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Dedication

For the real Nate the Great!—H. P.
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For Jane, the Queen of Halloween!

Thanks for all your inspiration—L. A.
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    .1.

Finally Fed Up

Amelia Bedelia draped a shiny blue cape over her shoulders and pulled a mask down over her eyes. “I was thinking that we could be superheroes for Halloween,” she told Finally, her dog. “I could make you a matching cape.”

Finally yawned.

“Not interested?” asked Amelia Bedelia. “I know! I think we have a pair of red shoes and a basket. How about Dorothy and Toto from The Wizard of Oz?”

It was Saturday afternoon, and Amelia Bedelia’s bedroom was covered with craft supplies, hats, masks, scarves, and piles of dress-up clothes. There were only seven days until Halloween, and Amelia Bedelia still hadn’t figured out what she and Finally were going to be. This was their very first Halloween together, and she wanted to make sure she picked an extra-special costume.

Finally jumped up onto the bed and flopped down.

“Is that a no?” Amelia Bedelia asked. She scratched Finally’s ears, then noticed something with yellow-and-black stripes peeking out from a pile. She tugged at it and held it up. It was her old sweater from when she was little. “Hmmm . . . maybe a bumblebee and a beekeeper?” She thought for a moment. “I just need to find a big hat and some netting.”

Amelia Bedelia slipped the sweater over Finally’s head and tugged the dog’s front legs through the armholes. The sweater was a little snug, but it looked great. Amelia Bedelia rooted around on her desk and found a pair of sparkly antennas. She placed them on Finally’s furry head.

Finally had had enough. She jumped off the bed and ran downstairs.

“Finally! Stop!” Amelia Bedelia called as she raced after her. When she got to the living room, she realized that her parents, who were out in the front yard, had left the door wide open. Amelia Bedelia was just in time to catch a glimpse of Finally’s tail disappearing outside.

“Oh no!” Amelia Bedelia heard her mother cry, and she got to the doorway only to see Finally run straight into the big fake spiderweb her parents were holding. Finally was going so fast that the webbing was yanked right out of their hands!

Amelia Bedelia and both her parents watched in shock as Finally raced down the front path and turned toward Maple Street. A giant fake spider was still attached to the webbing and bounced along the sidewalk. It looked like the spider was trying to catch its escaping meal.

Amelia Bedelia raced down the sidewalk after Finally. She spotted her friend Candy turning the corner up ahead. “Stop that dog!” Amelia Bedelia cried. Candy looked confused for a split second, but then quickly grabbed Finally by the sweater.

Amelia Bedelia ran to them, out of breath. “Thank you,” she managed to say.

“I get to meet Finally, finally,” said Candy, giving the dog a pat.

“Oh, her name’s just Finally,” said Amelia Bedelia. She smiled. She was very happy to see Candy, and not just because her friend had helped catch her dog. Candy had just moved to town and was still pretty new at school. After a rocky beginning, the two girls had become fast friends. Amelia Bedelia grabbed the spiderweb and rolled it up. Then she and Candy and Finally began walking back toward Amelia Bedelia’s house.
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“Awesome decorations!” said Candy, taking it all in.

Amelia Bedelia smiled. She was proud that her parents were so enthusiastic about decorating their house each Halloween. She handed the web to her mother and introduced her parents to Candy.

“Pleased to meet you, Candy,” said Amelia Bedelia’s father as he hung vampire bats from the maple tree.

“Want to help with this spiderweb?” Amelia Bedelia’s mother asked Candy.

“You don’t need to ask me twice,” said Candy, grabbing an end.

“She didn’t,” said Amelia Bedelia.

Candy turned to Amelia Bedelia. “I just love Halloween. It’s my absolute favorite holiday.” She sighed. “Back in Chicago there were so many fun, scary things to do. Haunted houses, midnight movie screenings, cemetery tours, an all-you-can-eat gummy-creature buffet. It was totally amazing.”

“There’s a lot to do here as well,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother as she attached the spiderweb to the porch railing. “Everyone decorates their houses and stores. There’s a costume parade and a pumpkin-carving contest. Then when it gets dark, everyone goes trick-or-treating. It’s a lot of fun.”

Candy smiled politely. “That sounds nice,” she said. “For the little kids. But is there anything scary for kids our age? I love to be scared on Halloween.”

Amelia Bedelia racked her brain. “There is!” she said. “We totally forgot about the haunted hayride at Seven Gables Farm.”

“That’s right,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “After trick-or-treating, everyone heads over to this really old farm.”

“And there’s a wagon full of hay bales that’s pulled by horses. Everyone piles on and goes for a ride through the woods,” explained Amelia Bedelia. “It’s super creepy.”

