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Chapter 1: The Little Ghost Who Couldn't Sleep
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	When Oliver went to bed on Halloween night, the whole neighborhood was still awake.

	He could hear children laughing outside.

	Bells jingled.

	Someone shouted, “Happy Halloween!”

	And every few minutes, another door opened as children went trick-or-treating.

	Oliver smiled and pulled his blanket up to his chin.

	He loved Halloween.

	But he was tired.

	Very tired.

	He closed his eyes.

	Then he heard a tiny sound.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	Oliver opened one eye.

	The sound came from his window.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	Tap.

	He sat up.

	“Who is there?”

	Nothing happened.

	Oliver climbed out of bed and walked toward the window.

	He pulled the curtain aside.

	A tiny ghost floated outside.

	Oliver recognized him immediately.

	“Boo?”

	The little ghost looked embarrassed.

	“Hello.”

	“What are you doing here?”

	Boo sighed.

	“I can't sleep.”

	Oliver opened the window.

	“You're a ghost. Do ghosts sleep?”

	“Of course we do.”

	Boo floated into the bedroom.

	“At least we're supposed to.”

	Oliver sat on the edge of his bed.

	“Why can't you sleep?”

	“I keep thinking about tomorrow.”

	“Tomorrow?”

	“After Halloween.”

	Boo looked down at his hands.

	“Every Halloween, I get to spend the whole night with everyone. But when Halloween ends, everyone goes home. The decorations disappear. The pumpkins are thrown away. And everything becomes quiet.”

	Oliver understood.

	“You don't like when Halloween ends.”

	Boo shook his head.

	“No.”

	Oliver thought for a moment.

	“Maybe you're trying too hard to stay awake because you don't want the night to end.”

	Boo blinked.

	“Maybe.”

	Oliver opened his window wider.

	“Come outside.”

	They sat together on the roof above the porch.

	The neighborhood looked beautiful.

	Orange pumpkins glowed beside front doors.

	Paper bats hung from trees.

	Lanterns shone along the sidewalks.

	A few children still walked home with bags full of candy.

	Boo watched them quietly.

	“It really is beautiful.”

	Oliver nodded.

	“But you know something?”

	“What?”

	“Tomorrow, the decorations might come down.”

	Boo looked worried.

	“But the memories won't.”

	Boo smiled a little.

	Oliver pointed toward the street.

	“Remember the Halloween parade?”

	Boo nodded.

	“And the treasure hunt?”

	“Yes.”

	“And when you made all those children laugh?”

	Boo smiled.

	“I remember.”

	“Those things don't disappear just because Halloween ends.”

	Boo thought about that.

	Then he yawned.

	A very big ghostly yawn.

	Oliver laughed.

	“You're tired.”

	“I am not.”

	Boo yawned again.

	Oliver opened the bedroom window.

	“Come on.”

	Boo floated inside.

	Oliver made a little space beside his pillow.

	Boo stared at it.

	“Am I allowed to sleep here?”

	“Sure.”

	Boo floated down.

	He closed his eyes.

	For a few seconds, nothing happened.

	Then he whispered,

	“Oliver?”

	“Yes?”

	“Will Halloween come back next year?”

	“Of course.”

	“Promise?”

	“Promise.”

	Boo smiled.

	His little ghostly body became softer and almost transparent.

	Within minutes, he was asleep.

	Oliver climbed into bed too.

	Outside, the last Halloween lanterns glowed beneath the moon.

	The street became quiet.

	And for the first time that night, Oliver felt completely peaceful.

	Halloween was ending.

	But that was okay.

	There would always be another Halloween.

	And there would always be new memories waiting to be made.

	 

	A Little Thought to Remember:
Good things don't have to last forever to be special. The happy memories we make can stay with us long after the special moment is over.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: The Pumpkin That Glowed at Midnight
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	Every October, Mrs. Green grew pumpkins in her backyard.

	Some were tiny.

	Some were round.

	Some were so large that Oliver needed both hands to carry them.

	But one pumpkin was different.

	It was the biggest pumpkin Oliver had ever seen.

	And nobody was allowed to touch it.

	“It belongs to my grandmother,” Mrs. Green explained.

	“Your grandmother?” Oliver asked.

	“She planted the first pumpkin seeds many years ago.”

	The pumpkin sat in the middle of the garden.

	It was bright orange and perfectly round.

	Oliver noticed something strange about it.

	It seemed to glow.

	“Does it have a light inside?”

	Mrs. Green smiled.

	“Not yet.”

	That evening, Oliver went home.

	Halloween was only a few hours away.

	He ate dinner.

	He put on his costume.

	Then he went outside to see the decorations.

	At exactly midnight, Oliver woke up.

	His room was completely dark.

	Then something orange appeared outside his window.

	Oliver sat up.

	The light grew brighter.

	He looked outside.

	Mrs. Green's giant pumpkin was glowing.

	Oliver quickly put on his slippers.

	He ran downstairs.

	Outside, the pumpkin was shining like a little lantern.

	Oliver walked toward it.

	“Mrs. Green?”

	No answer.

	The pumpkin glowed brighter.

	Oliver touched it.

	It was warm.

	Then he heard a tiny sound.

	“Hello?”

	Oliver jumped.

	“Who said that?”

	The pumpkin made another sound.

	“Over here.”

	Oliver looked around.

	A tiny ghost floated beside the pumpkin.

	It was Boo.

	“You scared me!”

	“Sorry.”

	Boo pointed at the pumpkin.

