
“Do you see it there, Maizel?”  

The little girl giggled and snuggled closer to her mother’s comforting embrace. “See what, 

mommy?”  

Her mother smiled and tipped her head toward the horizon, the excited gleam never leaving her 

gaze. Maizel looked at the horizon, studying it for a moment, wondering if this was a trick. “I 

don’t see anything.”  

There was a moment of silence between them where the only things they could hear were their 

own steady breathing and the laughter of the other children playing out in the orchard and down 

by the brook.  

“Don’t you see it? The magic?”  

Maizel smiled. She liked it when her mother talked about magic. Like something new was there, 

waiting for her to discover it.  

Maybe there was. Maybe there wasn’t. But Maizel’s mother seemed to think there was, and so 

Maizel knew there must have been, because her mother had never lied once in her life, and there 

didn’t seem any reason for her to start now.  

And Maizel knew that the other children liked it when her mother talked about the magic- it 

seemed to help them forget about their pasts and what they hadn’t ever had. That was the one 

thing that set Maizel apart from the other children- she had a mother. The other children had no 

parents, no family, no one who wanted them. That’s why they had come to her mother’s orchard 

and farm- the same orchard and farm that had taken in orphaned children for decades before her 

mother had run it. Before her it had been Maizel’s grandmother, and before that her great-

grandmother, who had started it all. This place... this place that was full of apples and chickens 



and vegetables, had become a home to these children, and she knew they were happy. She had 

grown up with them. They were family.   

They had each other. And they had the magic.  

“It’s everywhere,” her mother sighed happily, “oh yes, Maizel, it’s everywhere. And it’s been 

here since your great-grandmother started this place. It wouldn’t have worked without the magic. 

Here, let me show you.”  

She took Maizel’s hand and led her towards a great big oak tree that sat in the middle of their 

front yard, the only one in the middle of rows and rows of apple trees.  

Her mother stopped and laid a hand on its rough, old trunk. “You see this old oak tree?”  

Maizel nodded.  

“It’s been here ever since your great-grandmother started this place. Can you notice what’s 

different about it?”  

Maizel wrinkled her nose as she thought. “It... doesn’t grow apples?”  

“Precisely! Do you know why it doesn’t grow apples even though every tree around it does?”  

This time Maizel was silent, thinking hard.  

Her mother smiled. “Because of magic. Magic grew this tree from a tiny little seed, and with 

each person who leads this wonderful place we call home, it grows a little taller and a little 

wiser.”  

Maizel grinned. “But trees can’t grow wise, mommy!”  

Maizel’s mother sat down in the grass, setting Maizel on her lap, snuggling her close. “With 

magic they can. With magic, anything is possible. With magic, our home is possible, our 

happiness is possible.”  



They were quiet then then for a long time, watching the other children play and splash through 

the morning dew, until her mother sat up a little taller.  

“And guess what, Maizel?” She said in that mirthful voice of hers.  

“What, Mommy?” Maizel asked, becoming giddy.  

“Someday you’ll lead this place, and with magic this oak tree will grow even taller.”  

Maizel smiled. She liked that idea.  

                                                       ~        ~       ~  

                                                         (20 years later)  

Miss Maizel Annemarie MacGregor stood on the front steps of her home, smiling. The wind 

swept through her auburn hair, and the sun smiled down on her face.  

She listened to the sound of the children playing in and among the rows and rows of apple trees. 

She knew they were happy. She knew she was happy. And she knew her mother was looking 

down on them from where she was now, and she was happy.  

Because of...  

Miss Maizel felt a tiny tingle by her heart, and before she knew what she was doing, she was 

walking towards the old oak tree that, in the last few years since she’d started leading their farm 

and orchard, she swore had grown a little taller, and maybe a little wiser, too.  

She laid a hand on the tree’s trunk, remembering what her mother had told her so many years 

ago.  

“Someday you’ll lead this place, and with magic this oak tree will grow even taller.”  

Miss Maizel closed her eyes for a moment, taking in a deep breath of air. She listened to the 

laughter and calls of the children.  

Because of magic.  



  
 


