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    Introduction 
    



Nick starts a conversation with his best mate Richie about trading-in his parents for new ones but he thinks Nick has rocks in his 
head.


A Book of Spells at a local market is the answer and Nick's spell swaps his parents for others, raises his dead brother Davey and wills a girl in his class to 
like him.


But fracturing the spell to suit his selfish ways brings a different outcome. Nicks parents lock him in a wooden crate and get rid of his beloved Labrador, 
Nero. Davey is the walking dead and Nick tries to stay out of his way because he is not nice anymore while Chloe now demands Nick’s full attention.




Not knowing how to reverse the spell and get out of the mess, he is desperate and asks Richie to find him a witch!  Madam Indigo looks the spell over but cannot 
reverse it. She can only guide him to counter the spell as he has distorted the original spell with damning results. But time is running out for Nick to correct the wrong before 
being sent away.
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    Chapter One 
    A Spell from Hell



Have you ever thought of getting rid of your parents?”  I ask my best 
friend a serious question.


“No. What kind of stupid question is that?” Richie gives a sideway glance.


“I don’t mean do them any harm but trade them in. You know, like trading in a car, trade them in for a better model. Parents who don’t question, parents who don’t nag, parents who give me keys to the house to come home when I want. I’m fourteen years old. I hate being questioned because I know what I’m doing.”


“Don’t talk dumb. Your parents are great.” Richie takes a swipe at Nick’s comment knowing his folks spoil him with Lancaster boots, Levi’s jeans and a cool leather Racemaster jacket and much more since his older brother died. For a moment Richie stops walking to get his mates attention.


“Why do you complain Nick? A lot of guys at school are a squeak jealous of you. Buddy, you have style pasted all over you with boy-band good looks. Your hair is long with bits hanging over your face which you make no effort to tidy because the girls always want to do it for you.”


“Yeah, I know.”


“But for me, I got no chance because I’m a Travers with red curly hair and freckles thanks to my Irish heritage.” Richie says with a sour tone.


“Do you know why we’re friends Richie?” I say on a bright note.


“Why Nick?”


“Because, you make me look good!” I answer jokingly while walking ahead with a swagger.


“Yeah, but don’t forget I look like Ron Wesley out of Harry Potter.” Richie says proudly.


“Sure, in your dreams Richie. As I was saying, if I had the chance, I’d trade my folks in.” No one seems to understand that I’m a big thinker. Sadly my folks think small just like my best mate.


“What started all this rubbish Nick?” Richie stares waiting for an answer.


“I don’t know, just some days it’s hard at home. Too many rules, too many people telling me what to do.” I put both hands on my hips and stop walking. Richie and I have been friends since starting school. He is my best mate but I reckon he’s a small thinker. I want to go places and be someone but my folks told me life is different, ‘You’ll understand when you get older’ they say. Well that’s bull and I’ll do it my way.


“Nick, don’t blame your parents if your head is the size of a watermelon. You talk big, act big but you’re still fourteen years old just like me.” Richie lays down a line of truth.


I clamp my mouth shut not wanting to hurt my best mate’s feelings but Richie is the son of a carpenter and will probably be one too. How could he ever understand? Silence falls between us as we walk to the Saturday outdoor market. Richie digs coming here because he’s good with his hands and does the challenge of fixing things. We scan for broken vintage toys or good stuff to fix and his Mom puts it on eBay.


Walking but not talking is too hard for me so I start, “Richie me old mate, if you could trade your parents in, what kind would you want?”


“I want the ones I’ve got Nick. You don’t know how good you’ve got it.”


“Where is your imagination Richie? Can’t you let yourself go and dream up new parents?” I rib my friend for a reply.


“Nick, I know kids who get grounded for saying a swear word. My folks may be firm with me sometimes but I’m happy. There are kids out there a lot worse off than you and me.” Richie is getting grumpy.


“I want parents who will buy me the latest Honda CRF450R dirt bike with full deck of leather gear. I want the latest iPhone, I want fifty dollars a week pocket money without doing jobs around the house. I want to go to rock concerts, stay out late and come home when I want. Richie I want my parents to serve me!”


“Gee, you’re a class act Nick.” Richie sneers before moving away from his friend as the chat is going around like a carnival ride and getting nowhere. He walks over to look at some junk lying on a sheet of clear plastic which has more appeal.


“Can I help you son?” The middle aged man who stinks of cigarettes leans forward hoping to sell something.


