
The Meeting 
From  where  we  stood  in  the  woods,  it  looked  like a  
castle  was  rising out  mist  at  the  top  of   the  hill .  
We  could n „t  make it  out  from  this distance  just  
how   many windows we  could   see but  there  seemed  be  
thousand. There was only one cure for our curiosity… 
we had to go and explore. 

 James, Luke and I went into the castle. James 
went into the  hallway and  he came out  with a 
chocolate bar.  Luke and I saw a large sign with the 
letters “R.S.P.C.C.  Meeting”  written on it. We 
went into the room and we hid behind a screen. 
Suddenly we heard footsteps.  Everyone was milling 
around the room trying to get as far from the platform 
as possible. All the people were scratching their heads. 
Another woman was standing on the platform. She 
was rather pretty. She looked like a  very young lady. 
I   guess she was 25 or 26. 



 The   young lady on the platform unhooked 
something from behind her ears. Then she put her 
gloved hands on her cheek and her face lifted away. 
She was wearing a mask. 
She was the ugliest woman 
ever.  “You may ree-moof 
your shoes!” she barked.  A 
sigh  of relief   went though 
the room. “You may ree-moof 
your wigs!” she screeched. 
Another sigh of   relief went though the room.  “You 
may ree-moof your gloves!” shouted the grand high 
witch.  She removed her gloves revealing two inch long 
nails.  

 “Witches of England!” screeched the grand high 
witch.   “Revolting, stupid, witches!  You are good 
for nothing, lazy, useless witches!  You are a bunch of 
idle worms.  I  was  eating  my breakfast  this  morning  
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and  I  was  looking out the window  and what  did  I 
see?  I saw hundreds and thousands of revolting little 
children walking in the woods.  Why haven„t you got 
rid of all these little children?  Here are my orders - 
every child in this country must be destroyed. Rub   
out every single child before I come back here in one 
year‟s time.  Do I make myself clear?” “All of them!  
We can‟t possibly wipe out all of them,” said one 
witch in the crowd.  The  grand  high  witch  pointed  a 
sharp  finger at  the  witch who  dared  to speak. “I 
didn‟t mean to argue with you, your grandness .I was 
just talking to myself,” said the witch.  “You dare to 
argue vith  me. A stupid vitch who answers back will 
burn until her bones are black!” screamed the grand 
high witch.  “No! No! No!” screamed the witch.   
 “Idiotic witches like you must roast upon the 
barbecue!” barked the grand high witch.  A witch who 
dares to say I ‟m wrong will not be with us for very 



long!” BANG!  KA-BOOM!   BOOM! 
Moments later the smell of meat went though the 
room. “I hope no one else is going to make me cross 
today,” snapped the grand high witch. “No, we won‟t!” 
said   an Irish witch. “Frizzled like a fritter, cooked 
like a carrot! You shall never see her again!” boomed 
the grand high witch. 

 “We must get down to business! Children are 
revolting. We will wipe them out and boil their skins 
and flush them down the drain,” screeched the grand 
high witch. “Boil their skins and flush them down the 
drain!” said all the other witches together. “Children 
are stinky and smell of dog droppings. What‟s worse 
is that dog‟s droppings smell of violets and primroses!” 
screamed the grand high witch.  “Smelling of violets 
and primroses!” said all the other witches together. “I 
have a solution to get rid of every child in the world.” 
boomed the grand high witch. “You will go back to your 



home towns and quit your jobs,” said the grand high 
witch. “Quit our jobs?” said all the witches with a 
grin.  “And with the money I give you, you will open 
up sweet shops and candy stores. You will open up the 
finest sweet shops in England!” laughed the grand 
high witch. Then the grand high witch did a sort of 
witch dance, stamping her feet and clapping her hands 
and all the witches started to join in. All of them began 
to sing a witch song. “Down with children! Boil their 
skins! Mash their bones! Flush them down the drain!  

 “Give them sticky eats and at 9‟o clock  the little 
brutes will go marching off to separate schools and a 
boy will shout “Hey! I have fur growing out of my 
skin!” and the girl who is next to him will shout “We 
look like freaks!” and the boy who is extremely tall will 
screetch “Hey! I am shrinking!” Soon all the 
children will be lovely little mice and the teachers will 
jump up on their desks and all hold up their dresses 



and shout “Can someone please get mouse traps and 
don‟t forget the cheese!” And all the mouse traps in 
every school will go snippy snip and snappy snap” 
declared the grand high witch. 

 “This evil plan is called Formula 86 Delay 
Action Mouse Maker” barked the grand high witch. 
“How do we make it o‟ brainy one!” asked the witches.  
“The first things you need to get are 40 brown mice. 
Cut off their tails and roast them in hair oil!” said the 
grand high witch. “Then to make the children small I 
got a telescope and boiled the small end of the telescope. 
Those are the easy parts! Now we are on to the tricky 
part. First you get the finest frog juice.  Then you get 
the big end of the telescope, crush it into little pieces 
and mix it up with everything else. Next you get a 
hawks egg, those silly hawk‟s always live high up 
trees,” boomed the grand high witch. “I am a bit old to 
go bird nesting!” said one of the old witches. “Next 



you get the beak of an eagle. Then you get the tooth of 
the pike and the ear of a hare and you mix everything 
up. It should make a pink liquid that you will mix into 
the sweets.” moaned the grand high witch.  

 “Our meeting is over until next year!” howled the 
grand high witch. Then the grand high witch yelled 
“Any questions?” “What if one of the sweets in our 
sweet shop is eaten by a grown-up?” asked a Dutch 
witch. “That‟s just too bad for the grown up! Our 
meeting is over!” screeched the grand high witch. 
 “What is that?” screamed one of the witches, 
“Every one stay still!”  “What is going on?” shouted 
the grand high witch.  “I smell dog‟s droppings!” said 
the witch. Another witch took a deep sniff and said 
with a jump “Dog‟s droppings! It‟s strong!” and they 
all held their noses in the air. They all yelled “dog 
droppings!” “Fish out that smell!” barked the grand 
high witch. 



  Luke made a run for it. T he six witches grabbed 
him. They grabbed me too. I got mad at Luke for sure. 
The grand high witch put Luke on a table and opened 
a bottle. She put it in Luke‟s mouth and she let him 
go. Luke jumped on the table. He began to shrink. 
Fur came out of his skin and he grew a tail. He was a 
mouse now! It was my turn. The grand high witch put 
the bottle down my throat. Fur and a tail grew out of 
my skin. I was now a mouse too. “Our meeting is over 
until next year!” barked the grand high witch. The 
witches all left the room. 

 James found us on one of the chairs. James said 
he knew where this freaky lady lived. I asked him if he 
could take us there and he said “Sure!” We got there 
before she did. I snuck under the door, got the bottle 
and I gave it to James. He ran to the kitchen and 
poured it into a pot of soup on the fire. The witches got 
back. One of the witches began to serve the soup. The 



withes all ate the soup. They all turned into mice and 
that was the end of the witches. 

By Liam O‟ Neill 
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