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Milo and the Friendly Halloween Witch

The Witch in the Pumpkin Patch

Milo loved Halloween more than any other night of the year.

He loved the way the whole village smelled like cinnamon and warm apple cider. He loved the paper bats his mother hung from the ceiling and the little orange candles that flickered in every window. Most of all, he loved the feeling that something magical might happen at any moment.

On this Halloween evening, Milo stood at his bedroom window and watched the sun sink behind the hills. The sky turned pink, then purple, then a deep, velvety blue. One by one, the stars popped out like tiny sugar candies.

“Almost time,” Milo whispered to himself.

He was seven years old, with messy brown hair and a smile that showed a missing tooth right in the front. His costume this year was a brave explorer. He wore a brown vest, a floppy hat, and carried a little telescope that really worked, if you held it just right and squinted a lot.

Downstairs, his mother was setting out a bowl of candy for the trick-or-treaters.

“Milo,” she called up the stairs, “are you ready? Your friends will be here soon!”

“Coming!” Milo shouted.

But just as he turned away from the window, something caught his eye.

Down below, at the edge of the village, a soft orange light was glowing.

Milo pressed his nose against the glass and looked closer. It wasn’t a lantern. It wasn’t a candle. It was a footprint.

A glowing orange footprint.

And then another one.

And another.

They made a little trail, like someone had walked right through the grass and left sparks behind.

“Whoa,” Milo breathed.

He had lived in Moonlight Village his whole life, and he had never seen anything like this. The footprints seemed to shimmer and dance, as if they were made of tiny fireflies.

“Milo!” his mother called again.

“Just one second!”

Milo grabbed his telescope and his explorer hat. He tiptoed down the stairs and slipped out the back door before anyone could stop him.

The night air was cool and crisp. It smelled like leaves and pumpkin spice. Milo pulled his vest tight and followed the glowing footprints.

They led past the old oak tree where he and his friends liked to climb.

They led past the little bridge where ducks swam in the daytime.

They led past the last house in the village, where Mrs. Pringle always gave out the biggest chocolate bars.

And then the footprints turned toward the old pumpkin patch.

Milo stopped.

Everyone in Moonlight Village knew about the old pumpkin patch. It sat at the edge of the woods, where the trees grew tall and the shadows grew long. Some kids said it was haunted. Others said it was just abandoned. Nobody ever went there.

But tonight, the pumpkin patch was glowing.

Not just a little. It was glowing a lot.

Warm orange light spilled over the fence and painted the grass in golden stripes. Milo could see pumpkins of every size, from tiny ones the size of his fist to giant ones taller than his head. They all seemed to be humming with a soft, happy light.

Milo’s heart beat fast. He felt nervous, but he also felt curious. His feet wanted to run home, but his heart wanted to see what was happening.

“Explorers don’t turn back,” he whispered to himself. “Explorers keep going.”

He took a deep breath and pushed open the creaky wooden gate.

The pumpkin patch was even more magical inside. The pumpkins glowed like friendly little moons. Fireflies drifted between the vines. Somewhere nearby, a cricket was chirping a happy song.

And then Milo saw her.

At the far end of the patch, a girl was kneeling next to a giant pumpkin. She wore a pointy purple hat and a long black dress with silver stars stitched on it. Her hair was bright orange, like the pumpkins around her, and it stuck out in wild, curly tangles.

She was holding a wand and waving it at the pumpkin.

“Come on,” she muttered. “Work. Please work.”

The wand went *sputter... fizzle... pop!*

A tiny puff of purple smoke floated up and disappeared.

The girl sighed and flopped backward onto the grass.

“It’s no use,” she groaned. “My magic is broken.”

Milo stepped forward. A dry leaf crunched under his shoe.

The girl sat up fast. Her eyes went wide.

“Who’s there?” she said.

Milo’s heart pounded. But he stood up straight and tall, just like a brave explorer should.

“I’m Milo,” he said. “I followed the glowing footprints. Are... are you a witch?”

The girl looked at him for a long moment. Then she smiled a big, friendly smile.

“I am,” she said. “My name is Winnie. And I think I might be in trouble.”

Milo looked at the wand in her hand. He looked at the pumpkins all around them. Some of them were glowing bright. But others were flickering, like candles about to go out.

“What kind of trouble?” he asked.

Winnie stood up and brushed leaves off her dress. She looked worried.

“The Halloween lights are going out all over the village,” she said. “And it’s all my fault.”

Milo’s eyes went wide.

“Your fault?” he said. “How?”

Winnie opened her mouth to answer.

But before she could say a word, the biggest pumpkin in the patch went *pop!* and its light went out completely.