“No, but maybe you can help my friend. He wants new parents, so maybe you want to adopt him.” Richie snaps not meaning to sound mean but he’s angry at his friend’s whinging.


“Hey dude, over here, I’ve found something cool.” I wave to get Richie’s attention. He waves back while slowly and reluctantly shuffling his way over to see what’s happening.


“Hey, check this out,” I hold a scruffy leather bound book in one hand and point to the faded title with the other, ‘Magic Book of Spells’. “How cool is this?”


“Yeah, bit of a girl’s thing isn’t it? Spells, witches and stuff, you know.” Richie shrugs his shoulders showing no interest. “Hey Nick, you’re not thinking of doing something stupid are you?” He doesn’t believe in magic or hocus pocus.


While Richie is preaching, I pull the wallet out of my back pocket and take out two crisp twenty dollar bills to pay for the book. The grey haired woman wearing too many necklaces hesitates to take my money but when she does, says in a stern voice, “The Magic Book of Spells states,


‘These passages of verse, if misused will become a curse. Let honesty and love be your design, this book is written in words of the divine.”


“Yeah sure, whatever you say lady.” I grab the book, hold it tight and visualise how I can wish myself new parents. It’s a fantasy and long shot, but hey, who knows until I have a go.


I’m smiling and can’t hide my keenness to get home and give it a go. Leaving the market, I check for messages but see there is still no reply from Chloe. What’s with this girl? She’s a babe but hard to get close too. She’s not dating anyone, so why freeze me out? I don’t get her but I’ll keep trying.


“Any messages?” Richie cranes his neck to see his mates screen.


“Naw, I sent Chloe a message to hang out this afternoon at the mall after baseball but still no reply.”


“Nick, do you ever think she’s just not into you?”


“Nope. She just doesn’t know how cool I am yet.”


“I’m going to call you melon-head from now on. There’s just nothing bigger than your swollen head!” Richie puts his hands either side of his head to show how big.


“Yeah, I might have a big head but at least I’m willing to act on things. I’m going to cast the spells when I get home, win the baseball game for my team and catch up with Chloe, all in one day. I’m the man, Richie!”


“You’re a ham Nick and it will be your curse. Never being satisfied is a curse.”
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    Chapter Two 
    Raise the dead
  


I’m done now at the market because I’ve got what I want. Richie didn’t find anything and is cheesed off when I say it’s time to go. He’s a good mate, hardly ever complains when I want my own way, I guess that’s why we have stayed mates for so long.


He’s the guy everyone gets along with, unlike me, I flip people out with my strong personality but I reckon confidence gives way to getting everything in life. I got ambitions, I’m gonna be someone.


Richie, he wants to be a carpenter. Why, because his Dad is a carpenter and his Dad before him. I don’t think he’s making the decision for himself but for his Dad. Not me, I’m strong. My Dad wants me to do a degree in business and run the family drugstore business. Me, behind the counter, wearing a white coat, talking to sick people or listening to local gossip, I don’t think so!


And what about Chloe, sweet as cherry pie, she looks like Galadriel from Lord of the Rings. I would take up a sword to fight for her but she pays me no attention. I know it’s only a matter of time before I wear her down and she will learn to like me.


Richie turns at the corner of the street to go home, “See you tomorrow buddy”.


“Ditto” I call and wave over the top of my head without turning around.


Walking home, I think to myself, when I get older, I’m not going to live in a street like this; my house will be overlooking the sea. Yeah Malibu sounds good, sitting with the rich and famous. Not sure exactly how I’m going to do it but I reckon I got the right idea, so I’m halfway there just by thinking about it.


The letterbox is filled with junk-mail but I’m not cleaning it out. I open the front gate and am greeted by Nero, our black Labrador. We got him at the dog pound even though I wanted a bulldog. I never get what I want.


Opening the front door, I step inside quietly and head up the stairs to my room.


“Is that you Nick?” A voice calls from the kitchen.


“Yes Mom, I’m going to be in my room for a while so can you bring up a cola and something to eat.” I yell down the stairs before going into my room where ‘Keep Out’ sign is pinned outside the door.


Putting my precious Magic Book of Spells on the desk, I keep looking at it while pulling off my jeans and Vans. With one leg in my track-pants, I hop to the door. Poking my head out, I shout down the hall, “Come on Mom, where’s the food?”


“Coming up now sweetheart.” She eases her way up the stairs juggling a serving tray. When entering
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