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  “THE KILL  OF A WITCH ”

 Matthew’s Encounter with  Bianca

The sky was now pitch-black. The wind was strong. Leaves were blowing 
everywhere. He grabbed his flower and placed it in the inside of his belt so 
that it wouldn’ t fly  away. if  he lost this flower, then he might as well 
surrender, because nothing or nobody could help him now.

 “ I don’ t like this,” his voice sang.

 “ I have to remember to be brave. Wilma said I cannot let Bianca misdoubt 
me and to have my eyes wide open. That’s what I’m doing.” His voice sang
again with worry.

It looked like nightfall already, and then there was a loud crackling sound. 
Lightning was coming from everywhere and hitting the ground. Not one 
missed the earth. Matthew fled to hide under the built -in bench in the tree 
where he would be somewhat covered. He checked to make sure his flower 
was still there, and it was. Then he realized that with all the commotion of 
finding a way to get the hexed potion blown into Bianca’s face, he never 
even thought about the fact that he had to cut into his finger and Bianca’s 
wrist and bleed on to her blood. He hated the sight of blood.

“Wilma never told me how long the potion would keep Bianca in a daze for
 either!”

 

Now Matthew was getting bewildered.

He was not given the complete instructions as to how much time he had 
when she was under the spell. He was surely on his own now, but he 
remembered the king telling him that he was a soldier, and that if  the deed 
was done, he would become anointed a knight. That definitely made him 
feel powerful and large.

“What am I going to cut through skin with? I don’ t have anything sharp.” 

He looked around his surroundings for something that would work. He then
remembered the miniature sword that Benjamin gave him. He said it might 
come into good use. He pulled it from his boot and withdrew it from its 
case, and lo and behold, it was sharp and silver.

“Thank you, heavens above, for answering one of my prayers.”

Then he put it back into his boot so it wasn’ t spotted by Bianca or anyone 
else that he may have to use it on.

“Remember, keep my mind clear of all thoughts, just in case she can read 
my mind, and keep calm,” he kept telling himself.

The lightning was coming in groups and faster. Two hitting the ground and 
then three more and then one huge one right in front of Matthew. He 
jumped and was so scared that he almost peed his pants but quickly 
composed himself, for he knew this was a life or death situation. And 
there she stood in front  of him.

 




