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To my readers:

You are magical.

Love,
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[image: Chapter 1] WHAT JUST HAPPENED?

I know two things that can make a classroom full of magical middle schoolers go completely bonkers.

The first day of spring and a teacher being late for class.

It’s like a recipe for total madness.

My aunt Trudy calls it “double whammy.”

[image: In a classroom, kids throw paper airplanes, laugh, dodge, and hide behind chairs, while Heidi opens a window, letting in a breeze of fresh air.]
That’s what’s happening right now in my potions class. Everyone has legit lost it—even me!

“Let’s get some AIR in here!” I shout, thrusting open the windows and letting spring swirl into our classroom.

Ahhhhh.

The fresh breeze blows away months of dusty, closed-in winter air.

It also triggers some of the kids to shoot rubber bands and fly paper airplanes.

Snap! Swoosh! Doink!

Others hide behind chairs, laughing, dodging, and squealing.

Wow, it feels good to cut loose.

My friend Hunter McCann only adds to the wackiness. He brought a prank sound machine to class. He got it in a care package from his aunt.

He’s pressing all the buttons, making one kooky sound after another. A blasting air horn, hideous laughter, squealing tires, shattering glass, and LOTS of really gross—but funny—bathroom noises.

We shriek with laughter.

Sophie Rodriguez laughs so hard, she falls off her chair.

Kabonk!

On the other side of the room, there are two kids hanging from the doorframe trying to see who can do more pull-ups.

As for my friends Isabelle and Melanie, they’re crumpling up notebook paper and shooting them into our teacher Mrs. Kettledrum’s wastebasket.

This is when Mrs. Kettledrum walks into the classroom.

Nobody even notices her, except for the boys doing pull-ups on the doorframe because they’re blocking her way. Poor Mrs. Kettledrum does her best to get our attention.

“Class!

“Class!

“CLA-A-A-SS!”

Nobody hears her over the hubbub, though I’m vaguely aware of Mrs. K’s dog, Momo, barking somewhere in a galaxy light-years away. Soon our teacher has to resort to stronger means to get our attention.

[image: Mrs. Kettledrum, the teacher, rings a loud bell—BONG!—at the front of the classroom, while students cover their ears from the noise.]
OMGosh! What is that deafening sound? It’s like we’re inside a big bell.

We clap our hands over our ears. Then the room falls silent except for the tickity-tick of a pencil falling onto the floor.

“Well, that’s MUCH better!” Mrs. Kettledrum exclaims, shaking her head. “My goodness! I’ve never seen such a dreadful case of spring fever!”

Momo hops onto Mrs. K’s chair and barks sharply to echo our teacher’s dismay.

We quickly take our seats without a word. By now the whole class has already moved on to something else. Something much more interesting than spring fever.

Mrs. Kettledrum has not only arrived late…

She’s not alone.

[image: New student Jodi Thompson, with straight hair to mid-back and thick bangs, wearing a medium skirt and a striped, crochet top.]
There, standing beside our teacher, is a new girl.

I size her up in a millisecond.

She has straight chocolate-brown hair that falls halfway down her back and a thick curtain of bangs. Freckles smatter her perfectly upturned nose and cheeks.

Adorable.

Her eyes are a sparkling emerald green, outlined with dark feathery lashes. She’s wearing a medium-wash denim skirt and a navy-and-oat-striped crocheted top.

My kind of outfit.

She’s super-pretty and trendy—someone Melanie would definitely glom on to, which leads to my next question.

Who IS this girl?

What’s she doing here?

Could she be Mrs. Kettledrum’s niece? I doubt it. She’s probably a visiting student.

Or maybe she’s a new student starting today?

Why would Broomsfield Academy bring in a new student so close to the end of the year?

I look around the room to see what my classmates are thinking. They look like they’re wondering the same thing as me.

“Okay, now that everyone has settled down,” Mrs. Kettledrum begins, “I want to first remind you that Friday is our field trip to the American Natural History Museum.”

We cheer our approval, though we hardly need reminding. We’ve been looking forward to this field trip for weeks.

[image: In the classroom, Mrs. Kettledrum stands with Jodi as she announces a field trip, prompting students to cheer and eagerly raise their hands.]
What we really want to know is, who is this mystery girl?

But Mrs. K tells us more about the class trip.

“This field trip has such special meaning for me,” she says, pressing one hand to her heart.

“Each year I take my first-year magical students to this museum. It’s so important to get out into the world and learn about a different kind of magic—the magic of science and the natural world. I know you’re all going to love it! We’ll depart for the museum after lunch on Friday.”

Then our favorite teacher clasps her hands together and finally addresses the stranger standing beside her.

“Our field trip is also perfect timing for our new student!”

My heart skips a beat when she says “new student.” Wow, this girl IS starting now….

Mrs. Kettledrum rests one hand gently on the new girl’s shoulder.

“Attention, everyone!” our teacher says. “I’m happy to introduce your new classmate, Jodi Thompson.”

Jodi smiles and seems exceptionally comfortable with all of us staring at her. It’s like we’re her adoring fans.

One word: confident.

Mrs. Kettledrum tells us a little bit about the new girl.

“Jodi has moved here all the way from Canada,” our teacher tells us. “I’m proud to share that Jodi is also a very gifted witch, who was at the top of her magic classes at her former school. Please let’s all give Jodi a warm welcome to Broomsfield Academy….”

We clap courteously to make Jodi feel welcome.

I know this may sound weird, but the new girl already makes me feel a smidge uncomfortable. I’m pretty sure it’s because Mrs. Kettledrum called her a very gifted witch.

It triggered a feeling of jealousy inside me.

How ridiculous is that?

I push those thoughts away.

The funny thing is, as soon as I think this, Jodi looks directly at me and smiles.

But it’s not just any smile; it’s a knowing smile.

I squirm in my chair.

Whoa, it’s almost as if Jodi just read my mind!

Now, that really IS ridiculous. There’s no way Jodi can read my thoughts.

Right when I think that, Jodi smiles at me again and raises her eyebrow.

Wait, did she actually hear what I was thinking?

[image: Jodi standing with her hands clasped behind her smirking at Heidi reacting to magical swirls coming from Jodi’s head.]
I’m so caught off guard, I gasp loudly. The sound draws attention, so I cough to cover it up. But I must have coughed too loudly because Mrs. Kettledrum calls on me.

Eek!

“Is everything all right, Heidi?”

I quickly cover my mouth and pretend to clear my throat.

“Um, yes! I’m fine, Mrs. Kettledrum!” I say awkwardly. “Just had a little something caught in my throat.” I grab my neck and clear my throat again to make my cover-up seem more believable.

Mrs. Kettledrum seems to buy it, but not Jodi. She just openly smirked at me!

I turn around to see if Jodi could possibly be looking at somebody else, but there’s no mistaking it. She’s definitely smirking at me.

Okay, what is going on right now?!

Suddenly everything seems strangely out of control.

I tap Melanie, who’s sitting next to me, on the arm. She looks at me like, What?

I give her a forceful look and nod slightly toward Jodi as if to say, Do you notice anything weird about the new girl?

Melanie shakes her head, totally clueless. She doesn’t get what I’m trying to say, or what’s going on, at all.

I huff.

Well, whatever IS going on, it’s not good.

Something’s definitely off. I can feel it.

Why would I be getting totally creepy vibes from this new girl? I don’t even know her!

All I know is, she’s a very gifted witch from Canada, who seems to be singling me out. What’s the deal?

This is freaking me out.

Did she really just read my thoughts? Or was it my imagination?

One word: chilling.

[image: Heidi surrounded by wavy lines.]




[image: Chapter 2] USE YOUR NOODLE

Buzz of the new girl spreads across campus like wildfire. It’s as if everyone wants to know her.

And I mean everyone!

It also appears that being new is the secret to popularity. All my classmates want to get to know Jodi, but I don’t.

It’s not because she’s suddenly more popular than I am. I’m keeping a side-eye view on this whole new-girl situation.

I have yet to tell anyone about the weird vibes I’ve been getting from Jodi, but I won’t be able to keep this to myself forever. At some point, I’ll have to unload—or explode.

By dinnertime I’m starving. Feeling out of sorts has given me a whopper of an appetite, though it could be because I only had three red licorice sticks for lunch.

Oops!

I do have some good news! Jodi has not been assigned to my table.

Phew! At least I don’t have to deal with her at mealtimes this week.

The other good news is that Hunter, Annabelle, and Sunny are at my table.

Yay!

But there’s some bad news too. My crush, Nick, is at Jodi’s table.

Argh!

She’d better not flirt with my crush.

Two words: Paws off!

Thankfully, Jodi momentarily slips my mind when I realize it’s Pasta Night.

I love Pasta Night! It means we get to build our own pasta bowls.

[image: Heidi, Melanie, Hunter and Isabelle stand in line at a cafeteria table, holding trays with bowls as they wait in front of a bustling pasta station.]
Yum!

Melanie, Isabelle, Hunter, and I slide our trays in front of the pasta station.

“Look at all the pasta-bilities!” Hunter jokes.

Izzy shoves Hunter.

“Oh, STOP it!” she exclaims at his noodle pun.

We all burst out laughing, and Izzy keeps the fun going.

“Everyone, what type of noodle are you?” she asks.

Melanie narrows her eyebrows.

“What do you mean?” she questions.

Isabelle giggles.

“I mean, what’s the pasta shape that best describes your personality?” she asks.

Suddenly we look at the pasta choices with new interest. Hmmm, if I were pasta, what would I be? I wonder.

It takes me all of two seconds to figure out my choice. I’m definitely spiral pasta because as usual, my life is spiraling out of control.

I decide to keep this to myself. Besides, Melanie goes first anyway.

“I’m ANGEL-hair pasta,” she says dramatically. “That’s because of my halo of blond hair.” Then she flips her blond ponytail with the back of her hand.

“Is that so?” Izzy comments with a dash of snark-asm. “Does ‘angelic’ really describe your character?”

We all laugh—even Melanie because she may look like an angel, but she doesn’t always act like one.

Melanie shrugs and turns to Hunter. “So, what type of noodle are you, Prince Charming?”

Hunter rolls his eyes at Melanie as he examines the dishes full of different kinds of pasta.

“Well, my swag is no secret,” he jokes. “That must mean I’m bow-tie pasta. Anyone who can wear a bow tie has to be fearless and confident, and, well, that pretty much sums me up.”

We roll our eyes and agree that bow-tie pasta definitely describes Hunter to a tee.

