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Karen’s Two Families

Hi.

I am Karen Brewer.

I’m six going on seven years old, and I think I’m very lucky.

I’m lucky because I have two families. Most people only have one. But my brother Andrew and I have two.
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I have two of lots of other things. I have two houses. One is little and one is big. (There is one for each family.) I have two pairs of pink sneakers. (One for each house.) And I have two teddy bears and two baby dolls and two pairs of jeans. I even have two pieces of Tickly, my special blanket. I ripped Tickly in half so I could have a piece at each house.

“Aren’t we lucky?” I asked Andrew one day. Andrew is only four. I’m his big sister. This is a very important job.

“Yup,” said Andrew. But I think he didn’t mean it. He doesn’t always like having two families. Sometimes I don’t either. It can get confusing.

At the little house live Mommy and Seth. Seth is our stepfather.

He likes animals.

When Seth married our mother and moved to the little house, he brought his dog and cat along. His cat is named Rocky. His dog is named Midgie. These are stupid names. I would have named the cat Jones and the dog Vance. Jones and Vance are really great names.

At the big house live a whole bunch of people. The most important person there is our daddy. Then there’s Elizabeth. She’s married to Daddy, so she’s our stepmother.

Mommy and Daddy got divorced. Then they each got married again. That’s how come Andrew and I have a mother, a stepmother, a father, and a stepfather.

At the big house, also, are Elizabeth’s four kids. They are my stepbrothers and stepsister.

Sam and Charlie are old. They go to high school.

David Michael is seven. He is just about my age. Sometimes he thinks he’s so great because he gets to live with my daddy all the time.

And then there’s Kristy. She’s thirteen. She is one of my most favorite people.

Finally, there are Shannon and Boo-Boo, my other dog and cat. Shannon is a frisky puppy. (She sort of belongs to David Michael, but I try to forget that.) Boo-Boo is an old fat cat. He’s mean. (I don’t like him much.)

Here are the good things about having two families: Two birthday parties, two Christmases, and all those other two’s.

Someone can always take care of you when you are sick.

Mommy won’t let Andrew and me eat candy, but Daddy will. So we fill up at his house.

Here are the bad things about having two families: Different rules. At Mommy’s house, always put your toys back in the toy box. No running indoors. No Saturday morning cartoons.

At Daddy’s house, never leave the TV on if you’re not watching it. Keep the closet doors shut. No spying on the neighbors. (I forget the spying rule a lot.)

Plus, no matter how hard I try, I always end up with two somethings at one house — and no something at the other. One time I was sure I had lost the party shoes that stay at Daddy’s house. So I brought over the ones from Mommy’s house. Then I found the first pair under my bed. And I forgot to take the second pair back to Mommy’s. When it was time for a party at Mommy’s house, I had to wear my pink sneakers. Mommy was mad.

So was I.

Andrew and I only live at the big house every other weekend. The rest of the time we live at the little house. The little house is a good place to be if you like peace and quiet. The big house is usually noisy. It’s usually busy. Someone there will always play with me.

Also, a witch lives next door.

I am not kidding. I know because I spy on her all the time. Daddy’s rule is no spying, but I can’t help it. I have to spy on her. If you lived next door to a witch, wouldn’t you spy? It’s important to know what she’s up to. I have to protect my family. A witch is scary, but interesting.

The witch says her name is Mrs. Porter, but her real name (her witch name) is Morbidda Destiny. Doesn’t that sound spooky? Morbidda Destiny wears long black robes. She smells funny. Her hair is wild and wispy and gray. She planted an herb garden in her yard. She uses those herbs to put spells on people. And animals.

“She put three spells on Boo-Boo this year,” I told Kristy.

Kristy rolled her eyes. She doesn’t believe Morbidda Destiny is a witch.

Here is a fact: Even when you’re thirteen, you don’t know everything. I know about Morbidda Destiny. I know she’s a witch. And I know enough to be careful.
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Going to Daddy’s

One Friday afternoon, Mommy drove Andrew and me over to Daddy’s. It was time for our weekend with him.

“ ’Bye, Mommy!” I called as Andrew and I hopped out of the car. “See you on Sunday!”

It was almost suppertime. The sky was dark. As we ran to the front door, I said to Andrew, “Doesn’t it feel like fall to you?”

“Yup,” he replied. “But it isn’t.”

“I know, but doesn’t it feel like it?”

“Yup.”

“It’s all gray and chilly. The wind is blowing. And look at that huge full moon. It’s Halloween.”

“Not really.”

“But it feels like it.” I glanced at Morbidda Destiny’s house next door. It was gloomy and dark. Only one light was on. I thought I could see the witch moving around inside, but I wasn’t sure.

“It’s a good night for witching,” I added.

Andrew didn’t answer. Sometimes I make up stories that scare him. I hoped I wasn’t scaring him now. I never mean to.

I threw open the door of Daddy’s house. “Hello, everybody!” I shouted. “We’re here!”

Kristy was the first one to run into the hallway. “Hi, you guys,” she replied. She hugged me tightly. Then she hugged Andrew.

“Ooh, Kristy, it’s a Halloween night tonight,” I said in a low, spooky voice. “I bet Morbidda Destiny — Oh, hi, Daddy!” I stopped talking about the witch. Daddy and Elizabeth had come into the hall. I didn’t want them to think I’d been spying.

My stepbrothers came, too. There were lots of hugs and hellos.

“Come put your knapsacks away,” Daddy said to Andrew and me.

So we did. I forgot about Morbidda Destiny for awhile. I was very busy getting settled. There was so much to do. I had to check on my dolls and Tickly. I had to say hi to Shannon and Boo-Boo. And I had to see if anything interesting was going on in David Michael’s room. (Sometimes he keeps bugs in jars.)

Then it was dinnertime. We ate in the kitchen. And then people began to leave. Sam and Charlie went to a dance at their high school. Daddy and Elizabeth went to the movies.

Kristy baby-sat for us that night. She was in charge of Andrew and David Michael and me. Baby-sitting is one of the things Kristy does best. She always thinks of fun stuff to do.

We were in the middle of a game of Old Maid when I heard mewing at the front door. “That’s Boo-Boo,” I said. “I better let him in.”

I ran to the door. I opened it wide.

Right away, I wished I hadn’t opened it at all.
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The Witch Next Door

Standing on the front steps was Morbidda Destiny’s black cat, Midnight.

“Aughhh!” I screamed.

“Purr-row?” asked Midnight. He blinked his round yellow eyes.

“What is it?” Kristy called.

I could hear her running to the door. But I was too scared to say a word, so I didn’t answer her.

What was Midnight doing on our front steps? I wondered. It must mean something. Midnight was a sign of bad things to come. Or maybe the cat wasn’t Midnight at all. Maybe it was Morbidda Destiny in the form of a cat!
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“Aughhh!” I shrieked again, just as Kristy ran to my side.

Kristy looked out the door. She looked right at Midnight. Then she looked beyond Midnight, into the gardens and across the lawn.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“What’s the matter?” I cried. Couldn’t Kristy see for herself? “That is the matter.” I pointed to the cat. Midnight blinked at me again.

