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To Luke, for that moment when you said, 

“Witch City!”
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To brave and unique girls everywhere, 

the world needs you!
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CCrimson Twill was a little witch. But you might not 

know it. She didn’t look like a typical little witch. Instead 

of wearing pointy shoes, she wore gum boots. Instead of 

wearing a plain black dress, she wore a polka-dotted one. 

And instead of wearing a plain black hat, she wore one 

with a big bow, and the hat was crimson, just like her 

name.

Crimson didn’t act like a typical little witch, either. 

She giggled instead of cackled. She skipped instead of 

slunk around. And instead of having nightmares, like 

witches were supposed to, Crimson dreamed.
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Tonight was a dream come true.

rst trip to Broomingdale’s.

Crimson lived in Cackle County, in a cottage with Crimson lived in Cackle County, in a cottage with 

her mom. She loved it there—the fi elds of broom her mom. She loved it there—the fi elds of broom 

straw, the deep dark woods, and the bats in their barn. straw, the deep dark woods, and the bats in their barn. 

Still, sometimes Cackle County was lonely for a little Still, sometimes Cackle County was lonely for a little 

witch. Crimson was thrilled to be going to the city. And 

especially to Broomingdale’s. It was bound to be full of 

exciting new things. Not like the Cackle Country Store, 

which was so dreary and dusty, it even sold dust.

She had been to New Wart City only twice before. 

Once to visit her Aunt Mildew, who worked at the Spell 

Book Publishing House. (That was fun because she got 

to meet her favorite ghost writer.) Another time to visit 

the Museum of Magical Art on a school fi eld trip. (That 

wasn’t fun because their tour guide was a grumpy ogre.)

But she had never been shopping at Broomingdale’s. 

It was the biggest department store in the world. It 

opened when the stars shone. Witches fl ew in from all 

corners of the country to shop there. Her mom went 
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only once in a blue moon. And this time, she had 

decided Crimson was old enough to join her.

Best of all, Crimson had some money to spend. Five 

gold coins!

She had earned them. She had worked hard cleaning 

the cauldron after supper, feeding the frogs in the pond, 

and sweeping the bridge for the troll next door. She 

didn’t tell her mom that she had gotten the broom to 

do all the sweeping for her. But wasn’t that what the 

cleaning broom was for?

Now the coins jingled in her pocket as she and her 

mom fl ew down to the Speedy Underground Broomway.

What should I buy? Crimson wondered.What should I buy?

Maybe a new wand. Full-length instead of half-size. 

But was she really ready for a full-length wand?

Maybe a new dress. But she liked her polka-dotted 

dress, with its spider-shaped buttons. Nobody else had 

one like it. Granny Twill had conjured it just for her. 

“Unique like you,” cackled Granny. Granny Twill was a 

really good spellstress.




