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October 30th, salem, massachusetts


Halloween week started out with what Rona Magree called “Dracula’s Storm”. The cold rain poured from pitch-black skies, dropping in heavy silver sheets.  Sharp daggers of lightning cracked like a lightsaber whip across the shrouded gray skies.  Thunder crashed and boomed like millions of cannons going off simultaneously or like giants kicking metal buckets down hollow corridors in an old creaking house.


The plans for the huge Halloween Costume Cotillion were nearly completed. Rona was awaiting the arrival of her out-of-town guest, Eve Veronica Everett.  Eve would be the only guest still in need of an appropriate costume. However, that was no problem what with the numerous vintage shops there were to choose from in ancient old Salem, Massachusetts.  


Eve Veronica Everett was unique in her own right. She was manly tall; six feet, and she had an orange-red color of long “Lady Godiva” hair and sharp grass green eyes.  Rona always felt like Eve was the most unusual person she’d been privileged to meet.  They grew up together in Salem but sprouting her wings to grow, Eve moved on to New York City.  She was a quirky character, living alone in an old brownstone building on 113th Street in New York. She’d never learned to drive and depended upon the public transit system. 

The bus carrying Eve rolled in right on time at 4:00 pm.  They were both drenched by the time they gathered Eve’s luggage and climbed into the car, both wanting but one thing at the moment: a nice cup of hot and piping cinnamon tea.  Rona drove to her favorite café—The Sprout Garden.  Odd name…something to go along with her odd friend.  It featured unusual dining faire for the unusual palate. 

“Any ideas about what you want to be for Halloween?” queried Rona, very serious about each of her guests being costumed for the occasion of one of the biggest parties she would ever give.

“No, but I’m anxious to hit some of the vintage clothes stores you mentioned in your email. When do we do that?” replied Eve, casually scanning the short menu given to her. “Any wing of bat or eye of newt on the special today?” Eve’s laugh had never been a cackle.  This time it was quite witchy-sounding.  Rona commented.

“Have you been rehearsing that laugh for All Hallows Eve?” she teased. 

With a mischievous gleam in her grassy green eyes, Eve chuckled, “But of course.”

They had the special called, Witch’s Brew Soup, featuring whole olives that resembled eyeballs, hunks of white chicken that looked like cooked fingers, and cauliflower died pinkish to resemble brains.  Rona didn’t like the soup.  Eve slopped it up hungrily and asked for more.

“Let’s hit some shops before we go back to your ghoulish manor,” suggested a full and contented Eve.  She looked in a compact mirror and remarked about a nasty little pimple on her chin that had been getting out of hand. “Got any pimple medicine with you? I think this thing on my chin grows by leaps and bounds every other hour!”

Rona giggled. “Sorry, fresh out. We can stop at the pharmacy and get something. Let’s hit La Fleur’s down the street. They have a great selection of costumes this year.  Maybe you could go as Lucy and I will be Ethel.”

The ladies paid their bill, marched gallantly out into the pouring rain, fighting the monster winds that nearly bowed them over. They began to enter La Fleur’s Vintage Clothes Shop when Eve spotted a place more enticing.

“Hey, Rona…when did that shop come into competition with La Fleur’s?”

Having not a clue as to what shop Eve was referring to, she looked, following Eve’s pointing finger.  Just above La Fleur’s was a place called The Bewitchery Boutique.  The outside façade of the store was painted a deep purple, silver and glittery moon and stars painted over the doorframe entrance. The main window featured an all too real looking Halloween set up of three gnarled witches bending over a smoking cauldron, the middle witch stirring the pot. They were ugly, green, and scary looking.  Rona’s eyes went wide in astonishment.

“I never knew this place was here before!” she incredulously testified. “But let’s go in here first!”

The soggy shoppers entered the shop. It was ghoulishly quiet and void of customers except for the two who entered as wild-eyed as children. The proprietress bounded out from a deep red curtained back room.  She was dressed in Halloween regalia.

