cottage she now lived in and a large fortune. The previous year, she finished got a degree in art history at Oxford University. Between then and the death of her boyfriend, Luka, she had dedicated her time by painting the house and refurnishing it. Emily’s parents had moved from England to the United States of America five years ago. Once a year, Emily visited them.

Emily got bored. She had enough. She wanted to do more with her life. It was near her twenty-second birthday and she decided to throw a party. Immediately she sent text messages to ten of -what she thought were- her closest friends.

‘Hey,’ the text said. ’I am throwing a birthday party this Saturday. It would mean a lot if you could come over.’ 

A few minutes later she received replies. They were all rejections. Except for Sarah. She rang the same night.

‘Hey Emily, it's Sarah. How are you doing?’ Without waiting for a response, she continued: ‘I'll be delighted to come over. Work has been extremely hard, and I can do with a break. What time do I have to show up?’

‘Oh, Sarah, I'm so happy you can come. Nobody else is. So, it's just going to be the two of us,’ Emily sobbed.

‘Oh, poor Emily,’ Sarah replied. ‘But don't you worry, we'll have lots of fun. Can you order some pizza? I am just dying for some pizza.’

‘You want pizza?’ Emily was confused. ‘I thought you worked at a pizza place?’

Sarah laughed. ‘It's a joke. I’ve had more than enough pizza for the rest of my life.’

‘Okay, no pizza,’ Emily giggled. ‘What about spaghetti? Or a nice home cooked meal. I have all the time in the world.’

‘You really don't have to make a fuss. Something from the Indian place? Like Tikka Masala or a Curry.’

The two of them talked about takeaways for a while until a decision was made.

The next Saturday morning, Emily enjoyed a cup of coffee on her porch. The autumn sun coloured the sky golden yellow. Emily sighed. She was happy. And she was relieved that only Sarah came to her party that evening. Because Emily wanted to talk a little bit more about witchcraft. She took another sip of her coffee and returned in the house. After a long, hot bath, she brushed her teeth and got dressed. She searched for the special book about witchcraft. Her plan was to leave it casually at the coffee table downstairs so that Sarah could see it. Hopefully, Sarah would start a conversation about the craft herself.

Around seven that evening, after first having a drink at Emily's, the girls drove to the Indian restaurant. While they were waiting for their order, they drank some tea. Emily had spotted Sarah squeaking at the book on her coffee table. But to her deep regret, the latter had said nothing about it.

‘Is it alright we eat at the coffee table?’ hinted Emily.

‘Absolutely no problem. There is a series about vampires on the telly that I really want to watch,’ Sarah replied.

Emily shrugged. She paid for the food that had just arrived and they went back to her cottage. Half an hour later, Emily decided to bring the conversation to the book.

‘I went to Portia’s a few weeks ago to pay for this book,’ pointing at it.

Sarah didn't respond.

‘This evening I wanted to start a new chapter in my life by picking up my social life,’ Emily continued. ‘And also, to find out what all the rest were up to. And you're the only one who showed up,’ lowering her eyes. ‘And I have no idea what to do with my life,’ she sobbed. 

‘Oh poor Emily. Please don't feel so sad.’ Sarah put her arms around her and rocked her gently. ‘You will find your purpose in life. Do not worry about that.’

‘But I really have no idea,’ Emily yelled. ‘I am tired of sitting home alone and doing nothing.’

‘Maybe you can find your purpose using magic,’ suggested Sarah. ‘I saw your book lying around. Have you finished reading it?’

Emily shook her head.

‘Start by reading the chapter Fire. Fire is about passion, courage, determination. An easy way to make contact with it is by using a candle. If you want, I can show you a simple exercise using a candle.’

Emily smiled.’ How many candles do you need?’

‘Two will do for now.’ Sarah replied happily. ‘But,’ she went on in a serious voice, ‘fire can be dangerous. And I'm not talking about knocking over a candle and starting a fire that burns down the house. The element of fire is also connected to being impatient. Fire destroys you mentally or physically! Let's say that the following ritual will help you transform your life. And your new found path will bring you so much joy that you cannot stop doing whatever it is you are doing. Fire will only stop until it has burned itself out. So I propose that we do a guided meditation with the candles that will bring you insight and inspiration. What do you think?’

‘Well, I don't know anything about magic, so I'm just going to go with whatever you say,’ Sarah replied juggling two candles in one hand. 

The two young women sat down opposite each other, the two candles in between them. Sarah lit the candles.

With a hypnotising voice, she commenced: ‘Close your eyes. Take a few deep breaths in and out. Keep on breeding until you feel calm and relaxed. Open your eyes. And look into the flame. Look at its colour and its shape. Close your eyes again and imagine you are standing in front of a door. In one hand you hold the candle. You open the door and step outside into the darkness. You hold out the candle in front of you and you see a path. You follow it and it leads to a cave. The cave is dark. You show no fear and step into it. The cave is lit up by the light of the candleflame. In front of you, you see a stone fireplace. It is filled with a dark liquid. Instinctively you know what that liquid is. Slowly you move forward towards the fireplace. You hold the flame by the liquid, which bursts into fire. You have no fear. You know it will not harm you. You sit yourself down on a rock and glare into the fire. Silently, you ask for inspiration and insights. You repeat the question three times in your head. Notice how the flames change. Listen to its whisperings. Take a few moments to listen carefully. Suddenly the fire extinguishes itself. You know you have
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