After that, Melanie takes it upon herself to dole out the rest of our noodle personalities—that’s because she loves to be in charge.

No surprise there!

“Okay, if Isabelle and Hunter were a noodle together, then they’d have to be spaghetti because spaghetti is the romantic pasta,” Melanie says.

Then she explains how in the movie Lady and the Tramp the two would eat opposite ends of the same piece of spaghetti and wind up with locked lips.

“Woooooo!” Melanie and I croon at the same time.

Isabelle’s cheeks turn pink, but Hunter just laughs it off.

Then Melanie moves on to me.

Oh no, here we go….

“Heidi, you’re the spiral pasta because you’re kooky, fun, and totally unpredictable.”

I make a silly face because she’s right, but I still keep the part about me being a spiraling, out-of-control noodlehead to myself.

Instead I decide to give Melanie my take on her noodle type.

“Well, Melanie, you may be angel-hair pasta, but you’re also ravioli because you’re so full of surprises!”

We all crack up, and that’s when we notice that the kids behind us in line are getting annoyed and want us to hurry up.

We scoop some noodles into our bowls and top them with sauce and grated cheese before scurrying back to our assigned tables.

Yum!

When I get to my table, I plunk down beside Sunny and Annabelle. They’re already halfway through their meals. Before I dig in, I sneak a glance at Jodi’s table, which is the next one over from ours.

Melanie and Nick are both talking to Jodi a mile a minute.

[image: Isabelle, Hunter, Annabelle, Heidi, and Sunny chat and eat at one round table, while Jodi, Nick, Izzy, and Melanie sit at another and laugh.]
Ugh.

I wish Nick wouldn’t talk to Jodi. It makes me feel so blah!

Sunny nudges me, and I snap out of my thoughts.

“Heidi, have you met the new girl?” she asks innocently—not knowing I’ve been stressing about the new girl all day.

“Her name is Jodi and she’s sooo nice,” Sunny goes on. “She even offered to help me carry a bunch of sweatshirts to the lost and found in between classes. So sweet, right? She was also super-chatty and upbeat, too—our kind of person.”

Annabelle nods in total agreement.

“Yeah, I bumped into Jodi at the bookstore,” she adds, “and she complimented my outfit and my English accent. She even bought me some sour gummy worms—for absolutely no reason—when we were checking out. That was so BEYOND!”

My shoulders automatically slump because I feel like I’m caught in a raging storm of positivity, and this makes me feel like a total merg-a-saurus.

“What’s the matter, Heidi?” Sunny asks, noticing my grumpy face and slouchy posture.

I stab a pasta spiral with my fork and sigh.

“Well, if I’m being totally honest, I didn’t have the same happy experience with Jodi that you guys did.”

Sunny and Annabelle look at each other like, Whoa, what does she mean by THAT?

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle sit at a table with trays of food, as Sunny and Annabelle glance curiously at Heidi.]
“Well, how did she act around you, Heidi?” Annabelle asks. “She was in your potions class, right? Did Mrs. Kettledrum have to slow down so Jodi could catch up?”

I shake my head. “Nope, exactly the opposite.”

Annabelle gives me another curious look, so I explain how the new girl is a star witch.

“Jodi had no problem keeping up in class,” I go on. “It turns out she was at the top of her magic classes at her old school in Canada. I think she probably came here because she needed more of a challenge….”

Annabelle tilts her head and looks at me thoughtfully. “Wow, Heidi, she sounds a lot like you!”

Annabelle’s comment makes me swallow wrong, and I start coughing. I cough so much that my eyes water. My friends look worried.

“Heidi, are you okay?” Sunny asks. “Try drinking something.”

I sip some water and try to recover from my coughing fit.

“I’m fine,” I say, still sputtering a little. “I do have something else on my mind.” I motion for my friends to scootch closer. Their chairs clump across the floor as they huddle nearer to me.

“Okay, I’m not one hundred percent sure,” I whisper to them. “But I think Jodi may have read my mind in class today.”

Sunny and Annabelle lean back in surprise.

“Wow, that’s SO cool!” Sunny exclaims.

Cool? I think. How could Sunny think this is cool? This is NOT cool.

It’s TERRIBLE.

Sometimes Sunny is so positive, it can be annoying.

“What’s cool about it?” I whisper angrily. “I find it totally unnerving and freaky.”

Sunny and Annabelle both stare at me in disbelief. Clearly neither one of them has heard the terrifying news flash I just shared. Just the opposite!

Annabelle leans in closer. “Think about it, Heidi,” she whispers. “You and Jodi could have entire conversations without having to say a single word out loud!” she says. “That sounds pretty cool, if you ask me.”

I give her a major eye roll.

“But reading minds is my gift,” I say defensively. “I don’t want to share my gift with somebody else. End of story.”

As soon as the words leave my mouth, I know they sound selfish, and maybe even a tad babyish, but that’s the way I feel.

“You’re overreacting, Heidi,” Sunny assures me. “You need to give Jodi more of a chance. To be honest, I’m more afraid that you’ll become besties with her, and then you’ll forget all about us!”

Annabelle nods.

Wow, all this friend love feels good, and who knows, maybe they are right. I could be overreacting a little. But one thing’s for sure, I’d never ditch Sunny and Annabelle for Jodi. No way!

“That would never happen!” I reassure my friends. Then Annabelle nudges me.

“Hey, look,” she whispers, nodding toward Jodi’s table. “Melanie has already become besties with Jodi, so I guess none of us has to worry.”

I glance at the new girl’s table. Melanie is still gabbing nonstop with Jodi. Nick is listening to both of them intently.

Ugh, I can’t watch.

“Well, all I can say is that Jodi had better not move in on my crush!” I tell my friends.

Sunny and Annabelle laugh.

“Like that would ever happen!” Annabelle says pretty convincingly. “Nick only has eyes for you, Heidi, and I don’t see that changing.”

Sunny agrees 100 percent. Their vote of confidence helps tame my loopy jealousy.

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle sit at a lunch table eating soup, while Heidi daydreams about Nick, his eyes turning heart-shaped as she gazes.]
My friends really are the best! I dig back into my pasta with more gusto.

Besides, why SHOULD I worry about Jodi being able to read minds? It could actually be fun to have someone to exchange thoughts with! For the first time since potions class, I feel more relaxed.

“Are you two excited about the field trip?” I ask, moving the subject off myself. “What are you looking forward to most?”

Annabelle slides her hand into her backpack, which is hanging from her chair. She pulls out a museum brochure and opens it, pointing to a kaleidoscope of butterflies. “Personally, I can’t wait to see the butterfly vivarium!”

Annabelle hands me the brochure.

[image: Sunny, Heidi and Annabelle sit together at a table, looking at a museum brochure with kaleidoscope of butterflies with their lunch trays in front.]
I heard there were butterflies at the museum, but I don’t know much else about them.

“What exactly is a butterfly vivarium?” I ask.

Annabelle’s face lights up.

“A vivarium is where they house the butterfly exhibit,” she explains. “It’s a warm, tropical enclosure, with trees, plants, water features, and tons of butterflies. You can walk around inside and look at all kinds of beautiful butterflies up close, and if you’re lucky, sometimes the butterflies will even land on you!”

Hunter, who has tuned in to our conversation from across the table, starts cupping and flapping his arms like a butterfly, but truth be told, he looks more like a chicken.

What a goofball.

[image: Hunter sits at a table with a tray of food, flapping his arms.]
“Butterflies sound okay,” Hunter says halfheartedly. “But the dinosaurs are the best exhibit.”

Isabelle sidles up next to Hunter on her way back from the tray drop. She must’ve heard us talking about the field trip.

“Everyone loves dinosaurs, Hunter!” she agrees enthusiastically. “You don’t have to convince us!” Izzy is right. We all agree that dinosaurs are pretty cool.

“There’s also a blue whale exhibit and a planetarium,” Isabelle adds. “But Mrs. Kettledrum says we may not have time for everything.”

“Dinosaurs and butterflies and blue whales, oh my!” I exclaim.

My friends laugh. It’ll be great for us to get away from Broomsfield on a field trip together.

Unfortunately, these happy thoughts last all of about a minute—that’s because out of nowhere, somebody barges into my thoughts without even knocking.

Don’t worry. It’s going to be fun, Heidi Heckelbeck! the intruder says.

At first I think the voice must be coming from Sunny, or at least I hope it is. I’ve always been able to hear Sunny’s thoughts easily because we’re such close friends.

But this voice sounds nothing like hers. Sunny would never refer to me by my first and last name.

Then a scary feeling washes over me.

Was it Jodi?

My eyes shift toward Jodi’s table.

Yup! It’s her, all right!

Jodi is staring directly at me, and not only that, she’s also got a huge smile on her face.

[image: Jodi smiles from her table, exchanging a friendly glance with Heidi Heckelbeck, who sits across the cafeteria with her friends.]
My worst fears have just been confirmed.

Not only can Jodi READ my thoughts but she can SEND thoughts to me too!

What am I going to do NOW?

One word: rattled.

As we all get up to leave the cafeteria, I hear Jodi calling me.

“Hey, Heidi, wait up!” she says. I tell Sunny and Annabelle I’ll catch up with them later, and I wait for Jodi.

“What’s up, Jodi?” I ask.

“Heidi, what are you so worried about?” Jodi says. “Tomorrow is going to be super-fun. I can’t wait to hang out with all your friends.”

“Why?” I say. “Why all my friends? Why have you glommed on to me, Jodi?”

“Because you’re the smartest, most popular girl in our grade, of course.” Jodi pauses, and then she smiles. “That is, you were before I arrived. We’ll see who’s the favorite after tomorrow.

[image: Jodi walks away smiling confidently, while Heidi watches with a surprised expression, caught off guard.]
“See you later, Heidi.”

And with a toss of her perfect, shiny brown hair, Jodi turns and walks away from me. I stare after her, slightly in shock.

If Jodi has a noodle type, it is most definitely merg-o-lini.





[image: Chapter 3] BRRROOOM! BRRROOOM!

I have to write a letter to Lucy.

I need to vent to my best friend.

And even though I can’t tell her the witchy side of what’s going on, at least I can spill my feelings. Maybe this will make me feel better.

Melanie is at her guitar lesson, so our room is quiet. I pull out a piece of lilac-bordered stationery and a lavender pen to match.

Now to spill my heart out.


[image: Stylized text reading “Heidi Helena Heckelbeck” in a playful font.]
Hey, Lulu!