“Welcome! Welcome, indeed!” she exuberantly proclaimed in a scratchy tone of voice. She was small with dark gray hair hanging limply over her shoulders.  She wore a dress that looked like it had been precisely woven by a spider. It was dingy-gray, musty smelling, and antique looking.  The woman’s fingernails were long, crooked, and very yellowish in color. This was quite an imaginative costume, so thought the ladies.

“How long has this shop been here?” asked Rona, daring to touch a mannequin that was fully dressed as a sorceress complete with black spider web patterned cape and a staff with the encircled hexagon sign attached to the end.

“About 450 years!” joked the owner. She laughed wickedly. “No, really, I just opened up last night…especially for…” She looked directly into Eve’s eyes. “For All Hallows Eve.” 

Chills ran a course up and down Eve’s spine. She locked her gaze into that of the old witchy woman’s and asked slowly, “I…need to find…just the right costume for my friend’s…party.”

“I have exactly what you need,” promised the proprietress. “Come along, my dear.”

Rona grasped Eve desperately by the elbow. “You don’t see any gingerbread cottage or large oven, do you?”

Eve cackled. “No, don’t be silly.”

“Maybe we should try La Fleur’s.”

Eve took hold of Rona by the hand. “Come on. Don’t be a chicken. This is a harmless costume shop. I find it charming. And I know we will not need to look any further for my costume.”

Rona allowed herself to be pulled along, warning all the same, “If you see a flying house just give me time to duck under something for cover!”

“Will you stop already!” whispered Eve. “We are not going to be eaten by Hansel and Gretel’s witch, nor are we going to have a house fall on top of our heads. Do you see any sign of ruby slippers? No!”

“If you hear chanting of ‘boil, boil, toil and trouble’, will you give me a head’s up?” cracked Rona. Eve rolled her eyes and dragged Rona along with her.

The nameless old woman had disappeared into the back where she was standing by an old, black painted armoire, tarnished ornate handles on the front as though this piece of furniture had been hidden away for centuries in a dark, dank dungeon of a castle. 

“Here is the most special of costumes I have,” the old woman announced before easily opening the doors and stepping aside. 

Eve’s eyes grew wide. Rona’s mouth fell open.  The costume was exhibited on an old skeleton. The bones were a fiendish dirty yellow. Upon the skull was a pointy witch’s hat in midnight blue silk, a white crescent moon symbol in the center of it.  The dress had sheer bell sleeves in midnight blue chiffon while the rest of the dress was long, silky, and resembled a midnight blue sky. Bats and spiders were embroidered on the skirt in silver silk threads. The boots were black lace ups with curled and pointy toes.  Stockings of black and red went with it.  To complete the outfit was a flowing midnight blue silk cape with a golden crescent moon symbol on the back by the collar and a scattering of silver stars around it.

“Care to try it on?” the old woman enticingly queried. Eve fingered the outfit.  Transfixed by what she viewed, she replied robotically, “No need. I want it. How much?”

“Fifty dollars.”

Eve and Rona left the shop with the purchase and drove straight to Rona’s old house that had been decorated from top to bottom to make it appear “haunted”.  Fake webs hung from window and doorframes.  Gauze curtains stained by tea purposely to look old and raggedy replaced the nice drapes Rona usually displayed over her windows.  She had a spider web tablecloth covering her round table. In the center sat an iron cauldron. Dusty apothecary bottles sat around it.  Pumpkins with wildly carved faces were perched everywhere from the fireplace mantle to the bookshelves and windowsills. Mannequins in costumes were featured on chairs, sofas, and standing in corners. There was the Mummy, the Werewolf, Dracula, of course, Frankenstein and his bride, other witches, and fake rubber bats hung from the ceiling. Rona had acquired three black cats with golden eyes. She called them Cauldrona, Spella, and Wiccan. They were lazily lying beside the stone fireplace, curled up next to one another. Eve’s eyes hurt from taking it all in at once.