“Midnight?” said Kristy. “So what? He’s just sitting there. He probably wants to play with Boo-Boo.”

“But Kristy, that’s the witch’s cat! Or maybe it’s the witch herself. And he’s blinking at me. I know he’s here to put me under a spell. Maybe Morbidda Destiny wants to turn me into a cat.”

“Now why would she want to do that?” asked Kristy. She closed the door. Then she smiled at me.

I couldn’t smile back. This was serious.

“Let’s finish our game,” said Kristy. “Andrew and David Michael are waiting for us.”

I sighed. Then I shivered. I could feel goose bumps on my arms. “Kristy, I’m scared,” I said.

“Oh, Karen. Everything is all right. Really.” Kristy held my hand as we walked back to the living room.

The living room was where we were playing cards. Andrew and I have a big playroom on the second floor of the house, but sometimes we like to play in the living room. Daddy always lets us. That’s the kind of person he is. He doesn’t worry about silly things.

Andrew and David Michael were sitting on the floor, holding their cards.

“What took you so long?” David Michael asked when Kristy and I got back.

David Michael sounded cross. That happens sometimes. He thinks he’s so great — just because he’s a little older than I am.

“For your information,” I began. (For your information is something Kristy says a lot, so I knew it was very grown-up.) I liked the way it sounded. I said it again. “For your information, it was not Boo-Boo at the door.”

“Who was it then?” asked Andrew.

“It was … Midnight,” I replied. I used my low, spooky voice.

“Morbidda Destiny’s cat?” shrieked David Michael.

I nodded.

“You guys,” said Kristy, “what is the big deal?”

“The big deal is that a witch’s cat — ” began David Michael.

“Or maybe the witch herself,” I interrupted.

“ — was right on our front porch. Midnight has never come over here before.” David Michael crossed his arms.

“I wonder why he chose tonight?” I asked softly. “Maybe because there’s a full moon. The wind is blowing. It’s a witchy, Halloween night.”

Andrew scampered into Kristy’s lap. He stuck his thumb in his mouth.

“I think you’re scaring your brother,” Kristy told me.





[image: image]



Witch Stories

“Kristy,” I said, “let’s not play Old Maid. Let’s read stories.”

Andrew took his thumb out of his mouth. “But not witch stories,” he said. He put his thumb back in his mouth.

“I want witch stories,” I said.

“I know a witch story that’s not scary,” Kristy told us. “It’s called The Tooth Witch. It’s about a good witch who becomes the Tooth Fairy.”

David Michael said the story sounded boring. Kristy read it anyway. Andrew and I liked it a lot. And David Michael changed his mind and said it was funny.

“Now I want another witch story,” I said.

“Not me,” said Andrew. “No more witch stories.”

“Not me,” said David Michael. “No more stories at all.”

“It’s bedtime anyway,” said Kristy. “Go on upstairs and brush your teeth. All three of you. And Karen, when you’re ready for bed, I’ll read you The Littlest Witch. Is that a deal?”

“Deal!” I agreed.

Andrew and David Michael and I went upstairs. We went to our bedrooms and changed into our pajamas. Then we met in the bathroom. We always brush our teeth together. This was my idea.

We crowded around the sink. We squeezed as much toothpaste onto our brushes as we could. Then we brushed very hard. We brushed until our mouths were so full of toothpaste that we couldn’t hold it in anymore.
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“Okay!” I said. “One, two, three, spit!” Only my mouth was so full that it sounded like I said, “Unh, two, fee, pit!”

We leaned over the sink and spit out our toothpaste at the same time.

“Look at all that foam,” I said.

“I think we set a record,” David Michael added.

We watched the foam until we heard Kristy’s footsteps on the stairs. Then I turned on the water. I rinsed the foam away. Nobody, not even Kristy, knows how we brush our teeth.

“Bedtime!” Kristy called.

David Michael and Andrew dashed into their rooms. I dashed into mine, too. I jumped into bed and grabbed Tickly and Moosie, my stuffed cat. I held them tightly while I waited for Kristy.

Kristy said good night to David Michael and to Andrew. Then she came into my room. She headed straight for the bookcase and found The Littlest Witch. It was easy to find. It’s one of my favorite stories, so it’s always at the end of the row of witch books.

Kristy climbed onto my bed. She put her arm around me, and I rested my head on her shoulder. I knew The Littlest Witch so well that I could tell myself the whole story without even opening the book. But I liked to hear Kristy read it.

When it was over, I said, “I would like that book even better if we didn’t have our own witch right next door.”

“We don’t,” said Kristy.

“We do,” I told her.

Kristy kissed me on the nose. “Good night,” she said. “Stop thinking about witches.”

“Good night,” I answered.

But I could not stop thinking about witches. I just couldn’t.
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Shivers and Goose Bumps

Kristy turned on my night-light. Then she left my room. She closed the door, but not all the way. I like to see a streak of light from the hallway.

I lay back in my bed. I looked at my night-light. It is shaped like Donald Duck. We got it at Disney World. I looked at the light around my doorway. Perfect. Plenty of light.

Do you want to know a secret? I am afraid of the dark. Not very afraid, just a little afraid. Well, maybe more than a little afraid. But I don’t think I’m a baby about it.

I turned over onto my stomach. I smushed up my pillow. I flattened it out.

I was not sleepy.

I played a game with myself. I tried to remember everything that had happened since I said, “See you on Sunday!” to Mommy.

Well, first I had looked over at Morbidda Destiny’s house. I thought I could see her in the window. Then I had told Andrew that tonight felt like Halloween.

I shivered and got goose bumps on my arms again. Witches … Halloween … black cats … spells.

I sat up and looked out my window. Guess what I can see from my bedroom? Morbidda Destiny’s house. It was all dark and silent. Oooh, spooky.

Now I had goose bumps on my arms and legs.

I turned on my light.

“Karen, what are you doing?” called Kristy. She must have seen the light from out in the hallway.

“Nothing,” I answered.

I turned off the light.

I lay on my back, my front, my right side, my left side. I did not feel a speck sleepy.

I thought: Morbidda Destiny is a witch. That is a fact. I’ve seen her lots and lots of times in her witchy black clothes. I’ve seen her funny hair. I’ve seen her herbs. And I’ve seen her broom. But do you know something strange? I’ve never seen her ride the broom.
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Isn’t that weird? All witches ride brooms.

I sat up and looked out my window again. Maybe witches only ride brooms at night. That would make sense. If they rode them in the daytime, people would see them. They might get arrested by the police.

I decided to watch Morbidda Destiny’s house until I saw her get on her broomstick and start to ride into the night. Then I would call Kristy. When Kristy saw Mrs. Porter riding a broom, she would finally believe that she wasn’t just Mrs. Porter. She was a true witch.

I rested my arms on my windowsill and watched and watched. I saw the branches of the trees moving. I saw a car drive down the street. But Morbidda Destiny’s house was quiet.

