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No broom speaks to me. 

In the whole shop of them, there’s only silence. Not even the cobwebs or spiders or dust bunnies uttered a word of advice. 

"Does it matter if one doesn’t speak to you?" Ji’s catty voice breaks the silence. My notoriously fibbing black cat jumps off my shoulder to bat at a spider. The spider jumps, and I insert an eek in my head. It skitters away. 

"Papa and Zaza say so, and I trust them." They are two of the most dedicated and skilled witches in town, after all. 

"Hmm I’m not so sure," Ji says, attempting to slip behind the broom the spider hid behind.  

"Stop that," I chide. "Also, Papa and Zaza will be upset with you if they find out you questioned their knowledge, you tricksterer. I should have named you Cheshire, I swear." 

"But the spider is getting away, Arennnn!"  

Dejection settles over me, stronger than ever, as I leave the shop, no broom speaking to me. All Hallow’s Eve is in full swing, especially along Main Street. Shops are bustling, decorations are hung and strung from every place it's possible to do so, and many passersby are from out of town, tourists who’ve come for Yverwood’s infamous All Hallow’s Eve festival which is held every year. 

This is my favorite time of the year. The weather’s not too hot, so I can dress like the genderless, non-binary blob I am in my billowing witch robes, obscuring my form the way I like it, and the town is so full of energy, unlike the rest of the time, in which it is merely a quiet, sleepy little magic town. 

All Hallow’s Eve is tonight... 

If I don’t have a broom by the end of my sixteenth All Hallow’s Eve tonight, I’ll be an utter failure of a witch. I won’t be able to go through the necessary certification to become a full-fledged witch if I don’t have a broom. How will I take over my parents’ shop? What will Papa and Zaza think, being such renowned witches in Yverwood? 

Of course, they’d love me all the same, whether I was a magicless workaday or a worse-than-average witch. My heart tells me this is so, and still the not-so-nice goblin in my brain cries out lies, lies, lies! 
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