It’s me, Heidi, your best-ever friend!

Hope things are well with you in good ol’ Brewster. Can’t wait to hear what’s up.

You wanna know what’s up with me? Hope so because all I can say is my entire life has been turned upside down in the space of one day.

Today we got a new girl in our class, named Jodi. She just moved here from Canada.

This probably doesn’t sound like a big deal, but let me tell you, [image: A surprised face with wide eyes and a small open mouth.] IT IS! [image: A distressed face with tears streaming down.]

My entire class treats her like she’s a celebrity. It’s kind of annoying if you ask me.

Here’s the real problem. She just makes me really uncomfortable. I can’t put my finger on it. All my friends think she’s really nice, but that’s not the vibe I get at all.

Tonight at dinner, she was sitting with Melanie and Nick.

What if Nick ends up liking her better than me? What if everyone likes her more than me?

Please write back as soon as possible, my wise and faithful friend. You always know the right things to say. Do you think things will get better? Am I overreacting? Sorry to sound so pathetic!

Thanks for listening.

Love you tons!

[image: Three hand-drawn black and white hearts with a sketchy outline and a light gray fill.]
Your totally freaked-out BFF,

Heidi Kins



I stuff Lucy’s letter into a paisley-lined envelope. I address it and stamp it. I only use a stamp so it won’t raise any eyebrows, if you know what I mean. Then I send the letter magically on its way to Lucy’s mailbox. Phew, it felt good to vent.



My regular classes are fine on Thursday—that’s because Jodi is only in one of them, my social studies class.

But she is in my broomstick riding class with Mr. Craftwood.

The class starts out fine, even though it’s hard to ignore Jodi. She’s gotten into my head, even when she’s not actually talking inside my head.

So far she’s keeping to herself. I’m glad because we’re doing something really special in class today. Mr. Craftwood is teaching us how to make our very own magical broomsticks!

We spent our last class walking around in the woods, collecting branches for our broom handles, as well as sticks and grasses for the end of the brooms.

Now we actually get to make our broomsticks. I focus intently on my teacher.

[image: In broomstick riding class, Mr. Craftwood holds a broom at the front while students sit at desks.]
“Most of you know me as a wizard and a teacher,” Mr. Craftwood begins. “But I’m also what’s known as a ‘broomsquire.’ A broomsquire is someone who has been trained in the ancient art of making besoms. Does anyone know what the term ‘besom’ means?”

Jodi and I both raise our hands. But of course Mr. Craftwood calls on Jodi because she’s popular even with the teachers.

Blah.

Jodi goes out of her way to wrinkle her nose at me before she answers.

[image: Jodi, Heidi, and another girl sit in the front row of a classroom filled with objects. As they raise their hands, Jodi wrinkles her nose at Heidi and answers.]
“ ‘Besom’ is an old English word for broom, and witches and wizards decided to use it as a term for a magical broomstick,” she says in a fake, overly sweet tone of voice, which is a total act, in my opinion.

Mr. Craftwood nods approvingly. “Very good, Jodi.”

Jodi looks my way and sends me a thought.

Ha! Beat you to it, Heidi. Gotta be quick when I’m around!

[image: Heidi shows no emotion, her expression neutral, her attention turned inward.]
I glare back at Jodi because I want to show her I’m tough stuff. I don’t feel like tough stuff at all. I feel totally uneasy, but I try not to act like it.

Oh, be quiet, Jodi! I just want to pay attention—okay?!

Then I brace myself for another snappy response.

But Jodi stays quiet. Maybe she decided to be quiet and listen for a change. I tune back into Mr. Craftwood.

“Today you’re going to craft your besoms, and then we’ll enchant them together,” our teacher goes on.

“You’ll assemble your broomsticks with the branches, twigs, and brush you collected during our last class. Jodi, in your case, earlier today. The instructions are provided in the handouts I gave everyone at the start of class. If you have any questions, I’ll be here to answer them. Please begin.”

I set my instructions in front of me and lay my broom handle on top of my desk. I chose a stick with just enough knots and crooks to give it some character. The handle curls at the top, which gives it even more style. Now to assemble the bristles and attach them to my broomstick.

[image: Heidi holds a sheet of paper showing step-by-step broom assembly instructions, surrounded by broom making supplies. The paper reads: "BROOM ASSEMBLY INSTRUCTIONS 1. Assemble the bristles and prepare to attach them around the end of your chosen broomstick. 2. Glue the bristles onto your broomstick and then use some twine to further secure them. 3. Pound three nails through the twine and bristles to make the broom secure. 4. Wait for instructions on how to enchant your broom."]
I grab a handful of birchwood twigs and dried grasses from my bag. They will form my broom.

The next step says to glue and tie the bristles onto the broomstick. Not to brag, but most kids still have to use glue guns to attach their bristles, but Mrs. K taught me some glue magic.

Gluing with magic is way easier than a glue gun, and less messy too. I tailor my glue spell to suit my broomstick project.

[image: ]

A STICKY MIX OF WORDS DOTH BREW.

A PERFECT BLEND OF MAGIC GLUE.

GLUE THESE BRISTLES TO MAKE A BROOM.

FASHION THEM INTO A WITCH’S PLUME!
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[image: Heidi stands holding a magical broom, with various tools and materials spread out on the table before her.]
The sticks and dried-grass stalks dance magically as they attach themselves to my broom handle. As I watch the bristles move into place, I hear you know who calling me—inside my head.

Heidieee! Heidieee!

Paging Heidi Heckelbeck!

I’m still not used to someone randomly invading my thoughts. I also blissfully forgot Jodi while I was making my broomstick.

All I can say is, this girl needs to give it a rest.

But I can’t exactly ignore her, so I reluctantly turn and look her way. She still has that annoyingly smug look on her face.

Heidi, why do you seem so surprised whenever I visit your thoughts? Did it ever occur to you that other witches can read minds besides YOU? It’s not like you’re the only one with this gift.

“Merg!” I say out loud, which causes some of my classmates to look up from their work.

They probably think I’m frustrated with my broom. That’s not it, of course.

I’m a whirl of emotions.

Part of me is mad because Jodi is right about one thing. I didn’t know other witches my age had the same gift as me.

I never thought about it before. I never would’ve believed another witch would use their gift of mind reading against me.

This is all-new territory.

And I don’t like it one bit.

I also wonder how Jodi gets into my thoughts whenever she feels like it. The only other witch I’ve ever had mental conversation with is Mrs. Kettledrum. Jodi somehow knew right away that she could have mental conversations with me.

How come I can only do this with Jodi out of all the rest of the students at Broomsfield Academy? Why her?

I don’t like Jodi hijacking my thoughts.

I’m going to tell her that right now. Knowing her, she’s probably been listening in on my thoughts the whole time.

Grrrr.
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Of course it shocks me when you burst into my head unannounced, Jodi! I tell her. Why can’t you talk to me like a NORMAL person instead of randomly popping into my head, like it’s some public space? Would you please just STOP?!

Jodi smiles devilishly. She watches me like I’m some form of entertainment. Luckily, she has to look away because Mr. Craftwood just stopped by her desk.

I go back to creating my broomstick, but I’m so upset, I can barely concentrate.

Focus, Heidi! I tell myself as I continue assembling my broomstick.

Okay, I need to secure the bristles to the broomstick by tying twine around them. I cut a long piece of twine and loop it around my broomstick, near the top of the bristles. I tug on the twine until it’s tight around them. Then I wrap the twine around and around and tie it off in a knot.

The next step says to pound three nails through the twine and the sticks to make the broom secure. I grab my hammer and three short stubby nails.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

My besom is all assembled.

I hold it up to admire it. I glance at Jodi to see what her broomstick looks like.

I know I shouldn’t compare, but I can’t help it.
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Jodi is holding her broom and admiring it too. Hers has a more dramatic curlicue at the top than mine.

Such a show-off!

Jodi sees me looking and immediately picks up the conversation where we left off.

The reason I can read your mind so easily, Heidi, is because that’s one of the perks of two witches who have the same gift of mind reading. Kind of gives new meaning to the phrase “Great minds think alike!”

Jodi giggles out loud. How am I supposed to take this? It’s sort of a backhanded compliment.

How dare she say we think alike? Our thoughts are nothing alike!
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I wish Jodi had an off button so I could stop her from blabbing on in my head.

One word: maddening.

Jodi doesn’t stop. She blabs on.

Heidi… you surprise me in two ways. (1) You didn’t know witches with the same gift of mind reading have the power to read each other’s thoughts, and (2) you didn’t even know other witches could have the same gift as you! Jodi shakes her head in disbelief.

All the blood in my body rushes into my face.

I am officially FURIOUS.

First of all, she’s wrong. I have had thought conversations with Mrs. Kettledrum, but I didn’t expect this from another magical student.

Then I realize I’d better be careful what I think because Jodi’s probably reading every single one of my thoughts.

Ugh, I need to stop this!

I remind myself to ask Mrs. Kettledrum how to stop Jodi from entering my thoughts, but for now I know I have to handle this on my own.

That’s ENOUGH, Jodi Thompson, I think angrily. I’m DONE with this conversation.

Please see yourself OUT of my head. NOW.

Jodi’s not even looking at me anymore. She’s not listening, either. That’s because Mr. Craftwood has begun to explain how to enchant our broomsticks.

Double ugh! I can’t believe I let Jodi distract me from learning magic. My favorite thing!

I try to shake off all this merg-i-ness so I can hear what my teacher is saying.

“Has everyone completed a broomstick?” Mr. Craftwood asks. We all nod and look around to make sure everyone’s done.

“Good!” our teacher goes on. “They’re all so creative. Well done! Before we bring your broomsticks to life, I want you to give yours a name! Be sure to give it a name that reflects who you are because your broom is a reflection of you.”

Everybody starts talking about names, but I already know what I’m going to name my broomstick.

High Jinks.

“High jinks” means “playful, fun, and mischievous,” and that’s what a magic broom should be. It also describes me pretty well.

Of course Jodi is listening in on my thoughts, and she’s the first to know the name of my broom. I ball up my fists when I hear her voice in my head again.

“High Jinks” is a cute name, Heidi. You want to know what I named MY broomstick?

I look at this annoying new girl fiercely.

NO! I tell her firmly, but Jodi doesn’t listen.

She acts like I didn’t say anything at all!

I named my broomstick Nika. It means “victory” in Greek. Which means that together Nika and I will always win!