“Quit your day job, huh?” quipped Eve.  Rona laughed. 

“No, just wanted this to be special.”

Rona showed Eve up to her very normal guest room. It was most refreshing to see a room with a queen-sized bed, the décor done in feminine hot pink and purple.  Rona encouraged Eve to try on the costume anxious to make sure it fit and wouldn’t need alterations. Eve bowed to her wishes.

Eve put on the red and black stockings and funky curled-toed boots first. She cackled at the sight of them on her feet…her very large feet. “Perfect fit!” she proclaimed in surprise.

She put the dress on next.  It also fit to a T.  The hat came next. No fake synthetic wig was needed with that long mop of reddish hair she already possessed.  And the cape was added last.  She stood before a full-length mirror to see what she looked like.

“Dang it all, girl…you do look authentic!” said Rona.

Eve nodded slowly in agreement. “I do, don’t I?” She turned this way and that way, and then remembered her grumbling stomach. “Ok. As soon as I get undressed, let’s order up pizza!”

“I’ll go look up some numbers for delivery. The rain is coming down in buckets again and I don’t want to go back out in it,” said Rona, quietly leaving the room. Eve sat down at the dressing table and tried fervently to remove those silly looking boots.  Neither one would come off, to her dismay and shock. She tugged, grunted, groaned, moaned, and fumed for at least twenty minutes and neither of the boots would be removed.

“Fine!” Eve screamed down at her feet. “I’ll just have to wear you to bed!” 

She did manage to get the cape, dress, and hat off, hanging it up and putting it away in the armoire.  She pulled on a warm flannel nightgown and tromped downstairs, expecting pizza to already be there. 

“Nobody’s delivering in this storm,” Rona glumly reported, opening up a can of corned beef cabbage. The women dined on their meager, unappetizing faire and went to bed still hungry.

Problem was Eve couldn’t get food out of her head all night. Every couple of hours she woke up and tried different delivery services in the phone book.  

“Pizza-To-Go,” answered a youthful voice on the other end of the phone.

‘I want to order an extra large pizza with extra toppings. Do you have bat wings and eye of newt?”

The employee laughed. “Funny, lady. Not only are we not delivering, we do not have the kind of toppings you think you might want. Sorry.”  The phone went dead.

This happened over and over. Finally Eve decided not to ask for the unusual toppings. She ordered the “very normal stuff”. 

After trying about twenty places, Eve dialed up a taxi. She gave them directions to Rona’s house and then got dressed. She was forced to wear the witch costume boots. She couldn’t have cared less.

A black taxicab pulled up in the pouring rain and Eve hopped in. She gave the driver the address where she’d bought the costume, having noticed at the time a new pizza joint on the corner. She’d go in and order two extra large pizzas and be back before Rona ever even knew she’d gone out.

Lilly Pad Cab Service delivered her to 131313 Bewitchery Ave. Getting out of the cab, the rain having stopped, Eve looked up to see a really bright full moon over them. Funny, it should’ve been a new moon by that time.  She ignored it and headed for the pizza place that had been there that afternoon but now was gone…vanished…wasn’t there.  Puzzled, she looked up and all around.  Looking up to where The Bewitchery Boutique was located, she was stumped to see that now the place was called The Bewitchery Bistro.  There was no Bewitchery Boutique. Eve was quite puzzled and bewitched, bothered, and bewildered.  Something out of the unordinary seemed to be going on.

“But…just today…” she muttered under her breath, mystified. She had on part of the costume so she knew she hadn’t merely dreamed it up. There had been a charming little store called The Bewitchery Boutique! No time to analyze it, she went up to the bistro and found it to be quite enchanting.  The décor was like something from a witch’s dungeon. It was dark and musty smelling.  Things were bubbling in great big pots on the stove in the kitchen.  A very tall and dark man came out with a menu in his hand. He wore a black robe with a hood. Unusual uniform, mused Eve.

