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  Dedication


  


  To all the children, big and small, who still believe in magic.


  And thank you to Rick, Roxy, my family, friends, and colleagues for their encouragement and amazing support. Also to my readers—thank you for making my dream a reality!


  


  
    CHAPTER 1

  


  A REAL WITCH


  Once upon a time, there was a young witch named Juliane who lived in a small cottage on the outskirts of the kingdom of White Falls. She’d lived there all her life with her mother Alana and two very special friends, her black cat named Magicus and an owl named Sarl.


  Behind their quaint and modest home lay the magical forest of Ennyar. The forest was Juliane’s second home. She knew every inch of it because she’d played in the woods for hours, every day since she’d first learned to crawl.


  When Juliane was four or five years old, her mother had discovered that she could see and talk to the fairies and all the magical creatures in the forest. Juliane would run into the cottage to tell her mother about each of the creatures she met, describing every detail of what they did and said. Her mother knew she was safe in the forest with all her magical friends. In fact, she was part of the forest, connected to its magic. Juliane’s grandmother had told Alana, “You’ll see—your little Juliane will one day help the great magic of the forest, and she and the forest will be forever linked.”


  Juliane was kind-hearted and very gentle with animals and people. When Juliane was very young, Alana had seen her heal injured animals with only a touch. She could also sense danger and help others avoid it. When Alana learned this, she decided to teach Juliane about other healing techniques, some spells, and all the responsibilities that went along with being a witch.


  Alana was a great witch and healer. Both the townspeople and King Amadora sought her help in healing disease, growing better crops, and even falling in love. Sometimes a visitor just needed food and shelter for a night. Alana never turned away anyone who needed help. “A good deed never goes unrewarded,” Alana explained to Juliane. “The mystery is, you never can tell when it might happen or when it will be repaid.”


  Juliane grew to be a teenager and a young woman. In her mind she was all grown up, but to Alana she was still her little girl.
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  One day King Amadora sent a company of his knights to Alana and Juliane’s cottage with an invitation. He asked them to consider moving within his kingdom to help tend to his family and his knights. For their services, he would pay them each a sum of money, provide them with a place to live within the castle, and ensure their safety.


  “But mother,” exclaimed Juliane, “who will help the peasants and those wishing to travel through the magical forest?” Juliane had become the forest guide, making sure that anyone in her company was always safe.


  “Juliane, think of all the people we can help if we accept the king's offer and move to White Falls,” said Alana. “Why do you want to stay in this drafty old cottage?”


  “I love this place—this cottage and the forest. They are my home,” Juliane replied.


  Juliane had many discussions with her mother about whether she should move into White Falls or stay at the cottage. On her eighteenth birthday, Juliane asked Sarl the owl for a vision of the future. Sarl showed Juliane a vision of her helping peasant families and guiding travellers through the forest.


  Alana also had visions. Sometimes she glimpsed the future even before Sarl did. She knew that Juliane would be given an important quest soon and that she needed to carry it out on her own. So she agreed that Juliane could stay in the cottage and continue to help the peasants and guide travellers for the time being.


  “Juliane,” Alana told her, “you know that I love you dearly and that I will miss you, but I understand that staying here is important to you. I have taught you all that I know. It is time for you to live your life.” Alana hugged her daughter. When she stepped back, Juliane saw a tear in her eye even though she wore a smile on her lips.


  So Alana moved to the castle inside the kingdom of White Falls to provide assistance to the king’s family and the king’s subjects. And Juliane stayed in the cottage beside the magical forest.
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    CHAPTER 2

  


  A HEALER AND A GUIDE


  And so our story begins on a warm summer’s day, when Juliane was making new curtains for the cottage windows. She sensed someone coming up the path to her cottage long before she heard the frantic knock on her door. She opened it and saw a peasant farmer from the nearby village standing on her doorstep.


  “Miss Juliane, I desperately need your assistance,” the man said, his eyes wide with alarm.


  Juliane quickly stepped out to comfort the man. She put her arm around his shoulders and asked him what was wrong.


  “It’s my son. He’s developed a terrible rash all over his body.” The man wrung his hands together in worry. “He’s been scratching himself for two days. He says he feels weak, and he’s not able to eat or drink anything.”