Why can’t I get into Jodi’s mind unannounced? This is another question for Mrs. Kettledrum.

Thankfully, Mr. Craftwood starts talking before I can respond to Jodi, which is probably a good thing. It’s safer to listen to the teacher than to think about Jodi.

“Is everyone ready to enchant their broom?”

“YES!” the class cries, except me. I’m too mad to be gleeful, but don’t get me wrong. I can’t wait to enchant my broomstick.

Mr. Craftwood asks Jodi to pass out the broom enchantment spell, of course.
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While Jodi hands out the spell, Mr. Craftwood pulls something out of an old leather satchel. It looks like a miniature flute. He holds it up for everyone to see.

“This is my magical fife. It’s made of rosewood,” he tells us. “A fife is a high-pitched woodwind instrument. I’ll play the fife while you all chant the broom spell together. Please read the spell quietly to yourself before we begin.”

The room falls silent—even Jodi is quiet—as we read the spell to ourselves. Mr. Craftwood waits for everyone to look up.

“Ready?” he asks.

“YES!” we say eagerly.

Mr. Craftwood rolls up his sleeves.

“Okay, everyone, please hold your broomsticks in one hand and hold your spell in the other. Heidi, will you please lead the class in casting the spell?”

I nod, secretly glad that I got a more important job than Jodi.

“Good,” Mr. Craftwood affirms. “Heidi, please come to the front of the room with your broomstick and spell.”

I get up and walk to the front of the room. Luckily, Jodi doesn’t say a peep as I make my way to Mr. Craftwood’s side. My teacher smiles at me.

“I want everyone to follow Heidi’s lead. I’ll begin to play a magical tune, and when I nod my head, that will be Heidi’s cue, and yours, to begin chanting the spell. When the spell is complete, you may feel your broom shudder in your hand. This is no cause for alarm. It means your broom has come to life! And this is exactly what we want.

“Are you ready, Heidi?”

“Yes,” I say, feeling very important.

“Class, are you ready?” Mr. Craftwood asks. My classmates nod in response.

Mr. Craftwood raises the fife to his lips and begins to play a magical tune. The sound is beautiful and bewitching. My teacher nods, and I begin to lead the class in chanting the spell.
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STICKS AND TWIGS ALL WRAPPED IN TWINE,

MAKE THIS MAGIC BESOM MINE.

ENCHANT THESE BROOMS BY ROSEWOOD FIFE,

AND GIVE THESE STICKS THE GIFT OF LIFE!
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Zing!

The magic takes hold instantly.

I can feel my broom vibrate in my hand. It’s no longer just a branch, some twigs, and some twine.

[image: Mr. Craftwood, the teacher, plays a flute as students grasp brooms emitting a magical glow.]
It’s alive!

“Welcome to the world, High Jinks!” I whisper to my broom.

Mr. Craftwood pats me on the back.

“Thank you, Heidi,” he says. “You and your broom may return to your seat.”

I walk back to my desk with my living broomstick, along with a new sense of responsibility, not to mention some awe. Wow, this is my very own broom, and I get to take care of it, love it, and train it from now on.

As I take my seat, I’m careful not to catch Jodi’s eye. Thankfully, she’s keeping quiet right now. Once I’m seated, Mr. Craftwood continues.

“It’s time to get acquainted with your brooms,” he says. “Say hello and make your broom feel welcome and comfortable in your presence. Be sure to tell your broom its name, too.”

We engage with our brooms immediately. The sounds of greetings and happy chatter fill the room.

Think of it! Sixteen magical brooms have just entered the world. This is truly amazing.
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“Hello, High Jinks,” I whisper. “I’m Heidi, and I know we’re going to get along famously.” High Jinks swishes her bristles from side to side, like a dog wagging its tail.

Mr. Craftwood claps his hands to get our attention.

“Okay, I’m happy to hear you’ve all gotten acquainted with your brooms. We’re going to learn how to train them. We must begin to train them right away so they form good habits.”

A murmur of excitement echoes around the room.

This is so cool!

“Training a broom is a lot like training a dog,” he tells us. “That’s because magical brooms are naturally curious, and like a dog, they need to be taught how to behave.

“The good news is that your broom wants to please you. This makes it easy to teach the broom to do things through positive reinforcement. As you advance, you can also control your broom with magic, but that will come later. For today we’re going to teach your broom how to come when it’s called.”

Mr. Craftwood steps in front of his desk, holding his own broom, Magnus. “Everybody, please stand beside your desk with your broom. I’m going to create more space in the classroom so you’ll have room to train.”

We all hop to our feet with our brooms.

With a wave of his hand, Mr. Craftwood makes our desks and chairs disappear. We gasp at his quick, one-handed magic.

Wow, I can’t wait to do that someday!

With the furniture gone, there’s tons of space in the classroom to train our brooms.

“Okay, here we go!” Mr. Craftwood begins. “Everybody, let go of your broom and back six steps away from it. Be sure to face your broom the whole time so it doesn’t get scared. And remember this, you’re in control of your broom. It’s depending on you.”

We slowly let go of our brooms. They hover in the air and don’t go anywhere. Then we back away from them, counting six steps as we go. Wow, this is incredibly cool!

“Good job,” Mr. Craftwood says. “You’re going to call your broom by its name and give it one command: ‘Come!’ When your broom comes to you, I want you to reward it with praise. This lets your broom know it did a good job. Brooms love to be praised. Allow me to demonstrate.”

Mr. Craftwood takes six steps away from his broom.

“Magnus, come!” he says in a firm but cheerful voice.

The broom goes straight to our teacher. Then he praises it. “Well done, Magnus!”

Mr. Craftwood releases his grip on his broom.

“Now, this is very important,” he goes on. “You must always use the same command with your broom. ‘Come!’ You can’t switch it up and say, ‘Here, Magnus!’ or, ‘Here, Broomy Broomy!’ Always be consistent. This is how you build trust. It’s always important to use a cheerful voice when you call your broom too.

“Before we practice calling them, it’s helpful to know that some brooms may learn more quickly than others. This is normal. Just be patient. Never rush your broom.

“Your broom will eventually get the hang of it. For more magically advanced witches and wizards, you will most likely have no trouble having it obey you. Brooms are very sensitive to one’s magical powers.

“When your broom does learn to come when it’s called, you may gradually increase the distance between you and your broom. Okay, I’ll be here to help. You may begin calling your brooms.”

I can’t wait to try this!
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“High Jinks, come!” I call as firmly and cheerfully as I can.

Whoosh! Without any hesitation High Jinks whizzes into my waiting hands.

Whoa! I didn’t think it would be that easy. I look around the classroom. It’s not as easy for some of my classmates. Most are struggling to get their brooms to come, except for Jodi. No surprise there.

Just ignore her, I tell myself.

So I do, and I get back to training. This time I take twelve steps away from my broom and try again.

“High Jinks, come!” I call.

Swooooosh! My broom is with me faster than you can say “sweep”!

Wow, this is so easy—and fun!

Things feel normal for about three minutes more until Jodi just can’t help herself. She charges right back into my thoughts.

Watch this, Heidi! she says gleefully.

Uh-oh. This can’t be good, I think.

And it isn’t.

Suddenly Jodi’s broom takes off by itself. It darts around the room—when Mr. Craftwood turns his back—and does a couple of loop the loops in the air. Some of our classmates see it and squeal.

Top that, Heidi Heckelbeck! Jodi says snootily.

[image: Jodi standing in a magical setting with a broomstick flying behind her.]
This is getting totally out of hand.

Come on, Jodi. Quit it! You’re going to get us both in trouble! I tell her.

Jodi makes a pouty face at me. Has Heidi had enough? she scoffs. Come on, Heidi. Did you actually think you’d be the best witch in your class forever?

Oh, and by the way, did I mention I’m also going to take advanced magic lessons with Mrs. Kettledrum? So much for you being the special one…. Well, I guess it was fun for you while it lasted.

I’m so mad right now, I could scream.

I hate to admit it, but I have always dreaded the idea of someone in my class being a better witch or wizard than me, but I never dreamed it would actually happen.

I stop my train of thought because I know Jodi is probably listening.

Yup, she is! I can tell by the look on her face. Jodi has me right where she wants me.

Let’s not sugarcoat it, Heidi. I can’t help it if I’m a better witch than you…. You MUST have heard I was legendary at my old school….

Okay, that does it.

[image: Heidi with furrowed brows, steam-like lines swirling around her head.]
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I lose all self-control, and I don’t even think twice about putting a spell on High Jinks.


MAKE MY MAGIC BROOM GO

VROOM, VROOM

AND CHASE JODI’S BROOMSTICK

AROUND THE ROOM!



As soon as the words leave my lips, my broom takes off like a missile and goes after Jodi’s broom. Her broom panics and takes off.

They chase each other around and around the room. The whole class is pointing and laughing. Two brooms playing tag does look pretty funny.

Mr. Craftwood is definitely not amused.

He points his fingers at our soaring brooms. “Terminate!” he shouts. The brooms freeze in place.

The whole classroom freezes too.

“At ease!” Mr. Craftwood commands. The brooms relax. “Return to your owners.” High Jinks comes back to me, and Nika goes back to Jodi.

Mr. Craftwood walks back to his desk. He does not look happy.

“I want everyone to put their brooms into sleep mode. Please chant the following spell:
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MAGIC BROOMS THAT SOAR AND SWEEP,

NOW IT’S TIME TO GO TO SLEEP.
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“Once your broom is asleep, please place it in the broom closet. Then class will be dismissed, except for Heidi and Jodi. I’d like you two to please come see me.”

I put my broom into sleep mode, and then I send a thought message to Jodi.

See what you did, Jodi?

We’re in BIG trouble—and it’s all because of YOU.

Jodi rolls her eyes. You’re the one who lost control, Heidi, not me!

That’s a laugh! I shoot back.

Then I turn away from Jodi.

I don’t even want to look at her.

How can I shut her out of my thoughts? I have to figure this out.

[image: Inside her headspace, Heidi pictures herself calm and meditative in a tranquil room.]
Don’t hurt yourself trying to shut me out, Heidi, Jodi mocks.

I ignore Jodi’s jeers and focus on putting up walls in my thoughts. I’m way too proud of my gift and my magic to let this new girl make me feel bad about myself. Then I notice that my thoughts are quiet.

I did it!

Somehow I closed off my mind.

YES! I say victoriously. I can’t wait to tell Mrs. Kettledrum what I just did!