The darkness crept closer.

And somewhere in the woods behind them, something went *bump.*

Milo grabbed his hat.

“What was that?” he whispered.

Winnie grabbed his hand.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I think we’re about to find out.”

The two of them stood very still, listening to the dark.
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A Very Strange Halloween Surprise

Milo and Winnie stood frozen in the dark.

*Bump.*

There it was again. Closer this time.

Winnie squeezed Milo’s hand. “Maybe it’s just a rabbit,” she whispered.

“Do rabbits go *bump*?” Milo whispered back.

“I don’t think so.”

*Bump. Bump. BUMP.*

Something big was moving through the woods. Milo could hear leaves crunching and branches snapping. He could see shadows shifting between the trees.

Then a giant pumpkin rolled out of the forest.

It was huge — bigger than a wagon wheel. It bounced over the grass and came straight toward them.

“Look out!” Milo shouted.

He and Winnie jumped apart just as the pumpkin rolled between them. It bounced off a fence post, spun around twice, and flopped onto its side.

Milo stared at it. The pumpkin stared back. At least, it would have, if pumpkins had eyes.

“That was close,” Milo said, catching his breath.

Winnie didn’t answer. She was looking at the forest.

“Um... Milo?” she said. “There’s more.”

Milo turned.

Out of the woods came another pumpkin. Then another. Then a whole parade of them — big ones, small ones, round ones, bumpy ones. They rolled and bounced and tumbled into the pumpkin patch like they were running from something.

One tiny pumpkin rolled right up to Milo’s feet and stopped.

“Hello,” Milo said politely.

The pumpkin wobbled.

Milo blinked. “Did that pumpkin just wobble at me?”

“I think so,” said Winnie.

Then a voice came from the woods. It was a deep, rumbly voice, and it sounded very grumpy.

“Wait for me!”

Milo’s eyes went wide. He grabbed his telescope and held it up like a shield.

A figure stomped out of the trees. It was tall and made of straw, with a floppy hat and a big orange scarf. Its arms were sticks, and its head was a sack with a painted-on smile.

It was a scarecrow.

But not a scary scarecrow. Actually, he looked a little silly. His hat was crooked. His scarf was tangled. And one of his button eyes was hanging by a thread.

The scarecrow stopped and put his stick-hands on his hips.

“Well,” he huffed. “That was rude. Running off like that. I was *talking* to you!”

He was talking to the pumpkins.

Milo looked at Winnie. Winnie looked at Milo.

“Did that scarecrow just talk?” Milo asked.

“I think so,” Winnie said again.

The scarecrow turned and saw them. His painted smile didn’t move, but his button eyes went wide.

“Oh!” he said. “Visitors! How nice!” He tried to tip his hat, but it fell off. “Oops. Pardon me.”

He bent down to pick it up. His straw stuffing rustled.

Milo’s mouth was hanging open. He quickly closed it.

“Hello,” he said. “I’m Milo. Are you... alive?”

The scarecrow straightened up and plopped his hat back on his head. “Alive? Well, that’s a funny question. I’m not sure I was alive this morning. But here I am, walking and talking and chasing after these rascally pumpkins.” He shook his head. “Something strange is going on tonight.”

Winnie stepped forward. Her face looked worried.

“Oh no,” she said. “Oh no, oh no, oh no.”

“What is it?” Milo asked.

Winnie pointed her wand at the scarecrow. She waved it and said, “Abracadabra, make him sleep!”

*Sputter... fizzle... pop!*

A puff of green smoke floated up. The scarecrow didn’t fall asleep. Instead, his hat turned bright blue.

“Hey!” he said. “I liked my brown hat.”

“Sorry!” Winnie said. “Sorry, sorry!” She turned to Milo. “My magic is all mixed up. It’s making things come alive that shouldn’t be alive. And it’s making things go dark that should be glowing. This is a big problem.”

Milo looked around the pumpkin patch. Some pumpkins were still glowing. But others had gone dark. The scarecrow was alive. And more pumpkins kept rolling out of the woods.

“What happened?” Milo asked. “Why is your magic broken?”

Winnie bit her lip. “I don’t know. I was practicing a spell to make the Halloween lanterns shine extra bright. But something went wrong. Now everything is topsy-turvy.”

The scarecrow walked over to them. He moved in a wobbly way, like a puppet with loose strings.

“Excuse me,” he said. “Did I hear you say you’re a witch?”

Winnie nodded. “I am. My name is Winnie.”

The scarecrow bowed. “Delighted. I’m Mr. Pockets. I’ve been standing in this pumpkin patch
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