
The Magic Frying PanThe Magic Frying Pan
by P.G. Bellby P.G. Bell

A deleted scene from The Beanstalk MurderA deleted scene from The Beanstalk Murder

“Ah, there you are, bach,” said Eira. Her brows knitted together briefly when she saw that Anwen 
had returned from the market empty handed, but the look passed in a moment and she gestured 
to the woman standing in front of her. “You know Sara Jenkins. Or Sara Pendragon, as was. She 
married Jon Jenkins, that young wheelwright over in Yoke, last week.”

“Congratulations,” said Anwen, barely sparing Sara a second look. “Grandma, we’ve got a 
problem. Farmer Cai-”

But Eira held up a finger for silence. “Sara’s come to us for help, bach. And what do we always 
do before helping ourselves?”

Anwen stood there with her mouth open, itching to blurt out the news about Cai’s mysterious 
absence, but a raised eyebrow from Aunty Eira made her shut it again. Trying to argue would only 
waste time. “We help others,” she said.

Eira nodded her approval. “Carry on, Sara, my love. You were just telling me about your 
frying pan.”

Sara clasped it to her chest like a shield. “It’s magic,” she said. “Or at least it’s supposed to be. 
But I can’t get it to work.” Her grip on the pan tightened. “It was a wedding gift from Jon’s mam, 
y’see. And she got it from her mam before her. Gladys, her name was, and they say she was the 
best cook in the Pold.”

 “In the whole kingdom, more like,” said Eira. “Gladys Jenkins could make any meal a feast. 
We always used to look forward to the midsummer dance when I was girl, because Gladys did the 
catering, may she rest in peace.”

 “May she rest in peace,” echoed Sara. “Anyway, they say Gladys caught a pixie under the full 
moon one night, and wouldn’t let him go until he agreed to enchant her best frying pan.”

 Despite her impatience, Anwen couldn’t help being a little curious. Pixies were rare creatures, 
and she’d never seen their magic in action. She looked at the pan with newfound interest. “What 
does the enchantment do?” she asked.
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 “It makes sure that everything you cook in the pan comes out tasting perfect,” said Sara. “Or 
it did, until I tried it.” She looked suddenly distraught. “I’ve burned everything I’ve cooked since 
the wedding! Bacon, eggs, even greens! And Jon’s family are all coming round for dinner 
tomorrow, and they’re expecting something delicious, and I don’t know what to do!” Her knucles 
whitened around the pan’s handle. “I think I’ve broken the enchantment. Please, can you put a 
new one on it for me?” She thrust the pan towards Eira, who took it and examined it closely. 

 “It’s a good, solid bit of work, this,” she said, rapping her knuckles against its bottom. “Why 
don’t you take a look, Anwen, and tell me if  this isn’t a good, solid bit of work?”

 She handed it over with a faint smile that told Anwen she had already found whatever she’d 
been looking for in the pan, and now wanted to see if  Anwen could find it as well.

 “I’m sure it’s lovely, Grandma, but I really need to-”

 Eira raised her finger again. “Sara here deserves our best.”

 Sara gave Anwen a pleading, helpless look. 

 With a sigh, Anwen ran her fingers over the pan’s surface. It was pitted and scarred from 
countless hours sitting on the hob, and had aged into something that look more like coal than 
iron. She turned it over, searching for anything out of the ordinary, but there was nothing to be 
seen. Finally, she closed her eyes and pressed her hand flat to the underside of the pan, trying to 
feel the tell-tale pulse of old magic, but the metal was totally lifeless.

 “Well?” Eira was watching her with steady, expectant eyes. 

 “I’m not sure this has ever had any magic in it,” said Anwen. “Has it?”

 Sara jumped up, as if  one of the bees had stung her. “But it has!” she cried. “Jon’s mam never 
burned a meal in all her life, and her cooking was the best in Yoke! She was famous for it!”

 At that moment the kettle between them began to boil, emitting a high-pitched whistle and a 
thin jet of steam.

 “I tell you what,” said Eira. “Why don’t you sit down and have a nice cup of tea with me, 
while Anwen pops her head into the boat and fetches out something that I think will help you. 
Anwen, if  you look behind the stove, you’ll find a red wooden box. Fetch out the thing you find 
inside it, there’s a good girl.”

 Anwen ducked her head and climbed into Cartref. The boat’s interior was cramped, but 
every scrap of space had been put to good use. The walls were lined with tiny pigeon holes, each 
one carefully labelled and filled with all manner of objects, from thimbles and polished stones, to 
old spoons, loose buttons, jars full of pins, and wine bottle corks. Bunches of herbs hung upside 
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down from the ceiling, forcing Anwen to crouch even lower as she approached the pot-bellied 
stove that stood at the aft end, filling Cartref with a comfortable warmth. She reached behind it, 
being careful not to burn herself  on the hot metal, and retrieved the red box from the midst of a 
stack of leather-bound books. Then she knelt in front of the stove and opened the lid.

The box was full of sawdust, and nestled inside it was a sand timer, a little longer than her 
middle finger. She carried it outside to Sara, who looked at it with a puzzled expression. 

 “So is this magic?”

 “No,” said Eira. “It’s just sand. Off a beach somewhere, I expect.”

 “Then how will it help?”

 Eira patted her on the knee. “Anwen’s right, my love. Your frying pan isn’t magic, and it 
never was. Not when your Jon’s mother owned it, and not when Gladys owned it either.”

 “But what about the pixie?”

 Eira waved the idea away like smoke. “Gladys was probably just sick of people asking what 
her secret was, so she span them a yarn about a pixie to shut them up. The truth is, there was no 
secret to her cooking - she just practiced hard for years until she got very good at it. And it’s the 
same with your mother-in-law. She was trained by Gladys just as soon as she was old enough to 
hold a whisk. And now the mantle’s fallen to you.”

 “But I don’t know how to cook!” said Sara.

 “Of course you don’t,” said Eira. “You’ve never had to, until now. That’s what this is for.” 
She tapped the timer with her fingertip. “The sand falls for three minutes, which is perfect for soft 
boiled eggs and bacon, as long as you don’t want it too crispy. Have you been greasing the pan 
with butter before you start frying?”

 Sara’s eyes widened. “Am I supposed to?”

 Eira smiled. “Dear me. Perhaps a quick lesson is in order.” 
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