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Above the misty mountains,

below a glowing moon, |
lived a lonely little Witchling:
with a wobbly, knobbly broom . .

And a squeaky, leaky cauldron,
and a not-so-pointy hat,
and a spell book full of spellings,

.in a cave of inky bats.




But deep inside
her Witchling heart

there was

b~y an empty space,
ow, the Little Witchling

didn’t mind
the beetles in her bed,
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N wish I had a fr iend,” she sighed,_.__;f}

“to fill this lonely place.”
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So she opened up her spell book

and she checked her shopping list,

-._,,-can t gl‘ OW one!
I can’t 'SeW one! Hmmm .
The Wltchlmg scratched her head

“I know!” she crled

“T’ll cast a spell . ..

for all the things she’d need to weave

2 friendship-making wish . ..




“At last,” the Little Witchling hummed,

rwax from a lizard . “my spell is almost ready!

All that’s missing is some furriness from . . . Oh!