I sat up for so long that I began to feel sleepy.

My head started to nod….
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The Witch at Night

Suddenly I sat up straight.

Something was going on next door. The highest window of the house was opening slowly. The window was on a side of the house, facing me. I had a good view.

Slowly, slowly, up, up it went.

And then a wooden stick poked through the window. No, it wasn’t a stick. It was a broom handle!

It poked farther and farther out. The next thing I saw was Morbidda Destiny. She was riding on the broom! Midnight was sitting in front of her. He looked right over at me and blinked his yellow eyes.

“Heh, heh, heh,” cackled Morbidda Destiny. Then she whizzed off into the dark night.
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I screamed. Loudly.

A few moments later I heard footsteps on the stairs.

“Karen, Karen! What’s wrong?” cried Kristy.

She dashed into my room and turned the light on.

“Are you sick?” she asked. “Did you hurt yourself?”

I could hardly talk.

“Turn off the light,” was the first thing I said.

Kristy turned off the light.

“Now come look out the window,” I told her. “Hurry.”

Kristy plopped onto my bed. She leaned over and peered out the window. I sat next to her and peered out, too.

“I don’t see anything,” said Kristy.

“Me neither.” I felt terrible.

“Then why did you scream?”

“Because … because Mrs. Porter really is Morbidda Destiny, the witch. I saw her and Midnight fly out that window on a broomstick.” I pointed to the window. It wasn’t even open anymore. Now I felt worse.

“Oh, Karen,” said Kristy. “You must have been dreaming.”

“I wasn’t! I hadn’t gone to sleep yet.”

“Are you sure? You went to bed an awfully long time ago.”

“I did?” I said. I remembered that I had felt sleepy. But I had not gone to sleep. I knew I hadn’t. I didn’t think Kristy would believe me, though.

“Karen, how would you like to sleep in my room tonight?” Kristy asked. “Would you feel better if you were with me?”

“Can I bring Donald Duck and Moosie and Tickly?” I asked.

“Sure,” said Kristy. “We’ll leave the door open. And I’m going to pull the shades down so we can’t see outside.”

“I’d like that,” I said. The goose bumps were gone.

I followed Kristy down the hall to her bedroom. Pad, pad, pad, pad. I like to walk in bare feet.

Kristy put her nightgown on, and I plugged Donald Duck in. Then we both climbed into her big bed. I hugged Moosie and Tickly.

“Are you sleepy yet?” asked Kristy.

“No. I’m too scared.”

“Still?”

“A little.”

Moosie and I snuggled closer to Kristy. “I’m glad we can’t see outside,” I said. I shivered.

“Karen, I’ve never seen you so scared. Calm down.”

“I can’t. Mrs. Porter is a witch,” I said. I felt like crying. “Open your door wider. Please?”

Kristy got up and opened her door wider.

I didn’t feel safe until she was back in bed.

“I’ll tell you a story,” said Kristy. “Once upon a time …”

I must have been sleepy after all. I don’t remember anything that happened in that story after “Once upon a time.”
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Spying

When I woke up the next morning, I was surprised to find myself in Kristy’s big bed. Kristy was next to me. She was asleep on her back. Moosie was on her chest. I wondered how he got there. As Kristy breathed in and out, Moosie rode up and down.

Then I looked around the room. Kristy’s door was open. Her shades were pulled down. Donald Duck was plugged in by the bed.

Suddenly I remembered what had happened the night before. I remembered not being able to fall asleep. And I remembered Morbidda Destiny riding away on her broomstick.

I leaped out of bed. I ran down the hallway to my room and looked out the window. The sun was shining. Thank goodness. In all that brightness, it was hard to be scared.

I checked Morbidda Destiny’s house. It was quiet. The upstairs window was still closed. There was no sign of Midnight or a broom or anything witchy.

I changed into my jeans and a sweatshirt and went downstairs.

“Good morning!” I called to anyone who might be up.

“Good morning,” answered Elizabeth. Her voice came from the kitchen.

David Michael and Andrew were eating breakfast with Elizabeth. Boo-Boo and Shannon were having their breakfast, too.

“Where’s Daddy?” I asked.

“He’s working in the garden” Elizabeth told me. She kissed me good morning as I sat down at the table. “He’s out front. What would you like for breakfast?”

“Do we have any Crunch-O cereal?” I asked.

“I think so,” said Elizabeth.

Goody, I thought. I could tell this was going to be a special day. Something interesting was going to happen.

As soon as I’d eaten breakfast, I went outside to check on Morbidda Destiny’s house. I wasn’t spying — exactly. Just looking around a little. But Daddy might have thought I was spying, so I made sure to stay in back, since he was in front.

First I stood behind a rosebush and looked at the side of Morbidda Destiny’s house.

Nothing.

Then I moved to the very edge of our yard and stood behind our toolshed. I looked at the back of Morbidda Destiny’s house.

Nothing.

I ran all the way inside, up to my room, and looked out my window again.

Still nothing. Not a sign of life next door.

“Karen?” said Kristy’s voice.
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I whirled around.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Looking at Morbidda Destiny’s house. You know what? I don’t think she’s at home,” I told Kristy.

“So?”

“I don’t think she ever came back after she flew off last night. And you know what that means, don’t you?”

“What?” asked Kristy with a sigh.

Kristy sounded the way most big people sound when I talk about my witch who lives next door.

“It means she’s at a witch meeting,” I told her. “Something is going to happen. Soon.”

Kristy shook her head. “Karen, Karen, Karen,” she said.

“Kristy, Kristy, Kristy,” I replied.

We both laughed. But I was feeling nervous — and a little scared.
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Playing Witch

Luckily, the doorbell rang then. I ran to answer it. But before I opened the door, I paused. What if it was Morbidda Destiny, back from her meeting?

“Who is it?” I called.

“It’s Hannie!”

“Oh, Hannie! Goody!” I threw open the door. Hannie Papadakis is my best friend when I’m at Daddy’s house. We’re in the same class at school. (At Mommy’s house, my best friend is Nancy Dawes. She’s my best best friend. She’s in our class, too, and she lives next door to Mommy and Seth, so I see her lots more than I see Hannie.)

But I was glad Hannie had come over. Of course, I told her all about Morbidda Destiny and her broomstick and the witch meeting.

“Oooh,” said Hannie softly. She looked scared.

“Hey!” I exclaimed. “Let’s pretend we’re witches. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“Okay,” said Hannie. Hannie almost always does what I say.

We went to the playroom and opened the dress-up box. We put on tall black hats. Then we each found a broom. I made sure Daddy was still in the front yard. Then Hannie and I went into the backyard.

“We need Boo-Boo,” I said. “We have to make him sit on one of the brooms.”
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“There he is!” said Hannie.

Boo-Boo was napping under a bush.

“Wake up, wake up,” I ordered Boo-Boo. I placed my broom in front of him. “Get on the broomstick.”

Boo-Boo opened one eye. Then he closed it again. He was very sleepy.