I look at Jodi and mouth, HA! Jodi just shrugs, like she doesn’t care.

The weird thing is, I feel bad about being mean to her. But why? I wonder. She thinks nothing of being mean to me!

I guess I feel bad because I’m not a mean person in general, so it feels kind of strange and uncomfortable.

But I had to defend myself.

This whole Jodi thing has become not only unsettling but scary. This is infinitely worse than when Melanie and I used to be enemies.

And now we have to go talk to Mr. Craftwood. Jodi has only been here a couple of days, and she’s ruining my life!

Why do I feel like I’m the drama queen?!

[image: Heidi, crowned with the word “Drama,” wears a surprised feeling like a drama queen.]



[image: Chapter 4] HERE COMES TROUBLE!

After dinner I walk back to my room alone. I don’t feel like talking to anyone—not even my crush.

I don’t want Nick to think I’m a mope-a-saurus, even though I am. At least Mr. Craftwood didn’t give Jodi and me detention for totally disrupting his class. He just gave us a good talking-to about being more mature with our advanced magic skills.

Fingers crossed that he doesn’t mention the broom chase to Mrs. Kettledrum. The last thing I need is another detention. I’ve been doing so well at keeping out of trouble—that is, until Jodi arrived.

I sigh heavily before opening the door to my room.

Melanie is at her desk, decluttering her makeup bag.

“Hey, Heidi!” she sings. “How’s it going? How did your broommaking class go today? We make ours next week. Did you name your broom?”

[image: Heidi standing in the foreground, while Melanie is cheerfully working in the background.]
Melanie’s singsong voice and good mood are both welcoming and annoying at the same time. It feels normal, which is nice, but it’s annoying because I’m a wiped-out mess of emotions.

“Hey, Melanie,” I say, trying to rally. “I named my broom High Jinks, and having your very own magical broomstick is the coolest.”

Melanie turns around in her chair. “I know! I can’t wait to have my own broom. I think I’m going to name mine Thomasina. I love that name. What were some of the other names?”

I think for a moment.

“You know, the typical names like Sabrina, Merlin, and Enchantra. One girl named her broom Miss Twiggy. Oh, and Hunter named his broom Bruh.”

Melanie giggles, and it actually makes me laugh a teeny bit too.

“What did Jodi name her broom?”

That makes the smile march right off my face.

“She named hers Nika,” I say coldly. If you want my REAL opinion, she should’ve named her broom Cruella, I think privately.

Melanie sticks out her bottom lip as she considers the name Nika.

“That’s kind of cute,” she says. “Sooooo I’ve been dying to ask you… What do you think of Jodi anyway?”

Melanie wants to know what I think about Jodi? Wow, is that ever a loaded question. There’s only one way to answer it.

“No comment,” I tell her.

Melanie rolls her chair closer to me. She senses some juicy gossip, and she wants a front row seat.

Ugh, I feel so vulnerable.

I’m not sure I can keep my feelings about Jodi to myself any longer, but if I do tell Melanie, there’s a good chance it’ll get back to Jodi.

But Jodi already knows how I feel about her, so who cares?

I do, but not enough to hold back this dam of emotions.

As much as I don’t want to think about Jodi, I could really use a girl-to-girl venting session right now.

“What do you mean by ‘no comment’?” Melanie asks. “Did Jodi do something bad?”

Melanie knows how to get right to the point. I grab my chair and pull it in front of her.

“Well, let’s put it this way, we’ve had a few run-ins since she arrived,” I tell my broommate. “Jodi has been getting into my head, and I mean that literally.”
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I stop and look up at Melanie. “I couldn’t believe it at first, but Jodi has the same gift of mind reading that I do.”

Melanie nods thoughtfully.

“Yeah, she actually mentioned that to me. She also told me she was taking advanced private magic lessons at her old school in Canada—just like you do with Mrs. Kettledrum.”

I sigh heavily.

“Yup, and she’ll be taking them with Mrs. Kettledrum too,” I add.

Melanie crosses one arm around herself and rests her opposite elbow on it, letting her chin rest on top of her hand.

“Wow, sounds like you’ve got yourself some competition, Heidi!” she says.

I groan at the thought of it.

“You’re not kidding,” I say with heaviness. “Jodi is super competitive too, and I wouldn’t call it friendly competition. It’s like Jodi is totally out to get me!”

The very thought of it makes my eyes well up with tears.

Along with the tears, everything that’s happened between Jodi and me comes tumbling out. I tell Melanie everything, like how Jodi just barges into my thoughts unannounced. I also tell her how she brags about how great a witch she is and how she was legendary at her old school.

“And she’s so mean to me too,” I add between sobs. “She thinks I’m a second-rate witch and says she’s shocked by what I don’t know. It’s awful, Melanie. I’m scared nothing will ever be the same for me at Broomsfield again.” I wipe the corners of my eyes with my fingers. Melanie looks more serious than surprised.

[image: Melanie wraps an arm around Heidi, who is upset and crying.]
“Sounds like Jodi’s a bully,” Melanie observes.

I scoff out loud. “Ya think?”

Melanie rolls her eyes at my sarcasm. “Don’t you get it? I used to bully you in elementary school—remember?” she reminds me. “I tortured you for years! Then I found out you were pretty cool.”

I crack a small smile at her compliment. I still find it hard to believe we’re friends now. Melanie was my absolute archenemy at Brewster Elementary.

Melanie runs her fingers through her hair to get the wisps out of her eyes.

“Honestly, Heidi, I wrote the book on bullying,” she goes on. “And I can help you with Jodi.”

A speck of hope awakens inside me.

“How?” I ask, because I am all ears.

Melanie shrugs.

“You have to deal with her envy. Envy is at the root of her behavior,” she says matter-of-factly. “I’m sure of it. After all, I was jealous of you all those years ago on your first day at Brewster. I should know.”

Well, I definitely didn’t know that.

“Why would Jodi be envious of me? I hardly know her!”

Melanie smiles knowingly.

“That may be true, but I’m sure Jodi knows all about you. Like she knows you’re an advanced witch with the same gift that she has.
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She probably feels like she has to prove herself to you—don’t you see?”

“I just wish she’d stop putting me down,” I admit. “It’s starting to really get to me.”

Melanie pulls some lip balm from her pocket and smears it across her lips.

“She wants to intimidate you, so you’ll be afraid of her. That way she’ll feel like she has the upper hand.”

I stare at Melanie, dumbfounded.

“Wow, not to sound totally clueless, but none of this makes any sense to me.”

Melanie laughs. “You’re not clueless, Heidi. Remember, I’m the expert,” she says confidently. “Let me explain it another way.

“When you first came to Brewster Elementary in second grade, I was the most popular girl in the class. And you know what? I wasn’t about to let you take my spot.

“But there you were—this cute, fun, outgoing, and smart new girl who walked in out of nowhere. It threatened my very existence!”

My eyes grow wide. I never heard Melanie spell it out like this before. I find it hard to believe.

Me—a threat? That would be like being afraid of a cute, fluffy bunny rabbit or something.

“Well, I just thought you were mean,” I tell her.

Melanie nods, like, Now you’re getting it!

“I was being mean. I was a mean girl with a capital M. I wanted to make sure you knew you couldn’t mess with me or my title as the most popular girl.”

Okay, this makes a little more sense to me—even though popularity was the last thing on my mind in second grade.

“What made you change?” I ask.

Melanie smiles.

“Two things, I guess. It turns out it’s more fun to be friends with you than to be enemies. Plus, I’m more confident in who I am now.”

I pull one foot onto my knee and smile at Melanie.

“It’s definitely more fun being friends with you,” I say, and I mean it. Melanie’s friendship has been one of the best things about Broomsfield Academy.

Then I go back to my problem. “Speaking of friends, I’m pretty sure Jodi also wants to steal all my friends. Haven’t you noticed she’s, like, the most popular girl in our class right now?”

Melanie shrugs, like none of what I’m saying is a big deal.

“Trust me, Heidi, if there’s one thing I’ve learned, popularity is fleeting, especially with a new girl. Don’t worry. Her newfound status will wear off, and she’ll just be another girl in our class.”

I sigh because I find this very hard to believe. It feels like Jodi plans to be a thorn in my side for the rest of middle school, then high school, and even beyond. Melanie can tell she hasn’t convinced me.

“The way I see it, you have a choice, Heidi. You can either win this girl over or you can sit around and feel your feels,” she says. “I’m sure underneath it all, Jodi just wants to be friends with you.”

I laugh, like, Yeah, right. Because that’s about the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard.

Melanie hops up from her chair and grabs a bottle from her tray of perfumes—most of which are her own original scents. Potions is her gift as a witch.

“I’ve been working on some aromatherapy potions lately,” she says, changing the subject. “This pillow potion not only guarantees to bring you a sense of well-being, but it’ll also bring the sweetest sleep you’ve ever known.

“I made it with a dreamy lavender oil, sweet tangerine, chamomile, almond, and ylang-ylang, not to mention a few magical taps of my wand. You want to try it?”

I nod because this sounds like exactly what I need right now.

“A peaceful night’s sleep before tomorrow’s field trip sounds really good,” I answer gratefully. “Let me wash up and put on my pj’s.” I get up and head to the bathroom.

When I come out, the room has a soft glow. Melanie has turned off the overhead lights and placed a few of her battery-operated tea lights on my nightstand. The only other lights are the glow-in-the-dark stars on my ceiling.
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“Sweet dreams await you, Heidi,” Melanie says soothingly. It feels like I’m at a fancy hotel, rather than in a dorm room.

I giggle as I tuck my slippers beside my bed. A shower and clean pj’s have made me feel a whole lot better. Melanie spritzes my pillow with her magical potion. I crawl under my covers.

“Mmm, it smells amazing!” I say as I breathe in the enchanting scent.

Melanie smiles. “Doesn’t it?” she says proudly. “Night night, and don’t let the mean girls bite.”

I give Melanie a look like, Really?

She winks back.

“Just joking,” Melanie says. “Don’t worry. You’ll get past this whole Jodi thing. I promise.”

[image: Heidi sleeps peacefully in bed while Melanie sits on a nearby bed, holding an object.]
I roll onto my side. “Well, thanks for being such a good friend, Melanie.” That’s the last thing I remember till morning.



Warm ribbons of light cross my quilt in the morning. It’s a gorgeous day, and I feel well-rested.

Melanie’s pillow potion has worked its magic, literally! I feel like me again, even though I haven’t forgotten about Jodi.

