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Chapter One: A New Town and Strict Rules
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Hazel Moon had been living in Oakhaven for exactly eleven days, and she already missed home.

Not the house.

The house was lovely.

It had crooked windows, a chimney that puffed little clouds of silver smoke, and a garden where moonflowers opened their petals whenever the sun went down. Her new bedroom had a purple quilt, a cozy window seat, and a bookshelf shaped like a tree.

But it wasn't home.

Home was the little witching village where Hazel had lived before.

Home was where her friends, Willow and Poppy, lived three houses away. It was where Hazel had learned to fly a broom without crashing into a chimney and where everyone knew how to make their shoelaces tie themselves.

Most importantly, everyone there was a witch.

Hazel sat on her bedroom windowsill and watched the neighborhood below.

Oakhaven looked ordinary.

Very ordinary.

There were neat little houses with green lawns. There were bicycles leaning against fences. A golden retriever barked at a mail carrier.

And there were children.

Hazel watched two girls race down the sidewalk on scooters.

She sighed.

"I wonder what it's like to have friends who don't know what a moonbeam potion is."

From the foot of her bed came a deep, offended voice.

"Probably terribly boring."

Hazel looked down.

Barnaby, her black cat, was washing one paw.

"You're supposed to be encouraging me."

"I am encouraging you," Barnaby said. "I'm encouraging you to stay indoors."

Hazel smiled.

"You just don't want me to make friends because you don't like people."

"I like people."

"You hissed at the mail carrier."

"He surprised me."

"You were sitting in the mailbox."

"That was my mailbox."

Hazel giggled.

Barnaby was her familiar, a magical cat who had been assigned to her when she was six. He was black from whiskers to tail tip, except for one tiny white patch beneath his chin.

He could speak, cast small spells, and turn invisible when he was particularly annoyed.

Unfortunately, he also believed he was extremely important.

"Besides," Barnaby continued, "your parents said you shouldn't go wandering around with regular humans."

Hazel's smile disappeared.

Her parents had said that many times.

At dinner that evening, Hazel sat between her mother and father at the kitchen table. A bubbling pot of pumpkin soup floated gently above the table before settling into its bowl.

Her father cleared his throat.

"Hazel, there is something we need to remind you about."

Hazel already knew what it was.

"The rules."

Her mother nodded.

"The most important rule."

Hazel lowered her eyes.

"Never reveal magic to regular people."

"And?" her father asked.

"Don't make human friends."

Her mother reached across the table and squeezed Hazel's hand.

"It's not because humans are bad, sweetheart. It's because they don't understand magic."

"And people can become frightened by things they don't understand," her father added.

Hazel poked her soup with a spoon.

"But what if they're nice?"

Her parents exchanged a worried glance.

"Nice people can still be afraid," her mother said gently.

Barnaby, who was eating fish beneath the table, muttered, "I personally find humans more troublesome than frightening."

Hazel smiled despite herself.

But later that night, as she climbed into bed, the house seemed very quiet.

She looked out the window again.

Somewhere down the street, children were laughing.

Hazel wished she could laugh with them.

She wished she could have a friend who didn't already know every spell she could cast.

She wished she didn't have to hide.

Outside, the autumn wind rattled the leaves.

And on Hazel's calendar, circled in bright orange, was one very special day.

Halloween.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: Costumes and Candy
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Halloween arrived in a whirl of orange leaves, chilly wind, and the delicious smell of cinnamon.

All day long, Hazel could hardly sit still.

By sunset, Oakhaven had transformed.

Jack-o'-lanterns glowed from porches. Skeletons dangled from trees. Paper bats fluttered from windows.

And children filled the sidewalks.

Hazel peeked through the curtains.

They were dressed as superheroes, princesses, ghosts, pirates, dinosaurs, and even one very convincing chicken.

Then Hazel looked at her own costume.

Her real witch robes were hanging in the closet.

She had always loved them.

The deep purple fabric was embroidered with tiny silver stars. Her pointed hat had a crooked brim, and the buckle on her shoes was shaped like a crescent moon.

Hazel touched the robes.

Halloween was different.

Tonight, she wouldn't have to pretend.

She could wear her real witch clothes, walk among regular children, and everyone would simply think she was pretending.

Hazel's heart gave a hopeful little leap.

"I'll only go for a little while," she whispered.

Barnaby appeared in the doorway.

"Absolutely not."

Hazel froze.

"How did you know what I was thinking?"

"I'm a magical cat. Also, you have the world's most obvious face."

Hazel put on her robes.

Barnaby groaned.

"Wonderful. We're doomed."

Ten minutes later, Hazel was creeping down the front steps.

Barnaby followed.

"You realize this is against the rules."

"I'll be careful."

"You said that last week before you accidentally turned your toothbrush into a worm."

"It was a very small worm."

"It was in my water dish."

Hazel giggled.

Then she stepped onto the sidewalk.

For the first time since moving to Oakhaven, she wasn't lonely.

She walked beneath the glowing porch lights, carrying a little pumpkin-shaped candy bucket.

At the next corner, three girls were standing together.

One wore a sparkling fairy costume.

One was dressed as a detective.

And one had a cape covered in silver stars.

The girl in the fairy costume noticed Hazel.

"Whoa!"

Hazel stopped.

"Your costume is amazing!"

The detective girl leaned closer.

"Where did you get that?"

Hazel swallowed.

"I... made it."

That wasn't exactly a lie. Her mother had sewn it.

"It's so realistic," said the fairy.

"I'm Maya," said the girl in the silver cape.

"I'm Lily," said the detective.

"And I'm Sophie."

Hazel smiled.

"I'm Hazel."

Maya pointed at Hazel's hat.

"Can you come trick-or-treating with us?"

Hazel stared.

"Really?"

"Of course!"

Lily smiled.

"We could use another witch."

Hazel's cheeks warmed.

She hurried over.

For the next hour, everything was wonderful.

They rang doorbells.

They shouted, "Trick or treat!"

They compared candy.

Maya traded three chocolate bars for a bag of gummy worms.

Lily discovered that Hazel loved peppermint candy.

Sophie told a very dramatic story about how she had once seen a spider the size of a sandwich.

"That is impossible," Hazel said.

"It was dark!"

"Still impossible."

"It had legs!"

Hazel laughed.

She laughed so hard that she nearly dropped her candy bucket.

Nobody asked why her hat occasionally sparkled.

Nobody noticed when her shoes left tiny silver footprints on the sidewalk.

Nobody knew that the wind seemed to follow her.

And Hazel didn't care.

For one magical night, she was simply another kid in a costume.

When they reached a corner beneath a glowing streetlamp, Maya looked at Hazel.

"You should come play with us tomorrow."

Hazel's smile faded slightly.

"Tomorrow?"

"Yeah. At the park."

Lily nodded.

"We're going to trade candy and play."

Hazel hesitated.

Then she smiled.

"Okay."

As Hazel walked home, Barnaby trotted beside her.

"Well?"

Hazel hugged her candy bucket.

"I think I made friends."

Barnaby glanced at her.

"Human friends."

"Yes."

He sighed.

"Your mother is going to love that."

Hazel looked up at the stars.

For the first time in eleven days, Oakhaven didn't feel quite so strange.

It felt like the beginning of something.
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