“Oh, never mind,” I said. “Come on, Hannie. You be Witchy Witch and I’ll be Samantha Twitchit. Now let’s make up witch rhymes.”

“Witch rhymes?”

“Yes. Listen to this one,” I said.


“Witch, witch.

You give me a twitch.”



“You make my ear itch,” added Hannie.

We laughed. Then I said,


“Witching time, witching time.

Making up a witching rhyme.”



We edged closer to Morbidda Destiny’s herb garden. Hannie peeked into it cautiously.

I was still working on rhymes.


“The witch at night,

she gave me a fright.

She was a very scary si — ”



“Shhh!” hissed Hannie. “Listen.”

I listened. I heard rustling in the herb garden. Then I saw something black and heard a cackle. “Heh, heh, heh.”

I grabbed Hannie’s hand. We weren’t alone. Someone else was in the garden.

And I thought I knew who it was.
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The Witch and Her Cat

“It’s Morbidda Destiny!” I whispered loudly to Hannie.

“Oh, noooo …”

The witch was bending over. She was carrying a basket in one hand, and she was filling it with herbs from her garden. She kept snipping away at things with a little pair of scissors.

Snip, snip. Snip, snip.

My heart began to beat faster. I was practically right next to the witch. Luckily, she didn’t know it.

Morbidda Destiny’s frazzly hair was blowing in the wind. So were her long black robes and her black shawl.

“Where are her hat and her broomstick?” whispered Hannie.

I shrugged. “I guess she doesn’t need them in the garden.”

“Heh, heh, heh,” cackled my witch.

“Oooh. Let’s get out of here!” said Hannie softly. She reached for my hand. I gave it a squeeze. I knew just how she felt. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure Morbidda Destiny could hear it.

“Come on,” said Hannie. “She knows we’re here. She’s cackling at us.”

Just then I heard a soft meow.

“No, she isn’t,” I said. “At least, I don’t think she is. She’s cackling at Midnight. I can see him now.”

I knew that what I was doing was spying. I couldn’t help it. I just had to hear what Morbidda Destiny was saying. Maybe she would say something about her witch meeting.

But first the witch had to do some more cackling.

“Heh, heh, heh. Heh, heh, heh.”

Snip, snip. Snip, snip.

Suddenly Morbidda Destiny took a step forward. Hannie and I jumped back. We were still hidden. Whew.

“Midnight,” Morbidda Destiny muttered.

Midnight looked at her with his round yellow eyes.

“Twelve o’clock,” she said.
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Snip, snip. She took another step forward.

Hannie and I backed up. We were holding hands tightly.

“Midnight,” Morbidda Destiny muttered again.

Did she mean her cat or the middle of the night? I wondered.

“Important meeting,” I heard my witch murmur. She peered over at her cat. The cat opened its mouth and meowed loudly.

My stomach began to feel funny.

“Company coming,” said Morbidda Destiny.

My stomach felt worse.

“Mrow,” said Midnight.

“Ouch!” said Hannie.

“What? What? ” I whispered.

“You’re holding my hand too tight. You’re going to squeeze my fingers off.”

“Sorry.”

Morbidda Destiny was talking again. “Yes, yes. We must be ready,” she said.

And all at once I knew what she was talking about.
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The Witching Hour

“Oh! Oh, no! Oh, my gosh!” I cried. I was so scared I forgot to be quiet.

“What’s that? Who’s there?” called Morbidda Destiny.

Hannie gasped loudly.

It was time to leave.

I pulled Hannie away from the garden. We ran all the way to my house. We didn’t stop until we were inside. But on the way, we tossed off our hats. We left them beside the brooms. I would have to remember to bring the hats and brooms inside later.

“Hannie, this is terrible!” I exclaimed, as we ran through the back door.

“I know. She almost caught us.”

“Not that. That’s not the terrible part.”

Hannie and I sat down in the kitchen. Shannon was there, so I pulled her into my lap. I needed to hug something.

“The terrible, scary part,” I said to Hannie, ” is a witch meeting. I don’t know where Morbidda Destiny went last night. That doesn’t matter now. But you heard her. When she was in the garden, she said, ‘Midnight, important meeting, company’s coming, we must be ready.’ Morbidda Destiny is going to have a meeting of witches at her house at midnight tonight.”

“No, no,” said Hannie. “You’re wrong, Karen. Morbidda Destiny was talking to Midnight the cat, not about midnight the time.”

“Was not,” I replied. “She meant midnight tonight. I’m sure of it.”

“Oh, Karen!” exclaimed Hannie. “That is terrible.”

“I know. That’s what I said.”

Shannon pushed her wet nose against my chin. She gave me a doggie kiss.
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“Thanks, Shannon,” I said. I felt better — but not much.

Shannon began to whine, so I put her on the floor.

Daddy and Elizabeth came into the kitchen.

“Hi, girls,” said Daddy. “What have you been up to?”

I looked at Hannie. I opened my eyes wide. Spying.

“We were sp — ,” Hannie started to say.

“Nothing,” I said loudly. “What have you been up to?”

“Gardening,” said Daddy. “I think I’ll put a new flower bed in the front yard.” (Daddy just loves to garden. It’s his hobby. It’s my grandma’s hobby, too.) “Maybe I’ll put an herb garden in somewhere, too. I should talk to Mrs. Porter about that.”

“NO!” I shrieked.

I didn’t mean to shriek so loudly. But I did. Daddy and Hannie jumped. Shannon skittered out of the kitchen. And Elizabeth dropped a glass. It broke.

“Oops,” I said.

Sometimes I can be a pain in the neck.

“I’m sorry,” I said to Elizabeth.

“Karen, for heaven’s sake,” she said crossly. “Was it necessary to scream like that?”

“Sorry,” I said again.

“Don’t come near the broken glass. You stay away, too, Hannie. Let me clean it up…. Karen, why did you scream? Don’t you want your father to talk to Mrs. Porter? She’s perfectly nice. Your grandma is a good friend of hers.”

I didn’t want to think about Grandma being friends with a witch.

“Oh, I don’t, um, like herbs,” I lied. “Please don’t grow them, Daddy. They’re gross.”

Daddy laughed.

“Come on, Hannie,” I said. “Let’s go to my room.”

Hannie and I stood up.

“Watch the glass,” said Elizabeth.

Hannie and I tiptoed out of the kitchen. Then we ran to my room.

“That was close,” I said. “I didn’t want Daddy to know we’ve been spying. But, oh, Hannie, just think. Tonight at midnight a whole flock of witches is going to be right next door to me!”
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Witches and Warlocks

“Unh, two, fee, pit!”

It was bedtime again. Andrew and David Michael and I were leaning over the bathroom sink. We were looking at our tooth paste foam.

“Pretty good, ” I said.

“But not a record,” David Michael decided.

“No,” Andrew agreed thoughtfully. “Not a record.”

We heard footsteps on the stairs.

“Rinse!” I ordered.

We rinsed out the sink.

“Bedtime!” Daddy called.

“Daddy? Can Kristy come up and read me a story?” I wanted to know.