“What would you like?” his baritone voice asked. It sounded like it came from the deepest cavern in the center of the earth. Eve gasped lightly. This was too spooky and intriguing simultaneously. 

Eve read the menu with astonishment. Pizza with wing of bat, eyes of newt, deep-fried frog legs, witch’s brew stew, cat hair salad, and other odd dishes.  Only foods a witch, warlock, or sorcerer would find delectable. So…why did Eve crave them so?

She ordered two large pizzas and within ten minutes was going back to Rona’s place with them. When she got back, Rona was pacing the floors.

“I was a worried sick. Where’ve you been?” she demanded.

“Getting pizza. I was starved. Come on, sit down and let’s pig out!” Eve good-naturedly proclaimed. Rona was easily swayed.  They sat in front of the fire, cross-legged and opened the boxes. Two normal pizzas were in the box---pepperoni, cheese, and mushrooms. No odd ingredients.  Eve stared at the pizzas with wonderment. 

“I…this isn’t…I don’t get it,” she mumbled.

“Don’t get what?” Rona asked her voice muffled by all the pizza she was cramming in her mouth. 

“The boutique was gone and in its place was a bistro. That’s where I got the pizzas. But they had all the weird ingredients I’ve been craving…you know what I mean?”

Rona listened with little or no interest. “Yeah, whatever.”

“No, really,” insisted Eve. She noticed Rona staring at her feet.

“Uh…you kept on the witch’s boots to go out in? Isn’t that carrying this idea a little far?” Rona teased, scarfing down another slice of pizza. 

Embarrassed to tell her she couldn’t get the things off, Eve just laughed. “I forgot about them. They’re very comfortable, though.”

Very stuffed and full and miserable now, the two ladies went to bed and slept very soundly even though a monster storm crashed over Salem.  The electricity went out and when they woke up the next morning, they had to light all the decorative candles Rona set out for the party.  Rona thought she was seeing things in the odd lighting of the candles. Eve’s complexion had taken on a slightly greenish tint, and her chin was longer and chunky, the pimple on it now a large mole. Her nose was longer and crooked.  She looked ‘witchy’.

“Are…you feeling all right, Eve?” Rona delicately queried at the breakfast table in the kitchen.  

“Yeah, but this pimple is really beginning to wart me. We forgot to go by the pharmacy, you know? Oh well, party guests will just have to assume this thing on my chin is a fake wart.” She cackled bone-chillingly like a real witch once again. Rona smiled faintly.

“That’s right,” Rona agreed with her. 

The two began to start cooking for the party that night. They were making a huge pot of chili and mounds of cornbread, a devil’s food cake, a mountain of finger sandwiches, dips of all kinds, and a very large punch bowl filled with cranberry and orange punch, a hunk of dry ice sitting in the middle making it look like fog rising up from a bloody marsh. 

New candles were set out around the room.  Rona distributed fresh fake spider webs and dust around the furniture, the fixtures, and decorations.  The sun began to drop and Rona filled up the candy bowl for prospective trick or treaters.  There was not a storm cloud in the sky. It was the same midnight blue color that Eve’s witch’s costume was. 

The women got dressed in their costumes. Eve had no idea what Rona picked out. Knowing her, she would be a fairy princess or a cartoon character.  Eve could hear laughter and loud talking coming from downstairs. Guests had already arrived and it was only five p.m. Eve thought the whole adult party was to begin around eight. She sat down at the dresser and nearly screamed when she looked in the oval mirror.  Her complexion was martini olive green…and she hadn’t applied a single layer of make up.  Her nose was bumpy and had no less than three warts on it! Her chin was craggy and chunky with a wart stuck on the end of it also.  All of a sudden, Eve didn’t want to play this game anymore.  She jumped up and tried to remove the dress.  Just like the pointy-toed boots, the dress wouldn’t come off!  She pulled, she yanked, she tried to rip it off—and it wouldn’t budge or tear.  She tried to yank the witch’s hat off her head and it was stuck tight. 

