The Bag of Flour

There once was a woman who lived in Cheadle, which was a sunny countryside with wide-open fields, bright sky and long distance views. The woman had just decided that she wanted to bake for the town. She had walked to the mill, which was at the edge of town.

She was on her way back from the mill with the flour on top of her head when she met an old witch. The witch was skinny with long hair that was actually a wig and she grew a beard. She had teeth like icebergs and legs like wood.

The witch said, “What is that?” 

“It is flour,” replied the woman. 

“No, it’s manure! Ha, ha, ha,” the witch cackled. The witch made her feel uncomfortable so she looked in the bag when the witch had gone and she found it was manure. She walked home disappointed and put the manure next to the pigsty.

Later that night the woman’s husband came home saying, “Why is the flour next to the pigsty?” 

The woman said, “It is manure.” 

“No, it is not,” replied the husband, “Come and have a look.”  

And there as he had said, there was flour spilling on the floor.

 “Hooray!” said the woman and she made cakes for everyone in the town. That was the first time ever that the witch had changed something back to normal.