“I’ll ask her,” said Daddy. He disappeared downstairs.

“Good night,” David Michael and Andrew and I said to each other.

“Don’t let the bedbugs bite,” added Andrew.

“See you in the morning bright,” I told him.

I went to my room and climbed into bed. Daddy and Elizabeth came in to say good night. They said good night to Moosie, too.

Then Kristy came in.

“Oh, goody!” I said. “Can you read The Littlest Witch, please?”

“What, again?” replied Kristy. “Why do you want to hear it? It always scares you.”

I screwed up my face and thought. “Okay then. Little Toot,” I finally suggested. But when we’d finished that, I still wanted to hear The Littlest Witch. So Kristy read it. And she didn’t skip any words. I could tell. I’m a good reader.
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“Kristy?” I said when she’d put the books away.

“What?” Kristy sat on the edge of my bed and played with Moosie’s paws.

“I have to tell you a secret,” I whispered to her.

Kristy leaned closer.

“Tonight,” I went on, “a witch meeting is going to be held next door. At Morbidda Destiny’s house. A hundred, maybe even a thousand witches will be there.”

Quick as a flash, Kristy pulled my window shade down. “Now don’t go spying again tonight, Karen,” she exclaimed. “You make yourself crazy. You imagine all sorts of things.”

“I’m not imagining. I mean, I won’t be. There really is going to be a witch meeting tonight.”

“Warlocks, too?” asked Kristy.

“What are warlocks?”

“Boy witches.”

“You mean there are boy witches?” I cried. “I didn’t know that! This meeting could be huge!”

“Do you want to sleep in my room again?” Kristy asked me. “You look scared.”

“I — I’m not scared,” I said. (My teeth were chattering. Boy witches?)

“You sure look scared.”

“Well, I’m not!”

Besides, I had a plan. And I couldn’t do my plan in Kristy’s room.

Kristy gave me a funny look.

“Thank you for asking, though,” I said politely. “I’ll be fine.” I lay down and pulled my covers up.

“All right. Good night, then,” said Kristy. “And good night, Moosie.”

I held Moosie up. I danced him from side to side. “Good night, Kristin Amanda Thomas,” I made him say.
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The Witch’s Spell

As soon as Kristy was gone, I snapped up my window shade. I looked at Morbidda Destiny’s house. One light was on. That was all I could see.

I reached under my bed and pulled out an alarm clock. It was old. I’d found it in the basement. How did you set an alarm clock? I wasn’t sure. But I wanted this one to wake me up at a quarter to midnight.

I fiddled around with the buttons on the back. Then I wound it up. When I was finished, I put the clock on the windowsill, right next to my bed. Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

This was my plan: The alarm clock would wake me up. I would look out my window. I would watch all the witches flying to Morbidda Destiny’s house. I would watch them park their brooms on her roof and her lawn. I would watch them go inside. Then, if they started to do anything they shouldn’t I would wake up the whole neighborhood. I would scream and yell. “It’s the witches!” I would say. “The witches are up to their tricks. Quick! Run for your lives! Save yourselves!”
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It was a great plan.

I would be a hero in Stoneybrook.

Probably, the mayor would give me a parade. I would get to ride in a car and wave to the people and wear a crown.

I closed my eyes and fell asleep.

*  *  *

I didn’t wake up until 8:30 the next morning. That stupid alarm clock was looking right at me. It was ticking away cheerfully. But the alarm hadn’t gone off.

I gasped. Morbidda Destiny must have put a spell on it! She must have figured out my plan. She didn’t want me to wake up and warn everybody. So she said a witch’s spell and burned a candle.

I bet she put a spell on everyone in the neighborhood, too! She must have done something so we would all stay asleep. That was the only way to hold a witch meeting, of course.

That darn old Morbidda Destiny, I thought. She was just too smart.

I wondered what had happened at the meeting. What had the witches talked about? What had they decided? Were they going to do anything to our neighborhood?

There was only one way to find out.

Spy.

Spy without getting caught, of course.

And today was my last chance to spy for two whole weeks. This afternoon, Mommy would pick Andrew and me up. We would go back to the little house.

I leaped out of bed. I took off my pajamas and put on my clothes.

I was going to have a busy day.
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Caught!

I began spying right after breakfast. I had to be extra careful. Daddy was working in the garden again. Mostly, he was working in the front yard. But at breakfast he had said to my stepmother, “Perhaps the herb garden should go in the back, Elizabeth. If I started it near Mrs. Porter’s garden, she could give me a hand from time to time.”

Was Daddy crazy? Our own herb garden next to Mrs. Porter’s? That meant two things. It meant Morbidda Destiny would come in our yard to look at our garden. And it meant her magical herbs might get mixed up with our regular ones.

On the other hand, having our own herb garden would mean I could get herbs whenever I needed them. Maybe I could learn to work some spells.

Anyway, I began my spying in the backyard. I really wanted to look at the front of Morbidda Destiny’s house. But Daddy was in the front.

I stood behind a shrub and peered at the witch’s back door. It was closed. I couldn’t hear a sound.

I moved all the way back to the toolshed. When I looked around the corner of the shed I could see Morbidda Destiny’s whole backyard and all of the back of her house. I searched the ground and the roof. I thought maybe I would see a forgotten broom. Or a lost hat. Or a black cat that didn’t belong there.

Nothing.

How boring.

Crash! Bang!

I gasped. Someone — or something — was in our toolshed.

“Karen?” (It was Daddy. He must have heard me.)

I flattened myself against the side of the shed. I kept as still as a mouse.

“Karen?” Daddy called again.

I held my breath.

Soon I heard footsteps. Good. He was going away.

“Karen!” No, he wasn’t. He’d found me.

“Hi,” I said.

“What are you doing here?” asked Daddy. He sounded as if he thought I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing. Like spying.

“Oh, I, um, I — I’m back here looking for my ring,” I lied. “That beautiful ring I got from the Cracker Jacks box.”
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I knew Daddy would remember that ring. Andrew and I had had a big fight over it. We both wanted it. (Then Andrew got a tattoo prize in another box, so he kept that, and I kept the ring.)

I sat down on the ground and pretended to look around. Daddy looked, too.

“Darn,” I said.

“Why do you think the ring might be back here?” Daddy wanted to know.

I shrugged. “I’ve looked everywhere else.”

Daddy stood up. “That’s too bad, honey,” he said.

“Oh, well, Maybe I’ll get another one sometime. Thanks for helping me look!” I got to my feet and ran off.

Whew. Another close call.
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The Witch Meeting

I waited until Daddy was in the front yard. Then I hid behind the shrub again. I watched and watched. Morbidda Destiny’s house was as quiet as a tombstone.

Tombstone. Now there was a scary word. I wondered why I had thought about tombstones. Let’s see. Graveyards … misty nights … ghosts … I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Aughhh!” I screamed.

“Karen Brewer,” said Kristy. “You’re spying, aren’t you?”

I whirled around. “Yes,” I replied. “And you nearly scared me to death.”