  “What does the rash look like, Mr. Allingdale?” Juliane asked.


  “Well . . .” The man thought for a moment. “He’s covered in red spots.”


  “Are there any bumps?” asked Juliane.


  “Actually, I believe so, yes,” answered the farmer.


  “Is he coughing?” she asked.


  “No, he just groans and scratches all the time,” Mr. Allingdale replied.


  “Well,” said Juliane, “he may have hemlock rash or picote. I have just the thing. It works on both afflictions. Wait one moment.” She dashed into the cottage to get the medicine.


  When she came back out, Magicus was roaming around the farmer’s legs, purring and waving his tail gracefully back and forth. Mr. Allingdale had removed his hat and was trying to shoo Magicus away with it.


  Juliane chuckled. “Don’t you mind Magicus, Mr. Allingdale. He just really likes you.”


  She held up two dark brown bottles, and tapped one with her finger. “Give your son five drops of this elixir in the morning and again before bed.”


  She tapped the other bottle. “He should spread this ointment wherever he sees the rash, twice a day. If he does this, he should start to feel better in two days. I’ll come by and check up on him in a few days.” She put the bottles into a small cloth pouch and handed it to him.


  
    [image: ]


  


  “Oh thank you, Miss Juliane,” the farmer said. He ducked his head and twisted his hat in his hands. “I don’t have much to pay you with,” he said. “How about a goat?”


  “Well, I do like goat’s cheese and milk, and so does Magicus. The goat could also keep him company. It’s a deal,” Juliane said with a smile.


  “I have just the one for you. My wife calls her Annalu,” Mr. Allingdale said excitedly. “We have too many little goat kids this year, and we’ve been trying to find them all homes.”


  “Great,” said Juliane. “How about I pick up Annalu when I drop by to see your son in a few days?”


  The man nodded and tucked the pouch into his shirt. He then took both Juliane’s hands in his and bowed, grateful. Then he straightened and turned to walk down the path toward the village of Knotridge. She smiled and waved back when he turned to wave good-bye.


  Magicus rubbed up against her legs. Juliane looked down at him. “Well, Magicus, I’m glad that you think Mr. Allingdale is a nice man, even though he thought you were a bit of a pest today!” She picked him up and Magicus purred and meowed, then shoved his head under her chin. He rubbed his head back and forth twice, then jumped out of her arms.


  Juliane watched him run off into the tall grass near the cottage, remembering when she had found Magicus on the doorstep one morning, about two years ago. She’d heard him purring and meowing outside the door, and came outside.


  “Hello, Mr. Kitty Cat, where do you come from?” Juliane had said.
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  Magicus immediately sat up on his hind legs and stayed there, watching her as if he was listening to every word she said. Juliane felt a real connection to Magicus and he quickly became one of the family.


  Over the next few months, she noticed that when visitors came, Magicus would walk around them, checking them out. He seemed to sense the goodness or ill will in people. He would sniff at them and if they were genuine and goodhearted, Magicus would rub up against the visitor and purr and meow in approval. If he sensed that a person was devious or mean, Magicus would sit up on his hind legs and stare at them intently with his big yellow eyes, and hiss—which usually made the person feel very uncomfortable. Juliane or her mother would then thank them for their visit and quickly escort them off the property.


  As she was remembering when she’d first met Magicus, Juliane heard an owl’s hoot and spotted Sarl, perched up in the tree in front of the cottage.


  Her mother had explained that the owl was a Seer. Juliane had met Sarl in Ennyar forest when she was a very young girl. He’d sat in a tree, watching her walk about, then called to her: “Hoot, hoot!”


  When she looked at him, she could see images in her mind. She saw images of when she was a baby with her mother, images showing when she would meet Magicus, and many others. Whatever visions Sarl had, he could transmit into Juliane’s thoughts. He had followed her as she walked back home. When her mother saw Sarl, she told Juliane that she had found a magical seeing owl, and that they now had a very special bond.


  “Seeing owls are very rare,” Alana had explained. “Sarl has accepted you as his companion and will guide and help you in your role as a witch.”


  As she looked at Sarl now, a vision of a very large egg appeared in Juliane’s mind. She gave Sarl a puzzled look
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