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Agatha and Ophelia made their way into the kitchen of their Rossmoor home, still bickering about 
Agatha’s spell to conjure a shade tree. 

“All I’m saying is I don’t think you should use your magic so publicly.  We shouldn’t attract so 
much attention. It’s a gigantic tree in the front yard that appeared overnight, “Ophelia warned as Agatha 
put on the squatty red kettle for their mid-morning tea.   

 “You worry too much, sister.  Our neighbors may think we’re eccentric, but they certainly don’t 
believe us to be witches.  Why, the very notion is ab– “ 

An unexpected shriek from the tea kettle brought Agatha’s argument to an abrupt end, and both sisters 
turned to face the stove.  Agatha had just put the kettle on the stovetop, and the water did not have 
time to boil.  Something was very wrong.  As they watched from across the room, the shrieking stopped 
and the squatty red tea kettle began to jiggle and dance atop the burner.  White billowy steam poured 
silently from the spout and gathered in small cloudy clusters near the ceiling.  Then as suddenly as it 
began, the squatty red tea kettle settled peacefully back onto the burner and the steam stopped, as 
though nothing had ever happened.   

After several nervous seconds, Ophelia took a deep breath and stepped forward.  The fluff along the 
ceiling suddenly began to swirl and combine into a single puffy cloud.  The swirling went faster and 
faster like a pinwheel caught in a hurricane until the white smoke became a grey cylinder that dipped 
toward the floor.  And then it stopped.  Papers and wooden spoons caught up in the swirl fell abruptly to 
the ground, and there stood, amid the clutter, a squat, red-faced man in an impeccable dove grey three-
piece suit.   

 “Has anyone seen my hat?  I’m fairly certain I had a hat.  I almost always have a hat.  No?  Well, 
never mind all that.  My name is Inspector Cornelius Beauregard Chapeau, and I am here on official 
business.  This,” he said with a bow and a flourish of arms, “is a Review.” 

Agatha and Ophelia gaped at the strange little hatless man standing unexpectedly in their kitchen, 
unsure of what to do next. 

 “A review of what exactly?,” ventured Ophelia when she had regained her composure. 

 “Why magic, of course.  We have a report of Magic Noticed,” explained Inspector Chapeau 
courteously as he picked invisible debris from a pristine sleeve. 

 “Magic Noticed?!  What is that?!  Who filed this report?!  Who are you?!  Why are you in our 
kitchen?!” Agatha had suddenly found her voice. 



 

 “I believe we’ve already covered who I am, and a report of Magic Noticed isn’t filed by anyone.  
It just is.  Someone in this house did magic and someone noticed it.  Magic should be felt but never seen,” 
the Inspector chided.  “Now, if you don’t mind, I need to see the offending tree.” 

 “The tree is hardly offensive,” protested Agatha, “it’s lovely.  The spell worked beautifully.  You 
should be complimenting me, not calling my tree names.” 

 “Ahhh, so you’re the witch who worked the spell.  Well, let’s go see this magnificent specimen!” 

And with that the Inspector marched briskly out of the kitchen toward the front door with an irate 
Agatha and an apprehensive Ophelia trailing close behind him.   

Outside, the Inspector paraded around the base of the majestic tree, occasionally poking the bark, and 
stopping briefly to note the neighbor across the street who was busy trimming a rose bush engulfed in 
blooms.  After a few quick sniffs of the air, the Inspector announced he needed a ladder and made his 
way toward the garage side door.  After a loud clatter of general garage debris that attracted the 
attention of the neighbor across the street, the Inspector emerged with a tall wooden ladder and 
propped it against the roof.  As Agatha, Ophelia, and Bob the neighbor looked on, the pristine fellow 
scurried up the ladder with surprising dexterity for a man in a bespoke suit and wing-tipped oxfords and 
stood triumphantly at the peak of the roof, turning and sniffing and shielding his eyes as he surveyed the 
whole of Rossmoor’s rooftops. 

Several minutes later, the well-dressed man descended the ladder, brushed off his clothes, and without 
a word, carried the ladder back into the garage. 

 “Are you quite finished?!,” demanded Agatha when he returned. 

With a sharp glance in her sister’s direction, Ophelia politely inquired, “Is there anything else you need, 
Inspector?  Some tea perhaps?  I apologize for not offering you tea when you arrived.” 

 “Tea?!?  How could we offer him tea,” Agatha stormed, “the man came OUT OF THE TEA KETTLE 
or have you forgotten!?!?” 

Across the street, Bob stood dumbstruck at this loud display by his usually quiet neighbors.  He had 
never seen the red-faced, grey-suited man before.  “He has clearly upset these nice ladies,” thought Bob, 
“maybe I should go over there.”  Bob took a step in their direction, but stopped when he noticed the trio 
spin and march single-file back into the house.  This was turning into a very weird day for Bob.  First a 
new tree in the yard and now a businessman on the roof.   

Back inside, the Inspector walked purposefully into the kitchen, plucked up the squatty red tea kettle, 
and strode off down the hall with the kettle under his arm.  Agatha and Ophelia were about to go after 
him when he suddenly reappeared in a dapper straw fedora and a brightly blossomed Hawaiian shirt.   

 “Ladies, I have inspected your tree, and while it is a fine tree to be certain, it has most definitely 
Been Noticed.  The report is correct, and I must send this information to the home office, but …,” he 
paused for effect, “… we have a development!  This whole neighborhood is filled with magic!  I don’t 



 

think I’ve ever seen so enchanted a place.  There is much to be studied here, and so,” he said with 
triumphant spreading of arms, “I am staying!” 

 

The End 

 

  