“It serves you right. You’re not supposed to spy on the neighbors. You know that. It’s a rule.”

“Are you going to tell?” I asked.

“Maybe. Would you please stop it. I’m — ”

Honk, honk!

“Oh, there’s Mary Anne and her dad,” said Kristy. “They’re taking me downtown. Gotta go. See you later! And quit spying!”

Kristy ran off. I followed her partway. I watched her climb into the car with her friend Mary Anne Spier. Mr. Spier drove off. I waved.

As soon as the car was out of sight I headed for the shrub again. But then I saw Daddy. He was carrying his gardening tools into the backyard. Perfect. Now I could spy from the front.

The front is better for spying because there’s a low hedge between our yard and Morbidda Destiny’s. And there’s one spot where I can just fit between two of the bushes. Nobody can see me there.

I wriggled in.
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Right away, things started to happen. The front door of the witch’s house opened. Morbidda Destiny came out with a broom! Yikes!

She was dressed differently than usual. She was still in black, but she wasn’t wearing a shawl or robes. Just a long, old-fashioned dress. And her hair wasn’t so frazzly.

She looked almost, well, nice.

But what was she doing with her broom?

Oh. She was sweeping the front steps.

Did they really need sweeping? Or was she trying to make people forget she was a witch? I couldn’t tell.

Morbidda Destiny finished her sweeping. She carried her broom inside.

A few minutes later she came out again. This time she was carrying a large pair of scissors. She marched herself over to a flower garden.

Snip, snip. Snip, snip. She cut the flowers until she had a gorgeous bouquet. Then she took the flowers inside.

What would happen next? I waited for a long time, but the witch did not come out of her front door again. Finally I heard voices. I peeked around the hedge, leaning way over. I could see all the way along the edge of Morbidda Destiny’s yard. And there in the back was my witch. She was in her herb garden again. She was snipping away and talking to Daddy. After awhile, she went back inside.

Hmm, I thought. Morbidda Destiny had swept off her porch. She had cut flowers and more herbs. She seemed to be getting ready for something — but what? The witch meeting had been held the night before. Hadn’t it?

Just then, three cars pulled up in front of Morbidda Destiny’s house. I ducked back into the hedge. I held my breath. Who was going to get out of those cars? Witches?

Out of each car stepped an old woman. The women didn’t look very witchy, but with witches, it’s hard to tell. One was carrying a casserole dish. One was carrying a plate of cookies. The third was carrying some books and papers.

They rang Morbidda Destiny’s bell and she let them inside.

A few more cars arrived. Some more women and a couple of men got out. They were all carrying food and books and stuff.

Suddenly a thought came to me. It was an amazing thought.

I needed Hannie.

As fast as I could, I ran to her house.
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At Hannie’s House

Hannie Papadakis answered the door herself.

“Hannie! Hannie!” I cried. “You won’t believe this!”

“What is it?” she asked.

“I was wrong about the witch meeting. Morbidda Destiny didn’t hold it last night. She’s holding it right now. When she said twelve o’clock, she meant noon today, not midnight last night.”

“But I heard her say ‘midnight,’ ” said Hannie, frowning.

“Oh, she was just talking to her cat.”

“But you said — ”

“Never mind that. Listen, the witches are all arriving right now. Some warlocks, too. I’ve been watching them.”

Hannie’s eyes grew wide. “You have? Where are they parking their brooms? I’ve always wondered about that.” Hannie looked out the door.

“Well, that’s the weird thing,” I told her. “They’re not coming on brooms. They’re coming in cars. I don’t know why. But they’re having a meeting all right. They’re bringing food and books and papers. The books must be spell books and the papers must have spells written on them. New spells that they need to practice.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. And you know what?”

“What?” asked Hannie.

“We have to go over there. We have to stop the meeting…. We have to save our neighborhood.”

“Can’t someone else do that?” asked Hannie.

“No one else knows about the witch meeting,” I told her. “Besides, don’t you want to be a hero? The mayor would give us a parade. Maybe even medals. We’d get to ride in a car and wave and wear crowns. The mayor would give everyone a day off from school, too.”
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Hannie looked like she couldn’t make up her mind. “That would be fun,” she said slowly. “But I don’t want to go in Morbidda Destiny’s house. Do you? That would be crazy. They’ll be practicing spells. You said so. They’d probably put a spell on us.”

“Then we’ll protect ourselves,” I replied. I thought quickly. “Before we go into the witch’s house, we’ll go to her garden. We’ll cut some herbs. We’ll take them with us.”

“I don’t know …”

“And we’ll make up our very own spell. A spell against witches.”

“Oh, Karen …”

“What?”

“This just doesn’t sound like a good idea, that’s all. It sounds dangerous.”

“Hannie. Don’t you always do everything I say?”

“Yes,” replied Hannie.

“And isn’t it always okay?”

“No. Remember the time you said the Delaneys have so many jack-in-the pulpits in their yard they’d never miss just one? So we dug one up, and Mrs. Delaney caught us. We were really in trouble. She liked those jack-in-the-pulpits.”

“Well — ” I began.

“And the time you said, ‘Let’s spray Noodle with perfume. It’ll take his dog smell away.’ Remember that? We used Mommy’s good perfume. That was bad enough. But Noodle smelled awful, even after two baths.”

“Aw, Hannie, I was just — ”

“Besides, what do you know about witch spells and herbs?” Hannie asked me.

“Plenty,” I told her. “Don’t I live right next door to a witch? Don’t I?”

“Yes.”

“Believe me. I know enough. Now are you going to help me? Are you going to save our neighborhood? And be a hero?”

“I guess.”

“Great!” I grabbed Hannie by the arm. I didn’t want her to change her mind. “Let’s go!”

“Wait. Let me tell Mommy and Daddy — ”

“Don’t you tell them anything!” I exclaimed.
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Karen’s Spell

I pulled Hannie out the door, across the street, and into my backyard. I did not see Daddy. Perfect.

Hannie and I stood at the edge of Morbidda Destiny’s herb garden.

“We just need to take a few leaves,” I said.

“Which ones?” Hannie whispered. “Spells always say things like a speck of cinnamon, and a pinch of, oh, garlic. How do we know what we need? And how do we know which is which?”

I frowned. “Stop asking so many questions. Any old leaves will do.”

“But what about the magic? Aren’t these magic herbs?”

“Of course. That’s why they’ll protect us. Now go get some stuff.”

“Me? You go.”

In the end, we each snatched a handful of green leaves. Together. Then we ran behind the toolshed. “Put them on the ground,” I said. “We have to be careful with them. We’ll leave them there while we make up a spell.”

Hannie sniffed at her leaves. “They smell funny,” she said.

“Never mind. Put them down for awhile.”

We left the leaves in a little pile.
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“Now for the spell,” I said. “How about:


‘Eye of bat and tail of … something,

Protect us from the witches’ powers.’ ”



Hannie made a face. “If we say that, don’t we have to have the eye of bat and the tail of something?”

“Oh, yeah,” I replied. “I guess so.”