[image: Jeidi sits up in bed, stretching her arms as the phrase “Good Vibes Only!” floats above her.]
At least I feel ready to face the day, and I can’t wait for our field trip.

Three words: Good vibes only!

Melanie hops out of bed and pulls our curtains all the way back. The room lights up.

“Time to spring-ify our wardrobes!” she sings. “I’m going to wear a flirty flowered skirt and a lacy peasant top. I’ll finish it all off with some sweet perfume.

“How about you, Heidi?”

I roll out of bed and head for my closet to consider my spring outfit options.

“Well, it may be time to break out my lavender jeans,” I announce, pulling them from the top shelf, along with a white gauzy tee. I slide my jean jacket off the hanger and lay my outfit on my bed.

“Cuuuuuute!” Melanie approves.

We get dressed, give ourselves magical lavender manis, and head out the door. I decide to just have a cereal bar to hold me over till social studies class. We’re making Danish pancakes in class today. Yum!



The rest of my morning flew by! I only have one more class to go before it’s time for the field trip.

On the way to class, guess who I bump into?! Hint: it’s not Jodi.

It’s my crush, Nick.

Eeee!

“Hey, Heidi,” Nick says, giving me a friendly nudge. “I’ve hardly seen you all week! How are you? I miss being at the same table.” He makes a cute pouty face.

I sling my backpack over my shoulder, and we catch up a bit before, of course, he mentions Jodi.

[image: Nick and Heidi are talking as Jodi and Isabelle walk past.]
Growl!

Nick thinks she’s so nice and friendly.

Double growl.

As we chat, I suddenly hear Jodi’s voice in my head again.

Hey, Heidi, is that your BOYFRIEND?

I whirl around and see Jodi and Isabelle walking down the path toward us.

Oh no! Here comes trouble!

What’s Jodi doing with Isabelle? Isabelle is MY friend.

Oh no, I hope Jodi didn’t hear that.

I wait for her reaction in my head, but I don’t hear anything—probably because she’s too busy running alongside Isabelle trying to catch up to us.

“Who’s your friend, Heidi?” Jodi asks when they reach us, as if she didn’t know. They sit at the same table, for heaven’s sake! But I go along with her charade.

“This is Nick,” I say with a dash of annoyance. “Nick, this is Jodi.”

Nick smiles. “Hi, Jodi. We sit at the same table. Remember? Hope you’re liking Broomsfield.”

[image: Nick, Heidi, Jodi, and Isabelle standing together, each wearing unique outfits and showing distinct expressions.]
Jodi bats her eyes and smiles back at him. “I know you sit at my table,” she says shyly. “I just wanted a formal intro. I love Broomsfield so far—thanks!”

Nick nods, says goodbye to us, and takes off for his class. That’s when I remember that Jodi is in my social studies class.

Merg it all! My peaceful morning has just taken a dive.

Just rise above it, Heidi, I tell myself as we head for class. Isabelle and Jodi chitchat as we go. Jodi also talks to me in my head at the same time.

Isabelle has no idea this is going on, of course.

I can’t believe you like Nick, Jodi says, like he’s nothing special. Why would you like him? He’s not even in the School of Magic! He does have nice hair, though.

I don’t dare look at Jodi because if I do, I might make a mean face. I have to defend Nick, so I send my thoughts on the matter right back at her.

How dare you insult my crush, Jodi! Nick is so super-nice, but that’s something you obviously wouldn’t understand. Being a good person seems to be a stretch for you.

And P.S. I would appreciate it if you would please keep your opinions to yourself.

Then I bar my mind from Jodi’s thoughts again, and it works.

[image: Heidi, Jodi, and Isabelle walking together—Heidi looks angry, Jodi indifferent, and Isabelle concerned.]
Yes! I think I’m getting the hang of it! But I’m also mad that Jodi would try to make me doubt my crush.

Jodi looks at me suspiciously. I know what she’s thinking without even reading her thoughts. She can’t believe I just locked her out of my head again.

Ha! Take that! I say privately.

When we get to social studies, I stay as far away from Jodi as possible. It’s time to make aebleskiver, Danish pancakes, to close our unit on Denmark. Jodi is not going to wreck this for me.

Our teacher has set up five cooking stations. Each station has a mini-windmill and a Danish flag, which is a red flag with a white Nordic cross. There are also two cast-iron aebleskiver cooking pans on top of portable electric stovetop burners. These funky pans have seven little cup indentations, shaped like a tennis ball cut in half. There are bowls with batter, along with smaller bowls with toppings: powdered sugar, jelly, syrup, and whipped cream. And of course, there are ten pairs of silicone gloves for us to wear when working with the cooking pans. Isabelle is at my station. Jodi is at Hunter’s.

[image: Heidi, Isabelle, and other children cook together at tables, using pans and ingredients in a group activity setting.]
The first thing we have to do is melt some butter in each of the wells in the pan. When the butter is all melted, we pour the batter into the wells. Isabelle and I take turns. Then we wait for the aebleskiver to cook.

Dum-dee-dum-dum!

“They’re puffing up!” Isabelle says, peeking under a pancake ball with some wooden tongs. “Ooo, it’s golden brown!”

Isabelle and I turn the pancake balls over until they’re lightly browned all over. Then we gently place them into a bowl.

We make another batch, and then it’s time to eat them. We sprinkle powdered sugar on top of each of our aebleskiver.

[image: Heidi and Isabelle collaborate on preparing food, with Heidi holding a bowl as Isabelle sprinkles seasoning over it.]
Then we fill some dipping bowls with the jelly, maple syrup, and whipped cream.

Hunter waves us over to his table. While I was working with Isabelle, I forgot that Jodi is his partner today.

When Jodi sees me, she looks at me like, Not you again.

If anyone should be looking at someone like that, it should be me looking at Jodi.

She started all this hostility in the first place.

“These pancake puffs are SO good,” Hunter exclaims, popping one covered in whipped cream into his mouth.

[image: Hunter, Heidi, Jodi, and Isabelle stand around a table laden with round pastries, Danish flags, and cooking tools—everyone cheerful except Heidi.]
“Sooo good,” Jodi emphasizes. “But Hunter might need some lessons on how to make them. A few landed on the floor….” She giggles, and so do Hunter and Isabelle. Not me, of course, because whatever.

I dip a pancake ball into syrup and take a bite. Wow, these ARE good! They taste more like doughnuts than pancakes.

Yum! As I chew, I notice the blades on the windmill begin to turn, but there’s no gust of wind in here.

Uh-oh. Is Jodi using magic again?

I look at her, and she pumps her eyebrows up and down. Oh my gosh, she IS making the windmill blades turn! The blades begin to spin faster and faster. Isabelle thinks it’s me.

“Heidi,” she whispers. “Stop using magic in a non-magical class. You’ll get us all in trouble!

I nudge Isabelle with my knee.

“It’s not me,” I whisper back. “It’s Jodi.”

I glare at Jodi. Cut it out, I think, hoping Jodi hears this one.

[image: Standing around a table with windmill blades spinning, Hunter and Isabelle look surprised, Heidi appears angry, and Jodi wears a smug expression.]
She winks and plays dumb to everyone else at the table.

Okay, that’s it. I’ve had enough.

I pick up my plate from the table and turn to leave. Jodi is not going to get me in trouble for her pranks. Isabelle looks at me with surprise. “Where are you going, Heidi?”

I lean into Isabelle’s ear.

“I’ll explain later,” I whisper, and without another word, I walk across the room and plant my plate on a table with non-magical kids. Jodi had better be smart enough not to do magic in front of this table. Mrs. Kettledrum would positively lose it if she found out.

[image:  Heidi smirking as she is imagining Jodi trapped behind prison bars.]
I, for one, would love to see Jodi get in trouble. Maybe she’d learn to settle down.

The rest of the day through lunch is basically fine—other than me feeling grumpy. I hate to admit how much Jodi gets to me.

You know what’s really maddening? After Jodi said all those mean things about Nick, she did nothing but flirt with him all through lunch.

One word: rude!

Well, at least we have the field trip to look forward to this afternoon. I’m still pretty excited about that.



The time has finally come!

Sunny, Annabelle, and I board Mrs. Kettledrum’s bus together. Mr. Craftwood is on a second bus with the rest of the first-year students. As we walk down the aisle, I spy Jodi sitting with Melanie in the way back. They’re laughing and talking and acting all buddy-buddy.

Jodi is definitely trying to become BFFs with Melanie.

No sooner do I think this than Jodi bursts into my thoughts again.

Of course I am trying to be Melanie’s bestie! Jodi admits freely. We have SO much in common! I’ve already got Isabelle on my side!

Ugh, I think. Jodi was listening to my thoughts. I have to learn to be more careful. Meanwhile Jodi blathers on.

[image: Heidi makes her way down the aisle of a school bus as Jodi and Melanie sit nearby, a swirling label above Jodi’s head saying “Melanie’s Bestie.”]
I plan to wiggle my way into your whole inner circle of friends, Heidi, she says. When I’m done, you’ll be a total outcast—not to mention the number-two witch in our class. You’ll see!

Jodi’s words terrify me. Is there something seriously wrong with her? Who would even say something like this? It’s so low!

Well, I have a few words for Jodi too.

My friends will never turn on me, Jodi, I tell her. If you tell them lies about me, they’ll never believe it because they know I’m a TRUE friend. Nothing you can say or do will hurt me!

I want to believe what I’m saying so badly, but I’m really scared Jodi may have the power to turn my friends against me. I can’t let her have the upper hand. Melanie warned me about this.

I look back at Jodi. She slits her eyes at me.

Well, you’re right about one thing, Heidi. I DO have the upper hand, and it’s already clear that I can outsmart you at anything.

Okay, that’s enough bullying for me, I think, slamming the door shut on Jodi’s insults. I can’t listen to her mean comments anymore.

I wish I could tell Mrs. Kettledrum what’s going on, but she’s too busy managing all the students on our bus. Besides, if I tell, that will make me a tattletale, and then Jodi would actually have something on me.

Sunny, Annabelle, and I sit together, and once my back is turned on Jodi, it’s much easier to ignore her. Sunny and Annabelle talk nonstop the whole way to the museum. After a while my smoldering anger gives way to giggles.

There’s no way Jodi is going to steal my friends. Our bonds are too strong. Jodi’s words are nothing but empty threats, I tell myself.

