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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who believes in magic, laughter, and the joy of sharing special moments with others. It is for those who dress up, dream big, and find happiness in the smallest things, like a glowing pumpkin or a sweet treat. 

It is also for anyone who has ever felt left out, reminding you that there is always a place where you belong. May this story bring warmth to your heart and a smile to your face. Keep being kind, keep being brave, and never forget that your presence makes every celebration brighter and more meaningful.

Introduction

Welcome to Sherwood, a place where Halloween is filled with color, laughter, and excitement. Here, every decoration tells a story, and every costume brings imagination to life. As you step into this tale, you will meet a witch named Grizelda, who has a very different idea about Halloween. 

While the neighborhood prepares for its favorite celebration, she begins a plan to stop it all. But something unexpected happens along the way. This story is about more than tricks and treats—it is about kindness, understanding, and discovering what truly matters. Get ready for a magical adventure where hearts change and friendships grow.
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Chapter 1: Halloween in Sherwood
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Sherwood was a happy neighborhood where people cared for one another and shared smiles each day. There was always something to do in Sherwood, and everyone took pride in making it a happy place.

Out of all the days in the year, Halloween held a special place in every heart. 

It was not just a day for sweets and costumes. It was a time when the whole neighborhood came together in ways that felt exciting and warm. 

Children counted down the days, speaking about costumes, candy, and games with bright voices. Grown-ups joined in too, planning decorations, baking treats, and setting up fun surprises.

As the big day came close, Sherwood began to change. Front yards turned into playful scenes with pumpkins, friendly ghosts, and smiling skeletons. 

Some houses had tall figures that looked spooky but still made people laugh. 

Others had strings of lights shaped like bats or tiny lanterns. Each home had its own style, and no two looked the same.

Children spoke about what they would wear. One wanted to be a brave knight, while another chose a sparkling fairy. A group of friends planned to dress as a team of heroes, each with a different power. 

There were witches, pirates, animals, and even a few silly costumes that made everyone laugh. Each idea brought more excitement, and no one could wait to show their costume to the rest of the neighborhood.

Candy also became a big topic. Kids talked about their favorite sweets and how many houses they would visit. Some planned to carry big bags, hoping to collect as much candy as they could. 

Others spoke about trading treats with friends after the night ended. Even the smallest children joined in, holding tiny baskets and dreaming of their first Halloween walk.

Grown-ups had their own plans. Some worked on carving pumpkins, creating faces that looked funny or a bit spooky. Others baked cookies shaped like ghosts and pumpkins. 

A few set up games in their yards, ready for children to enjoy. Neighbors helped one another, sharing ideas and tools, making sure every house looked ready for the celebration.

There was also a sense of teamwork in Sherwood during this time. If one house needed help hanging decorations, someone would come over to assist. If a family ran out of supplies, another would share what they had. 

No one felt alone during Halloween season. Everyone worked together to make the neighborhood look its best.

At the center of Sherwood stood a small park where many of the celebrations would take place. It had open space for games and a path where children could walk in a parade. 

People often gathered there to talk about plans and share ideas. Laughter echoed through the area, and the feeling of joy grew stronger with each passing moment.

Children also looked forward to the parade. They imagined walking through the neighborhood, showing off their costumes while others cheered. 

Some practiced how they would walk, adding fun poses or movements to make their costumes stand out. The thought of being part of something so exciting made their hearts feel light and happy.

Another favorite part of Halloween in Sherwood was the storytelling. Families gathered to share tales that were a bit spooky but also fun. 

Children listened with great interest, holding onto every word. These stories added to the magic of the season and made the night feel special.

As the day before Halloween arrived, Sherwood reached a new level of excitement. Decorations covered nearly every house, and the streets looked full of life. 

Pumpkins sat on porches, waiting to be lit. Costumes hung ready in closets, each one prepared for the big day. Candy bowls began to fill up, ready for visitors.

Children moved from house to house, helping friends and sharing ideas. Some tested their costumes to make sure everything fit just right. 