“How about this?” said Hannie.


“Witches, witches, go away.

Come again some other day.”



“No!” I howled. “We don’t want all these witches to come back.”

“Oh, yeah.”

I thought and thought. “All right,” I said at last. “I think I’ve got one:


‘Here are the witches.

We’ll give them a whack,

So they can’t hurt us.

And they’ll never come back.’ ”



“We’ll give them a whack?” repeated Hannie. She looked afraid.

“I just mean with our spell. We won’t really hit them. Now come on. We have to learn the spell — fast. Both of us. Because if there’s any trouble at Morbidda Destiny’s, this is what we’ll do. We’ll put the herbs in our pockets.” I picked up the leaves we’d taken from the garden. I gave half to Hannie and put the rest in my pocket. “If there’s trouble,” I went on, “you touch the herbs with one hand. With your other hand, you hold onto me tight. Then we say our spell together. Okay?”

“How does the spell go again?” asked Hannie.

I said the spell three more times. Then Hannie said it three times.

“Now, are you ready? I asked.

“Yes…. Ready for what? What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to walk over to Morbidda Destiny’s house. We’ll ring her bell. When she answers the door, we’ll march right into the meeting.”

“We will?”

“Yes. And we’ll say, ‘Okay, all you witches and warlocks. We know what you’re up to. You better leave our neighborhood alone.’ See’ Hannie? As soon as they know that we know what they’re doing, they’ll have to stop. It’s simple. Let’s get going.”

“Oh, Karen,” cried Hannie as I led her into the witch’s yard. “I don’t like this. I don’t like it at all.”
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Inside the Witch’s House

Hannie and I tiptoed up to Morbidda Destiny’s front porch.

“Please don’t,” said Hannie in a very small voice. “Please don’t ring the bell.”

I have to tell you something. I was pretty scared myself. I put my finger on the doorbell — then I pulled it away.

Hannie was watching me. “Good,” she said. “Let’s go.”

I turned around. I looked at the street in front of the witch’s house. Lots more cars had pulled up while Hannie and I were behind the toolshed. They were parked up and down the street.
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My knees began to shake.

My mouth felt dry.

It was hard to speak, but even so, I said, “Hannie, look at all those cars. Think of how many witches and warlocks are inside Morbidda Destiny’s house. Think of what they might be planning. We have to go in.”

“Think of how much trouble we’ll be in,” said Hannie.

“We will not be in trouble,” I told her. “We’re going to get a parade and a day off from school. Maybe crowns and medals.” I was pretty sure about this — but I wasn’t positive. I just needed Hannie to come with me.

Hannie sighed. She did not say a word.

I touched the doorbell again. This time I pressed it. Hard.

Ding-dong.

“Oh, no …” moaned Hannie. She started to back away.

I grabbed her arm and pulled her toward me. “You stay right here,” I said.

Just then, the door opened. Morbidda Destiny was standing in front of us, but I could hardly see her. She was dressed in black and she was standing in a shadowy hallway.

“Hey, heh, heh,” she cackled. “Well, what have we here?”

“Hi, Mor — Mrs. Porter,” I whispered. “Can we come in?”

The witch opened the door wider. She leaned over further. “What’s that?” she asked.

I held my head high. “We’d like to come in,” I said in a loud, haughty voice. But my insides felt scarder than scared.

“Well — Well — ” Morbidda Destiny stammered. “Well, of course.” She looked very surprised.

She also sounded nervous. That’s what happens when you’re trying to hide something.

Something like a witch meeting.

Morbidda Destiny did let us in, though.

“Karen,” said Hannie as we stepped into the dark hallway. “Don’t you think we should go home? It’s lunchtime. I bet our parents are wondering where we are.”

“It’s too late,” I whispered. “This meeting will be over soon. We have to talk to the witches now.”

Morbidda Destiny was frowning at us. She seemed confused. “What may I do for you?” she asked.

At least, I think that’s what she asked. It sounded a little like she said, “What may I do to you?”

I looked at Hannie. I felt very afraid. I put my hand in my pocket and touched the magic herbs. They would keep me safe.

I spoke up in my loud, haughty voice again. “We would like to go to the meeting, please,” I said.

“Ah,” said Morbidda Destiny. “Certainly.”

The witch walked down the hallway. It was dark, like the inside of a witch’s house should be. I followed her. Hannie followed me. I kept one hand on the herbs. I put my other hand behind my back so Hannie could hold onto it.

I began to hear voices. The farther we walked, the louder the voices grew. I could hear talking and laughing.

I had to admit that the witches sounded awfully friendly.
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Karen’s Mistake

At last Morbidda Destiny reached the doorway to a big room. She stepped aside so Hannie and I could go in. I could see that I was right about one thing. A lot of witches had come to the meeting. There were so many of them that they couldn’t all sit down. Every chair and couch was filled, and more witches were standing around. They were talking and laughing and eating. Some of them were looking through books about plants. Others were exchanging things that they’d written down on index cards.

Spells? Were they giving each other new spells? My legs felt like they were melting.

Hannie nudged me. “They seem nice,” she said. “They look like they’re having fun.”

Hannie didn’t look so scared anymore, but I felt awful. After all, I was the one who was going to have to do the talking. “Well, of … c-course,” I replied nervously. “Witches are always nice to other witches. It’s real people like us who have to worry. So keep your hand on your herbs.”

“Okay,” said Hannie.

“Now. I’ve got to make a speech,” I said. “Ahem. Ahem. AHEM.”

Some of the witches stopped talking and looked at me. But most of them didn’t pay any attention.

“AHEM! AHEM!” I said again.

A few more stopped talking. Then more and more. The room was silent. Everyone was looking at me. Well, I think they were all looking at me. I couldn’t see some of the ones in the back of the room.
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Hannie was looking at me, too. Her look said, “Well, now what are you going to do?” I wasn’t sure what I was going to do. I wanted to run out of that room and never think about witches again. But it was a little late for that.

“Excuse me,” I said in a timid voice. “I want to — ”

“Speak up!” called a man’s voice. “Can’t hear you.”

“I want to say something,” I tried to talk more loudly. “My name is, um, is …”

“Karen!” Hannie whispered.

“Oh, yeah. It’s Karen. And — and this is my friend Hannie. We know your secret. We know you’re witches … and warlocks …” My voice was just trailing away. Everyone was staring at me. All those witch eyes and warlock eyes. I hadn’t been so scared in my whole life.

The people just kept staring at us.

Finally one man said, “WHAT?” It sounded like an explosion.

Hannie began to cry. I felt like crying myself.

More voices were murmuring. But then a couple of the witches laughed.

“No, really,” I said. I stood first on one foot, then on the other. “We — we know the truth. And H-Hannie and I have come to — to … Well, if you try to do anything to our neighborhood, we’ll … we’ll …”

I couldn’t think of anything to say. And Hannie was just standing there crying.

“Well, we, um, we might tell our parents, so …” I could feel my eyes filling with tears. More people were laughing. The others were just mad.