[image: Sunny, Annabelle, and Heidi sit together on a bus, while a shy girl nearby looks down.]
Besides I’m a cool, fun person, and there’s no way Jodi can take that or my friends away from me. I shove all the bad feelings into a closet way in the back of my brain.



We’ve arrived!

A humongous blue whale model greets us as we walk into one of the halls at the American Natural History Museum. The skeleton is one hundred feet long!

Wow, it’s hard to believe creatures this gigantic actually live in the ocean!

Did you know that humans have only explored 5 percent of the ocean? That means there’s a whole 95 percent that’s totally unknown! I wonder what else waits to be discovered.

The whale is arranged in a diving position, like it’s plunging after some food.

[image: A massive blue whale skeleton model hangs suspended in a museum-like space.]
Mrs. Kettledrum just told us blue whales are the largest animal to have ever lived! She also said a blue whale’s tongue weighs as much as a whole elephant.

One word: hefty!

Mrs. Kettledrum divides us into two groups. I’m in Mrs. K’s group, along with Annabelle, Sunny, Hunter, Isabelle, and Melanie.

Jodi is in our group too.

Argh!

I wish Mrs. Kettledrum would clue in about the new girl. If she knew what was going on, she would’ve put Jodi in Mr. Craftwood’s group. At least Jodi is still glued to Melanie. We gather around Mrs. Kettledrum.

“What would you like to see first—butterflies or dinosaurs?” our teacher asks.

[image: A group of children standing and looking upward in a public space.]
“Butterflies!” most of us shout, except Hunter. He yells, “Dinosaurs!”

Butterflies win. We shuffle behind Mrs. Kettledrum, like a family of ducklings, all the way to the butterfly exhibit. Sunny leans against me, arm in arm, as we waddle along.

[image: Sunny, Heidi and Annabelle walk arm-in-arm, smiling as butterflies flutter around them.]
“I hope a butterfly lands on me,” she whispers.

I lean back on her arm.

“I hope one lands on me, too!”

Annabelle leans on my other arm.

“I want a butterfly to land on me as well!”

We giggle.

I’m pretty sure we’ve just given new meaning to the term “social butterflies.”

Ha!





[image: Chapter 5] BUTTERFLY MAGNET

Mrs. Kettledrum hands out disposable cameras so we can take pics in the museum—that’s because at Broomsfield Academy we’re not allowed to have our phones during the week. She also gives us a little talk before we go into the butterfly exhibit.

[image: A group of school children and a teacher outside a vivarium, with some children holding devices.]
“The museum keeps the vivarium very warm and humid for the butterflies. If you would prefer to observe the butterflies from outside, then you may stay out here with me. Your choice!”

Everyone wants to go inside—that is, until we walk in the door.

“It must be a million degrees in here!” Sunny exclaims.

Annabelle points to a sign that says the temperature is 90 degrees with 100 percent humidity.

One word: toasty!

I tie my jean jacket around my waist.

“Frizzy hair, here we come!” I say, patting the top of my head.

Sunny laughs. “Mine’s frizzing already!”

[image: Sunny, Heidi and Annabelle with frizzy hair, smiling and laughing beneath a sign reading “Temperature: 90 degrees” and “Humidity: 100 percent.”]
We giggle. I, for one, am going to do a de-frizzing spell as soon as we get back to school.

Soon the beauty of the butterflies takes our minds off the steamy air.

There are butterflies with tiger stripes, zigzags, curlicues, and polka dots, and

they come in all different colors: pink, yellow, orange, turquoise, black, and white—you name it.

The butterflies flit and fly among the flowers, plants, and tropical trees in the vivarium. Isabelle stops to snap a pic of Hunter with a black-and-white butterfly on top of his head.

“That’s a keeper!” she says, laughing.

Melanie, who is dressed like a flower garden, admires a butterfly that’s landed on her fingertip.

The other thing that’s still stuck on Melanie is Jodi. But I’d rather have Jodi focus on Melanie than on me. That’s for sure!

Little do I know, these will soon become famous last words because suddenly my classmates are all pointing at me and laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I ask Sunny and Annabelle. They’re laughing too. “Seriously, what’s going on?” I ask again.

My friends point at something above me. I look up to see a halo of butterflies circling my head.

At first I think the butterflies are attracted to the perfume Melanie gave me, but then more butterflies begin to land all over my body.

[image: Students joyfully watch as butterflies flutter around Heidi inside a butterfly vivarium.]
Before long I’m covered from head to toe in butterflies. I’ve become a butterfly magnet!

And they tickle!

I want to brush the butterflies off, but I don’t want to hurt them. So I don’t move!

Snap!

Click!

Snap!

Everyone is taking pictures of me!

“Heidi, how are you doing this?” Sunny asks, marveling at my butterfly bodysuit. “You look like some kind of cool butterfly statue!”

I shake my body in hopes that some of the butterflies will fall off.

“I am not doing this!” I cry.

Then I zoom in on Jodi. Her grin gives her away.

She’s making this happen to me!

STOP IT, JODI! I mentally shout at her.

She laughs out loud.

Oh my gosh, Heidi! You look positively dazzling in that real live butterfly costume! This is so much fun, don’t you think?!

I don’t care what Jodi is saying right now. All these butterflies are making me feel claustrophobic.

I’m beginning to panic when Mrs. Kettledrum walks into the butterfly vivarium to see what’s going on.

“What’s all the fuss about?” she asks, looking around for answers.

[image: Heidi, startled, watches butterflies fly away from her as other students look on in surprise.]
Zing! Jodi calls off the butterflies. They go back to fluttering around as though nothing happened.

Of course, Mrs. Kettledrum doesn’t suspect Jodi of anything. Mrs. K zeroes in on me instead. Well, that figures. The one time I’m totally innocent!

I probably look guilty because even though the butterflies are gone, I’m still totally freaked out.

Jodi walks up to our teacher.

“There’s nothing going on, Mrs. Kettledrum,” she says innocently. “The heat is just making us all a little goofy!”

Mrs. Kettledrum buys this bald-faced lie.

Don’t believe her! I think loudly, hoping my thoughts are as clear as day on my face so that Mrs. K catches the hint!

But not today. She’s too flustered by her students causing a scene in public. Just my luck.

Mrs. Kettledrum dabs her forehead with a handkerchief.

“You’re right, Jodi. It is much too hot in here,” our teacher says. “It’s no wonder everyone’s feeling a little loopy. Let’s move on to the dinosaur exhibit!”

I race out the door because my anger has now turned to tears, and the last person I want to see me cry is Jodi. This will only make her think she won at her twisted game of Let’s Torture Heidi.

Well, not if I can help it!

I wipe my eyes as Sunny and Annabelle jog toward me. I don’t want them to see me cry either, so I try to pull myself together.

I quickly untie my jean jacket from around my waist and slip it back on. This helps me get ahold of myself a little by the time my friends catch up.

“Why’d you take off so fast, Heidi?” Sunny asks, studying my face. “Are you mad?”

I shrug casually.

“ ‘Mad’ would be an understatement,” I say.

Sunny and Annabelle look at each other in surprise.

“Why?” Sunny questions. “Mrs. K didn’t see anything, so you won’t get in trouble for using magic outside school. Besides, it did look pretty amazing.” Sunny and Annabelle both laugh.

[image: Annabelle and Sunny stand on either side of Heidi, comforting her as she looks sad in the middle.]
I clench my fists. Well, it didn’t feel amazing, I think. Not one bit.

“Listen!” I plead with my friends. “I had nothing to do with the butterflies swarming me! That was all Jodi.

“And for once I wish Mrs. Kettledrum had seen what really happened. Then Jodi would’ve gotten in trouble, and she would have totally deserved it!

“You have to believe me. That girl is not as nice as she appears.”

Having to relive the anger I felt in the vivarium triggers more tears. My eyes are welling up again. I wipe the tears away as they roll down my face, but they keep coming.

My friends were not expecting tears.

“Okay, okay, Heidi,” Sunny says gently. “Calm down. Everything’s going to be okay.”

I’m sniffling all over the place.

“It’s not fair!” I complain. “Every time I get carried away with magic, I get caught.

[image: Heidi cries while Annabelle and Sunny comfort her, standing close by.]
“EVERY TIME.

“Jodi uses magic outside our magic classes all the time, and she never gets caught. And the worst part is, she uses her magic against me!”

My friends huddle around me to shield me from the rest of the class.

“You’re right, Heidi,” Sunny says. “You have paid a hefty price for your magical mess-ups.”

Annabelle agrees with her.

“Here’s the good news,” Sunny goes on. “Nobody got in trouble this time, so let’s just be thankful for that, okay?”

I know Sunny is right. If Jodi HAD gotten caught, Mrs. Kettledrum probably would’ve sent us all back to school.

“Come on, Heidi. Let’s just enjoy the rest of our field trip,” Annabelle encourages me. “This is supposed to be a fun day away from school. Let’s not let anything ruin it.”

I nod glumly.

Easy for her to say, I think.

I DO want to have fun, and I also really want to see the dinosaur exhibit.

“Okay,” I say halfheartedly.

Annabelle and Sunny link their hands with mine, and we walk to the dinosaur exhibit.

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle walking hand in hand down a hallway toward the dinosaur exhibit.]
Okay, I’ll admit it, I feel a wee bit more loved right now, and this lifts my spirits.

But let’s be clear, the day isn’t over….





[image: Chapter 6] MAGICAL MONKEY BUSINESS

The head of a Titanosaur curves out from inside the entrance to the dinosaur exhibit. It looks like it’s peeking into the hallway to see what’s going on. It’s cool and creepy at the same time.

A sign on the wall beside the entrance says this is one of the largest dinosaur fossils ever to be discovered and is 122 feet long.

How’s that for an epic doorkeeper!

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle observe a large dinosaur skeleton exhibit labeled “Titanosaurus” in the museum.]
My friends and I step into the dinosaur hall and gape at all the colossal dinosaur skeletons that surround us.

Our group assembles in front of a woman wearing a navy pantsuit and white blouse. Sunny, Annabelle, and I are the last ones to arrive.

Oops.

Mrs. Kettledrum nods to the woman in the pantsuit to let her know we’re all here.

“Welcome to the hall of dinosaurs!” she says enthusiastically. “My name is Mrs. Martone, and I’ll be here to answer any questions you may have during your visit. Does anyone have any before we get started?”

[image: A skeletal pterosaur model, hanging by strings, belonging to the order Pterosauria.]
Sophie Rodriguez’s hand goes up in a flash. Mrs. Martone calls on her. Sophie points to a skeleton hanging overhead.

