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The Spell of Mixed-Up
Words

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



In the village of Sunnymead, the spring celebration was the
best day of the year. Banners flapped, pies cooled on
windowsills, and everyone wore their brightest clothes. Tilly, a
small girl with curly black hair in two puffs, skipped through
the crowd. Her yellow tunic swished and her chalk bag
bounced at her belt. She loved noticing things, and today she
noticed a tall boy in a purple robe setting up a magic show.
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Magician Marlo was twelve, lanky, with messy orange hair and
a smudge of soot on one cheek. His robe was covered in gold
stars, and his pointed hat was far too big. He waved his
wooden wand and said, "Watch this!" A puff of pink smoke
spiraled up. The crowd clapped. Tilly watched closely, her
round dark eyes shining. She noticed his wand was trembling
just a little.



Marlo wanted to cast a spell of happy cheering. He cleared his
throat and chanted, 'Sparkle, sprinkle, spell so bright, make
this celebration light!' But his wand slipped, and the words
came out tangled. A giant flash of purple light whooshed over
the village square. When the smoke cleared, everyone blinked.
Marlo's green eyes went wide. 'Oh no,' he whispered. "That
was not the right spell.'




Gran Fenna, round and calm in her green shawl, was the first
to speak. She smiled at the baker and said, 'Please pass the
sunshine, dear.' The baker looked puzzled. 'Sunshine?' he
asked. Gran Fenna pointed at the bread. 'Yes, the sunshine for
my tea.' But the word 'sunshine' was not what she meant. It
was as if her words had been stirred like soup.
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Soon the whole square was bubbling with mixed-up words. A
farmer asked for an umbrella when he wanted a sandwich. A
mother called her dog 'Carrot' instead of 'Pip.' Pip, a small
shaggy dog with floppy brown ears, tilted his head and wagged
his tail. Tilly giggled, but she saw that people were getting
frustrated. 'What is happening?' cried the baker. 'My words are
all wrong!"



Marlo's face turned pale under his freckles. 'l think my spell
mixed up your words,' he said. 'I'm so sorry!' But even his
apology came out strange: 'I think my shell micked up your
birds.' The villagers gasped. Gran Fenna patted Marlo's arm.
'‘Don't panic, young man. We'll sort this out.' But nobody could
understand anybody. Confusion spread like jam on toast.
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Tilly watched the chaos with her patient, observant eyes. She
noticed that when the baker drew a picture of a loaf on a
napkin, everyone understood. When Gran Fenna pointed at her
basket of vegetables, people knew what she meant. Words
were tangled, but pictures and gestures still worked perfectly.
Tilly's chalk bag felt heavy at her belt. She had an idea.
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Tilly climbed onto a wooden crate and clapped her hands.
'Listen!' she called. 'Our words are mixed up, but we can still
draw!' She pulled a piece of chalk from her bag and drew a big
sun on the ground. Then she pointed at it and smiled. The
villagers nodded slowly. 'Let's try,' said Gran Fenna, her warm
amber eyes crinkling. 'Draw what you need.'
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The baker drew a loaf of bread, and the farmer understood.
The farmer drew a carrot, and Gran Fenna nodded. Pip barked
happily, and Tilly drew a bone. Everyone laughed. Even Marlo
drew a picture of his wand with a big question mark. 'I need to
fix the spell,’ his drawing said. The villagers nodded. They
would use pictures and patience while Marlo searched for a
way to reverse the magic.
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Marlo hurried to his spellbook, flipping pages with shaky
hands. But his words were still mixed up, and the spellbook's
instructions were a jumble. 'Revert the verse,' he muttered.
'‘Rehearse the vert.' Nothing worked. He slumped down, his
big hat drooping. 'I'll never fix it," he sighed. But Tilly brought
him a piece of chalk and said, 'Draw the spell. Maybe that will
help.'




Marlo's eyes lit up. He took the chalk and drew the spell's
pattern on the ground—a circle with a star and a swirl. As he
drew, he remembered the correct words. 'Sparkle, sprinkle,
spell so bright, make this celebration right!' He waved his
wand, and a gentle golden light spread over the square. But
nothing happened. 'Maybe it needs more patience,' Tilly said
gently.




The villagers kept using their drawings. Gran Fenna drew a
teapot, and the baker brought her tea. The farmer drew a
wagon, and his neighbor helped load it. People slowed down
and paid attention. They laughed when Pip was called 'Carrot'
and drew a carrot next to his name. Patience grew like a
garden. Tilly drew a heart on the ground, and everyone
understood: we are all in this together.
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Then Marlo had another idea. He asked Tilly to draw the
spell's pattern on a big board while he spoke the words. As
Tilly drew, Marlo chanted slowly, matching his words to her
chalk lines. 'Sparkle, sprinkle, spell so bright, make this
celebration right!" A warm breeze swirled through the square.
The mixed-up words lifted like dandelion seeds and floated
away. Suddenly, everyone could speak clearly again!
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The villagers cheered. 'l can say sandwich!' shouted the
farmer. 'And I can say Pip!' laughed the mother. Pip wagged
his tail and barked. Gran Fenna hugged Marlo and Tilly. ‘You
two were clever and patient,' she said. Marlo blushed. 'I'm
sorry for the trouble,' he said. 'But I learned something
important: clear communication takes patience and creativity.'
Tilly grinned and petted Pip.




The celebration continued with even more joy. People drew
pictures for fun and told stories about the mixed-up day. Tilly
drew a picture of the whole village holding hands. Marlo
tucked his wand away carefully and promised to practice his
spells. Gran Fenna passed around sandwiches and tea, and
everyone understood every word. Pip got a bone and a new
drawing of himself with floppy ears.
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As the sun set, Tilly sat with Marlo and Gran Fenna. 'Words
are wonderful,' Tilly said, 'but pictures and patience help when
words get tangled.' Marlo nodded. 'I'll be more careful with
magic,' he said. Gran Fenna smiled her warm smile. 'And we'll
always remember to listen and be kind.' Pip curled up at Tilly's
feet, and the village of Sunnymead glowed with friendship and
understanding.