There was a commotion in the back of the room. I heard a gasp. I heard someone cry out.

“Oh, no!” I exclaimed. ”Hannie, they’re going to get us! Quick — the spell!”

Hannie had one hand in her pocket, touching the herbs. So did I. I grabbed for her other hand. ”Now!” I said.

“Here are the witches,” we whispered.

“We’ll give them a smack,” I heard Hannie say.

“Not smack, whack, Hannie! Whack! Start over!”

We started the rhyme again.


“Here are the witches.

We’ll give them a whack,

So they can’t hurt us.

And they’ll never — ”



“Karen Brewer!” cried a voice. It was a familiar voice. Someone was pushing her way to the front of the room.

It was my grandma! Grandma Packett, Mommy’s mother.

“It is you!” said Grandma. “I couldn’t see from back there.”

“Grandma!” I screamed. “You’re a witch, too?”

I almost fainted.

Grandma knelt in front of me. She took me by the shoulders. “I am not a witch!” she said. She handed tissues to Hannie and me so we could dry our eyes. “Neither is anyone else here. This is a meeting of the Stoneybrook Gardeners Club. I don’t know what is going on, but I want you to apologize, Karen. You, too, Hannie. Apologize to Mrs. Porter. Apologize to her guests. Then I’m going to take you home.”

Uh-oh. I had a feeling Hannie and I were in trouble.

Big trouble.
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Witch or No Witch?

I hate apologizing. At least it went quickly. As soon as Hannie and I had each said, “I’m sorry,” Grandma hustled us outdoors. She seemed to be in a hurry.

“Now, Hannie, you go straight home, please,” said Grandma.

“Okay,” replied Hannie, sniffling. She ran toward her house.

“As for you, young lady, just what did you think you were doing?” Grandma asked me.

“Saving our neighborhood,” I said in a very small voice.

Grandma set her mouth in a line. She was walking fast. I had to run to keep up with her. When we got to our front door, Grandma knocked. Then she opened it. She stuck her head inside. “Hellooo!” she called. “Watson? Elizabeth?”

Daddy and Elizabeth came running into the front hall. Of course, they were surprised to see Grandma. They were not expecting her.

“Mother Packett!” Daddy exclaimed.

He and Grandma hugged each other. Then Grandma told them about the gardening meeting. She told them what Hannie and I had done. Daddy and Elizabeth gasped. Their faces turned red. I didn’t know if they were embarrassed or angry. Maybe both.

Oh, brother.

Grandma said that Hannie and I had already apologized to Mrs. Porter. She said she didn’t know what we were up to, but that she had to go back to the meeting. She added that she hoped her friends wouldn’t laugh at her too much. Then she left.

I looked around. Daddy and Elizabeth and I were not alone. Andrew, David Michael, and Kristy were peering at us from the living room. (When had Kristy come home?) Charlie and Sam were peering at us over the railing on the stairs.

[image: image]

“Karen Brewer,” said Daddy in a low voice. “I hope you can explain this.”

Daddy looked very upset. I hadn’t seen him look like that since the time I got in trouble for saying a bad word in a restaurant.

“I hope I can, too,” I said. “See, um, Hannie and I thought, well, we thought that the meeting next door was — was a witch meeting. We kept seeing people with books and — ”

“Were you spying?” asked Daddy. “Is that why you thought that?”

I glanced at Kristy. She didn’t say anything. She was not going to tell on me. I would have to tell on myself.

“Yes,” I said. “I was spying. So was Hannie. But it was my idea.” I had dried my eyes with the tissue from Grandma, but now my eyes were filling up again.

David Michael took a step closer. “Is Karen going to get in trouble now?” he asked eagerly.

Sam and Charlie laughed.

“All right, kids,” said Elizabeth to Kristy and all my brothers. “Please go find something to do. Watson and I want to talk to Karen alone.”

Daddy and Elizabeth and I went into the living room. We sat on the couch in a row. I was in the middle.

“You’d better tell us the story from the beginning,” said Daddy.

So I did.

Daddy and Elizabeth just stared at me.

Finally Elizabeth said, “Oh, Karen.”

That did it. My tears spilled over. They trickled down my cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Elizabeth and Daddy both sighed.

“We know that,” Elizabeth said at last. “You thought you were helping the neighborhood. But Karen, honey, you have to understand that what you did was wrong. Imagine how Mrs. Porter feels now. You walked into her house and called her and her friends witches.”

“That’s another thing,” said Daddy. “This witch business has gone too far. There are no such things as witches. Mrs. Porter is not a witch.”

I nodded my head, but I didn’t believe Daddy at all.

Daddy and Elizabeth looked at each other.

Finally Elizabeth said, “I better call Mrs. Papadakis. She should know what you and Hannie were up to. Mrs. Porter might call her later.”

“I’m in big, big trouble, aren’t I?” I asked.

“Not too big,” Daddy replied. “Not this time. You thought you were doing something good, something brave.”

“Right,” said Elizabeth. “We can’t punish you for that.”

“But,” Daddy went on, “You were spying, Karen. You did a lot of that this weekend. Don’t we have a rule about spying?”

I nodded.

“What’s the rule?” asked Daddy.

“No spying on the neighbors.”

“Right,” he said. “Or on anyone else. But you spied, and you got into a mess. So you owe Mrs. Porter an apology.”

“I already apologized!” I exclaimed. “So did Hannie.”

“You owe her a note,” said Elizabeth.
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Dear Witch

Daddy and Elizabeth helped me write a note to the witch. This is what it said:
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When the note was finished, Daddy said to me, “Promise me you won’t spy anymore, Karen.”

“Okay,” I said.

“No,” Daddy went on. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I promise I won’t spy anymore.”

Daddy smiled. “Good girl.”

I smiled, too. At least, I won’t spy very much, I thought — only when I really have to.

It was time for Andrew and me to get ready to go back to Mommy’s. We went to our rooms to pack our knapsacks. While I was saying good-bye to Moosie, Sam and Charlie came in my room.

“Heard any good spells lately?” asked Charlie.

“Better watch out or Mrs. Porter will make you grow a nose on your forehead,” said Sam. He laughed loudly.

“Oh, you guys,” I said with a sigh. “Hannie and I knew that was a gardening meeting. We knew it all along.”

“Sure you did,” said Charlie.

“We did! We just wanted to make Mrs. Porter smile. She’s so lonely.”

“Yeah, right,” said Sam.

Sam and Charlie just laughed and laughed.

They laughed again when Mommy came and it was time for Andrew and me to say good-bye. Andrew and I hugged everybody. Kristy whispered to me, “I love you, Karen. Forget about witches.”

Then we ran to Mommy and kissed her and climbed in the car.

As we drove away, I looked at Morbidda Destiny’s house. I thought about the secret I knew. Mrs. Porter really was a witch. Maybe she had held a gardening meeting, not a witch meeting. But she was still a witch. After all, hadn’t I seen her fly away on a broomstick?

Morbidda Destiny was a witch, a clever witch. And I was the only one who knew it.
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