Others helped place decorations, adding their own creative touch. Their laughter could be heard across the neighborhood, and their joy spread to everyone around them.

Grown-ups checked their plans, making sure nothing was missing. They arranged decorations, set out tables for treats, and prepared for the busy day ahead. 

There was a feeling of pride in their work, knowing that they had helped create something wonderful for the children.

The park also saw plenty of activity. People gathered to set up games and mark out spaces for the parade. 

A few tested the lights and decorations, making sure everything worked as planned. The space began to look like a place full of fun and celebration, ready to welcome everyone.

As the final touches were added, Sherwood looked like a place full of magic. Every corner held something special, from bright decorations to cheerful faces. 

The neighborhood had come together in a way that made Halloween feel more than just a day. It felt like a shared moment that everyone valued.

Children spoke about the next day with excitement in their voices. They imagined walking through the streets, visiting houses, and collecting candy. 

They thought about the games, the parade, and the stories they would share. For them, Halloween was a time of pure joy.

Grown-ups looked forward to seeing the children enjoy the celebration. They knew that all their work would bring smiles and laughter. For them, Halloween was about creating happy memories and sharing them with others.

As the evening of the day before Halloween settled over Sherwood, the neighborhood seemed ready. Decorations stood in place, costumes waited, and candy bowls were prepared. Everything had come together just as planned.

The streets grew quieter, but the excitement did not fade. It stayed in every home, in every thought, and in every dream of what the next day would bring.

Sherwood stood ready for Halloween.

No one knew that just beyond the edge of the neighborhood, hidden behind thick trees and shadows, someone watched all of it with a very different feeling.
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Chapter 2: The Witch’s Plan
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Just beyond the edge of Sherwood, past the last row of homes, a thick stretch of tangled trees stood like a quiet wall. Branches twisted over one another, forming a dark space where sunlight did not reach. 

Vines curled around trunks, and the ground held layers of fallen leaves that no one from Sherwood ever stepped on. 

It was a place that children spoke about in low voices, a place that felt far from the bright streets and friendly homes they knew so well.

Hidden within that stretch of trees stood a crooked house made of stone and wood. 

Its roof bent at odd angles, and its windows looked uneven, as if they had been placed without care. The door stood tall and narrow, with marks scratched across its surface. 

This was the home of Grizelda, the witch who lived close to Sherwood but never joined in its laughter.

Grizelda stood near one of her windows as she watched the neighborhood in the distance. From where she stood, she could see the decorations, the movement of people, and the steady rise of excitement. 

Children ran from house to house, pointing at costumes and decorations, while grown-ups worked together to finish their plans. 

Every sound, every movement, and every bright display reached her in a way that made her chest tighten.

Her face formed a deep frown as she watched. The joy in Sherwood did not bring her comfort. Instead, it made her feel left out and upset. 

The laughter that carried through the air felt too loud. The decorations felt too bright. The excitement felt too much. She did not like any of it.

Grizelda pulled back from the window and walked across her small room. Shelves lined the walls, holding jars of strange items, old books, and tools for magic. 

A large table stood at the center, covered with papers, notes, and bits of chalk used for drawing symbols. 

Everything in the room spoke of spells and plans, but none of it had been used in a way that brought her happiness.

She stopped at the table and placed her hands flat on its surface. For a long moment, she said nothing. Her thoughts moved through her mind, one after another, each one stronger than the last. 

The more she thought about Sherwood, the more her frustration grew.

“They will not have their celebration,” she said in a low voice. “Not this time.”

Her words stayed in the air, firm and clear. She did not laugh or smile. There was no joy in her tone. There was only a strong decision, one that had already taken shape in her mind.

Grizelda reached for a long piece of parchment and spread it across the table. She picked up a piece of chalk and began to draw lines and shapes. 

Each mark had a purpose. Each symbol connected to a spell she had learned over many years. She worked with focus, her hand moving from one side of the parchment to
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