	“It started glowing.”

	“I can see that.”

	“Do you know why?”

	Oliver shook his head.

	They waited.

	The pumpkin continued to glow.

	Then Oliver noticed something.

	A tiny crack had appeared near the bottom.

	He crouched down.

	There was something underneath.

	A small wooden box.

	Oliver carefully pulled it out.

	Inside was an old photograph.

	It showed Mrs. Green as a little girl.

	She was standing beside the same pumpkin patch.

	On the back of the photograph was a note.

	Plant kindness, and something wonderful will grow.

	Oliver smiled.

	“That's beautiful.”

	Boo looked at the glowing pumpkin.

	“But why is it glowing?”

	Oliver thought about the note.

	Maybe the pumpkin wasn't really magical.

	Maybe the light came from something else.

	They looked around the garden.

	Oliver noticed tiny solar lights hidden beneath the leaves.

	One of them was shining directly through the pumpkin.

	Boo laughed.

	“So the pumpkin isn't magic.”

	Oliver smiled.

	“Maybe it is a little bit magical.”

	Just then, Mrs. Green appeared at the back door.

	She smiled when she saw them.

	“I wondered when someone would discover it.”

	“You knew?”

	Mrs. Green nodded.

	“My grandmother created the glowing pumpkin years ago.”

	She explained that every Halloween, she turned it on at midnight.

	“It reminds me of her.”

	Oliver looked at the photograph again.

	“So the pumpkin isn't just a decoration.”

	“No,” Mrs. Green said.

	“It is a memory.”

	The three of them stood quietly in the garden.

	The pumpkin glowed beneath the stars.

	Boo smiled.

	“I think that's better than real magic.”

	Oliver nodded.

	“It is.”

	Mrs. Green gave them each a warm cup of cocoa.

	They sat beneath the porch light and watched the pumpkin shine.

	By the time Oliver returned home, the sky was beginning to brighten.

	He climbed into bed.

	Before closing his eyes, he looked through the window.

	The pumpkin was still glowing.

	And somehow, Oliver knew it would always remind him of that quiet Halloween night.

	 

	A Little Thought to Remember:
Sometimes the most magical things are connected to people we love. A simple object can become precious because of the memories attached to it. 

	 


Chapter 3: The Black Cat's Cozy Halloween
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	Midnight the black cat had a strange habit.

	Every Halloween evening, she disappeared.

	Nobody knew where she went.

	Oliver had seen her leave Mrs. Green's porch many times.

	She always walked down Maple Street.

	Then she vanished.

	One Halloween, Oliver decided to follow her.

	He waited until the sun went down.

	Midnight appeared beside the porch.

	She stretched.

	Then she walked away.

	Oliver followed quietly.

	The cat crossed the street.

	She passed the old oak tree.

	Then she turned toward the park.

	Oliver expected her to disappear.

	Instead, she walked through a small opening in the hedge.

	Oliver followed.

	On the other side was a tiny garden.

	He had never seen it before.

	There was a wooden bench.

	A little table.

	And dozens of small lanterns.

	Midnight jumped onto the bench.

	Oliver whispered,

	“Is this your secret place?”

	The cat purred.

	Then she curled up.

	Oliver sat beside her.

	The garden was quiet.

	Far away, they could hear children laughing.

	The smell of pumpkin pie drifted through the air.

	Oliver smiled.

	“This is actually really nice.”

	Midnight opened one eye.

	Then she jumped down.

	She walked toward the table.

	On it was a small basket.

	Inside were cat treats.

	Oliver laughed.

	“So this is your Halloween party.”

	Midnight purred.

	Suddenly, a little girl appeared through the hedge.

	Oliver recognized her.

	It was Lily.

	“You found Midnight!”

	Oliver nodded.

	“What is this place?”

	Lily smiled.

	“It belongs to my grandmother.”

	She explained that her grandmother had created the garden many years ago.

	Midnight had discovered it when she was a kitten.

	“Every Halloween, she comes here.”

	Lily sat beside Oliver.

	“She doesn't like all the noise.”

	Oliver understood.

	There were fireworks.

	Music.

	Children shouting.

	Dogs barking.

	The little garden was peaceful.

	Midnight curled up between them.

	Lily placed a tiny blanket beside her.

	“She always sleeps here for a while.”

	Oliver smiled.

	“Maybe she just needs a quiet place.”

	Lily nodded.

	For the next hour, they sat together.

	They didn't talk much.

	They listened to the wind.

	They watched the lanterns.

	Midnight slept peacefully.

	Then a soft breeze moved through the trees.

	The lanterns flickered.

	Oliver looked up.

	The moon was shining through the branches.

	“This might be my favorite Halloween place,” he whispered.

	Lily smiled.

	“Mine too.”

	Eventually, Midnight woke up.

	She stretched.

	Then she walked toward the hedge.

	“Time to go home,” Lily said.

	They followed her back to Maple Street.

	Midnight returned to the porch as if nothing had happened.

	Oliver looked at her.

	“You have a secret life, don't you?”

	Midnight blinked.

	Then she curled up on the doorstep.

	Oliver laughed.

	He never told anyone about the secret garden.

	Some places were special because they were quiet.

	And some secrets were worth keeping.

	 

	A Little Thought to Remember:
Being quiet and taking time to rest can be just as important as having fun. Everyone deserves a peaceful place where they can feel safe and comfortable.

	 

images/image.png





images/image-2.png





cover.jpeg





images/image-1.png