Her father climbed down from the ladder and joined them. “There’s spooky music and ghosts and goblins and witches and monsters that jump out and scare you,” he said.

“And then afterward there’s a big bonfire. It’s really great,” finished Amelia Bedelia.

Candy nodded. “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” she said.

Amelia Bedelia laughed. “You mean that’s what we’re talking about.”

“Yeah,” said Candy. “I mean, it’s just what the doctor ordered.”

Amelia Bedelia looked at her friend. “Are you sick?”

Candy shook her head. “Nope, I feel fine. This might be my most spooktacular Halloween ever!”
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    .2.

    Hayride? Nayride!

The next morning, Amelia Bedelia, her parents, and Finally were on their way to Seven Gables Farm to go pumpkin picking. The farm was run by the Hawthorne family, and had been for many generations.

“Mmmmm, I can taste apple-cider doughnuts already!” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother.

“Hey, no fair!” said Amelia Bedelia. “Did you get a doughnut earlier?”

“I didn’t,” said her mother. “I don’t mess with family tradition. We always get doughnuts after we pick out our pumpkins.” She smiled. “I can’t wait to hear Mrs. Hawthorne’s silly puns!”

“We should get more doughnuts this time,” said Amelia Bedelia’s father. “One measly dozen wasn’t enough last year.”

“You sure do have a sweet tooth,” said her mother.

“What does it taste like?” asked Amelia Bedelia. “Chocolate?”

“If I did, I’d eat it,” answered her father as he made the turn into the parking lot.

“Let’s go to the corn maze first!” suggested Amelia Bedelia. She loved getting lost in the tall rows of corn. It was fun figuring out how to escape.

“I think you mean the maize maze,” said her father.

“Oh, Daddy,” said Amelia Bedelia. “There’s only one maze.”

Her father laughed. “Maize comes from the word for corn in the language of the indigenous people of the Caribbean. It’s spelled M-A-I-Z-E.”

“That’s amazing,” said Amelia Bedelia’s mother. “Utterly a-maizing!”

They arrived at the maze. Amelia Bedelia and Finally led the way in, running ahead to scope things out and then doubling back to get her parents, who moved much more slowly. But then she and Finally raced ahead a bit too far. When she turned back, she couldn’t find her parents anywhere.

“They must have gone the wrong way,” she said to Finally. The two of them forged ahead, but turn after turn, there were no parents to be found.

She stopped in her tracks. “Mommy?” she called out.

“Amelia Bedelia?” replied her mother. Her voice sounded close, yet far away.

“Where are you?” Amelia Bedelia hollered. “How can I get to you?”

“We somehow lost you and now we’re outside the maze,” said her mother. “Are you still in there, sweetie?”

“I am!” yelled Amelia Bedelia. “How can I find my way out?”

She saw a flash of red on the ground—a lost glove. She was about to pick it up when Finally yanked her forward.

“Stay cool,” called her father.

Just then a chilly breeze blew through, rustling the cornstalks and making Amelia Bedelia shiver. “That’s easy. I am very cool!” she shouted.

Amelia Bedelia and Finally made a couple more turns. “I think I’m almost there,” she called out. But then she glanced down. There was the same red glove. She must have gone around in a circle! “Never mind,” she hollered. “I’m still really lost!”

“Hold on a minute,” called her mother. “Just listen to me. You know your right from your left, right?”

Amelia Bedelia stopped. She was studying her watch and began counting down the seconds. “Fifty-nine, fifty-eight, fifty-seven.” Then she asked, “Is my left right different from my regular left?”

“Nope,” said her mother. “They are the same. Now I am going to teach you a trick that will get you out of any maze. Take one of your hands—right or left—and hold it against the wall of corn as you walk. Always keep that same hand on the wall. Even if you reach a dead end, just keep going with that hand on the wall. You will eventually reach the exit. Okay?”

“Okay!” Amelia Bedelia called back. “Three, two, one. Your minute is up!” She was getting worried that all the good pumpkins were going to be picked by the time she found her way out of the maze. Her stomach rumbled. She also hoped that there would be some doughnuts left. She kept her hand against the corn wall. Even when she was tempted to go another way, she remembered her mother’s words. And before she knew it, she could see the exit!

“There’s my girl!” said her father happily when she emerged.

“Hurry! Let’s go pick the perfect pumpkin!” yelled Amelia Bedelia, taking off for the field. It felt great to be out in the open with the wide blue sky above and pumpkins as far as the eye could see. She looked around at the bright orange pumpkins nestled among the
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