“What is this?” she shouted out loud. “I don’t want to be a witch anymore! Game’s over. I am normal…I am normal…I am….” She stared awestruck into the oval mirror. That was no illusion she was seeing—she was looking at her new transformed self.  She sat down at the dresser again and stared intently into the mirror, going over all the astounding events of the last day or so.  As soon as she’d arrived in Salem, she had such a different feeling come over her.  It was like she was going to become someone other than she was now. Horrified at the idea of being someone she didn’t want to be, Eve ran out of the bedroom and went flying down the stairs.  She came to a jolting stop. 

The old woman from the Bewitchery Boutique was there—it was her Grandmother Willow…and so were many others from Eve’s past and present.  Those there from her past were also deceased—long deceased. She saw both sets of grandparents, her mom and dad, several aunts, uncles, and cousins long passed on.  All of the guests were dressed either as witches or warlocks. That was not a bad thing, as Eve’s family had all been gentle and kind, loving and caring people.  If they were into magic and sorcery it was good magic and good sorcery. It was to do only good in the world and no harm.  

“I…don’t understand what is…going on here,” she stammered in the presence of those she knew.  Her Granny Gwynnie stepped forward and took her by the hand.

“Eve…this is who you are…who you were always meant to be. This is your coming out party,” Granny Gwynnie spoke in a frail, thin tone of voice. Eve stared at her inconceivably.  

“My…what party?” she asked, thinking she’d misunderstood. “Where’s Rona? Maybe she can explain what kind of joke this is!”

“Rona? Who’s Rona?” spoke the old woman who sold Eve the costume at the Bewitchery Boutique.  Eve frowned.

“My friend, Rona. She lives in this old spooky house and is giving this party. Rona? Rona, come out now!” Eve continued to call her, going from room to room.  The relatives looked at each other in puzzlement.  Granny Gwynnie took Eve by the hand. Granny Willow was next to her also. 

“Dear, dear…Rona was only a figment of your imagination. She never existed. Come here. I have a very special gift for you.”  

In silence and bewilderment, Eve allowed herself to be led over to the fireplace where she watched Granny Gwynnie take down from the mantel a long willow tree broom.  It had an orange and black ribbon and bow on it. 

“This was mine…when I was your tender young age,” cackled Granny. She put the broom in Eve’s hands. “Now it is yours…passed down from generation to generation.”

As soon as flesh touched the smooth handle of the willow wood, Eve understood everything.  Her place became crystal clear.  She was a witch at birth and this was her initiation into the realm of that world.

“What do I do now, Granny?” she asked, that still being a bit unclear.

The guests all crowded around her. “You take it for a spin!” said Uncle Furlong. 

Eve made her way over to the door. The sky was aglitter with billions of bright and silver stars. The new moon was as bright as a silver button.  Eve looked over her shoulder at the smiling faces encouraging her.  She hopped on the broom and it shot up into the midnight blue sky.  What a view!  The test flight on the broom was so delightful that Eve didn’t want to go back. So she kept on flying…making it clear across the glowing moon.

“Daddy! Mommy! Look what I see!” The ten-year-old little girl dressed like a witch pointed up to the clear sky that Halloween night. The parents looked.  They saw a few white clouds and sparkling stars but certainly no witch flying across a moon. 

“Let’s go home…you’ve had too much candy already,” the mom said.  Dad took a closer look.  There was just a tiny spark flashing in the bright starlit night.

“Yes, let’s go home and put your candy away…Eve,” the dad said. He looked up again and just grinned. He caught glimpse of a tiny figure sitting atop a broom.  “Naw,” he muttered under his breath. “It’s not possible.”

                                          THE END