“Is that a flying dinosaur?”

Everyone looks at the skeleton. It has a large pointy skull, a small torso, long skinny wings, and long birdlike legs.

“That’s called a pterodactyl, and they did indeed fly!” Mrs. Martone confirms. “But the pterodactyl is not a dinosaur—even though it may look like one. This creature is a member of the order Pterosauria. As you walk around, you’ll see their skeletons are very different from dinosaur skeletons. Are there any other questions?”

Nobody else raises their hand because all we want is to be unleashed to explore the exhibit. Mrs. Martone nods.

[image: School children wander through a museum filled with dinosaur skeletons, while Heidi keeps an eye out for Jodi.]
“Okay, feel free to roam the hall of dinosaurs for the next half hour, and remember, I’ll be here to answer your questions.”

Everybody takes off in different directions, except me. First I have to locate Jodi.

I need to know her whereabouts so I can be sure to avoid her.

Oh no! She caught me looking. Our eyes lock, and she shoots me another message.

Are you feeling better, Heidi? she asks sarcastically. You sure acted like a baby in the butterfly exhibit. I was just having a little fun! Sheesh, I thought you were stronger than that….

I huff.

[image: Jodi smiles confidently in the foreground while Heidi with folded hands stands in the background, looking annoyed.]
Well, for your information, there’s nothing the matter, I tell her, doing my best to come off strong. Just stay away from me and keep out of trouble. Okay?!

Jodi smiles crookedly. How she finds any of this funny is beyond me. I used to think Melanie was mean, but Jodi takes the prize. I wish she would just shut up, but no such luck.

Why would you think I’D want to get in trouble, Heidi? Jodi questions. I’m the new girl, and I just want to make a good impression. But if something WERE to go wrong, I could easily make it look like YOUR problem, like I did in the butterfly exhibit.

Time to bar Jodi from my thoughts again.

Bam! I put up my mental walls.

Hmmm, I wonder what she meant when she said, If something WERE to go wrong…

The very idea of something else going wrong makes me shudder. As I’m thinking all these horrible thoughts, Melanie runs over to Jodi and tugs her by the arm.

“Come take my picture with the velociraptor!” she says. “I’ll take yours, too!”

Before she leaves, Jodi gives me a high-and-mighty look and sends another dig.

[image: Heidi glares angrily, surrounded by the words: “Your roommate chose me over you.”]
Looks like your broommate chose ME over YOU, she says. Guess I’ll talk to you later….

Merg!

I must’ve let my mental guard down, I think as Jodi walks off with Melanie.

Look at those two! They act like they’ve been besties for years.

It’s hard to see Melanie so chummy with Jodi.

I hope Melanie hasn’t turned on me, especially after I vented to her about Jodi.

Will I be able to trust her anymore? Or has Melanie been sucked into Jodi’s plan? I’d better be careful what I say to Melanie from now on.

I look around for Sunny and Annabelle. They’re talking with Hunter and Isabelle. I step into their conversation. Hunter sees me first.

“Hey, Heidi! Isn’t this place amazing?” he raves.

I must admit, Hunter’s excitement is exactly what I need to snap me out of my misery.

Isabelle jerks her thumb at Hunter. “I told you this guy is all about dinosaurs!” she says. “Did you know Hunter had dinosaurs all over his bedroom when he was little?”

Hunter beams.

“And proud of it!” he affirms. “I had a dinosaur quilt, dinosaur pajamas, dinosaur posters, a herd of plastic dinosaurs—not to mention a dinosaur sprinkler in the backyard.”

[image: Hunter, dressed in dinosaur-themed pajamas, reads a book about dinosaurs in a room adorned with a dinosaur quilt, posters, and a herd of plastic dinosaurs.]
Everyone laughs, except me. I’m not quite there yet.

“Hey, Heidi, is everything okay?” Isabelle asks with some concern in her voice. “You look a little pale.”

Sunny and Annabelle shoot me a worried look too. Hunter is way too excited to notice any signs of drama.

I smile the most genuine smile I can muster.

“I’m fine,” I reassure everyone. “I’ve just been stressing about something. No big deal. It’s all good.”

Hunter darts a finger at me to get my attention.

“Good because there’s no stressing allowed on the field trip! Come on. Let’s go check out the Spinosaurus! It’s a dinosaur that can swim!”

Once again my friends—my true friends—lead me out of my funk.

We check out Spinosaurus and a bunch of other dinosaur skeletons mounted on platforms or in glass cases. Most of the dinosaurs seem to be in the stalking position.

One word: monstrous.

“Do you all know what some dinosaurs are related to?” Hunter asks as we study a brontosaurus.

We all take guesses because we’ve been reading about dinosaur descendants throughout the exhibit.

“Lizards?”

“Sharks?”

[image: Annabelle, Sunny, Hunter, Isabelle and Heidi talking in a museum with dinosaur skeletons in the background.]
“Crocodiles?”

“Horseshoe crabs?”

Hunter nods.

“Yup, you’re all right, but you missed one.” He smiles slyly. “Chickens!”

We all look at each other and laugh.

[image: A giant chicken towering over Isabelle and Hunter, who appear surprised and curious.]
Chickens? Really?

“It’s true!” Hunter says. “Chickens are cousins of certain dinosaurs. Think about it! They both walk on two legs. They both have big heads, scaly feet, and sharp claws, and they both lay eggs. A chicken is basically a miniature T. rex!”

I, for one, will never look at a chicken the same way. Brroock!

Then we stop at an exhibit where we are allowed to touch a real fossil. The fossil is the footprint of a sauropod. One sauropod footprint is about three feet wide!

The sight of it makes me try to imagine dinosaurs tromping across the United States. I certainly can’t picture dinosaurs walking around in my hometown, but wouldn’t it be cool to find a dinosaur fossil?!

The next thing we observe are dinosaur egg fossils, which come in all shapes and sizes. After that we watch a mini movie about how dinosaurs became extinct.

Scientists say an asteroid the size of Mount Everest slammed into Earth about sixty-six million years ago. KABOOOOOM!

The asteroid struck Mexico, and the impact triggered wildfires, volcanic eruptions, and tsunamis all over the world. The fiery dust and debris blocked the sunlight and caused the temperature to drop drastically. If the asteroid and fires didn’t destroy the dinosaurs, the change in climate probably finished them off.

One word: mind-blowing.

Next is the Tyrannosaurus rex exhibit. Hunter introduces us to Terry the T. rex, king of the tyrant lizards! The complete T. rex fossil stands twelve feet tall and forty feet long, which is the same length as our school bus. Terry’s teeth are the size of bananas, except they’re sharp, like daggers.

[image: Annabelle, Heidi, Sunny, Hunter, and Isabelle gaze up at a massive dinosaur skeleton in the museum.]
I can’t look at them for very long—too scary. Eek! As we gawk at the T. rex, Hunter arches his arms, like a monster.

“Did you know that Terry could eat all four of you and still be hungry!” Hunter tells us, followed by a monstrous roar.

We squeal at the thought of being dinosaur food.

“Thanks for the info, Hunter,” Isabelle says, bumping her crush on the hip. “That’s good to know.”

Hunter roars again.

“Do you guys want to race a T. rex?” he asks.

Well, of course we want to race a T. rex!

We all follow Hunter to an interactive racetrack. Beside the racetrack is a superlong movie screen, where you can race against different kinds of dinosaurs.

Hunter wants to be the first one in our class to race the T. rex. He flings his jacket onto the floor and stands on track one’s starting line, which is next to the movie screen. Isabelle stands on track two. We count down as numbers flash on the screen.

“TEN! NINE! EIGHT! SEVEN! SIX! FIVE! FOUR! THREE! TWO! ONE!”

[image: Hunter and Isabelle crouch at the starting line, striking playful poses as they prepare to race, with a giant dinosaur looming behind them.]
Hunter and Isabelle take off and sprint alongside the virtual T. rex. The T. rex’s steps are way bigger than Hunter’s and Isabelle’s. The dinosaur looks like it’s barely trying.

Hunter and Isabelle run as fast as they can. Hunter runs faster than Isabelle, but the T. rex is faster than both of them.

We cheer for our friends. Unfortunately, our cheers attract Melanie’s and Jodi’s attention.

Oh BOTHER! as Winnie-the-Pooh—and my dad—would say. Jodi watches us closely. She has this strange look on her face. I wonder why? Is she jealous that I’m having fun?

Melanie did say Jodi was probably jealous of me, which I still find hard to believe.

There is one thing I am sure of: I don’t trust Jodi at all, and I’m going to keep my eye on her while we’re in the same hall.

[image: Heidi looks away as Jodi and Melanie chat and laugh together, seemingly in their own world.]
What if she tries to pull something wacky again?

Well, at least Jodi seems to be acting fairly harmless right now. She’s still clinging to Melanie, like a koala bear. The two of them are gabbing away, but every now and then I catch Jodi glancing at me. It really makes me wonder what she’s thinking.

Maybe I should sneak into Jodi’s thoughts and find out. It’s very tempting. Jodi certainly thinks nothing of sneaking around in my brain, so why should I feel bad about sneaking around in hers?

I decide to give it a try. It’s perfect because nobody’s paying attention right now. Sunny and Annabelle are racing the T. rex, and Hunter and Isabelle are watching.

[image: Heidi glares from behind a wall as Jodi and Melanie smile and chat.]
This is my chance.

I partially hide behind a column, but not so much that it looks like I’m hiding. Then I focus my mind on Jodi’s thoughts. I don’t hear anything at first, but then I become aware that I’m inside Jodi’s head.

Oh my gosh!

I can hear what she’s thinking!

Shhhh, keep quiet and listen, I tell myself. The last thing you want is for Jodi to know you’re in her thoughts.

I keep my mind as still and as quiet as I possibly can, and I listen to what Jodi is thinking….

Well, it looks like I’ve got my friendship with Melanie locked up! Now I can work on some of Heidi’s other friends. It shouldn’t be that hard to win them ALL over.

WHAT? I think, accidently logging out of Jodi’s thoughts.

Jodi is a total FRIEND THIEF!

I don’t get it. Why does she want to steal my friends? Why does she want to see me left out? What’s her end goal? Does she plan to take over my class? And then the whole school?

I must find out more!

I take a deep breath and go back into her mind. Only, this time I catch her right in the middle of a much more disturbing thought. It’s far more frightening than stealing my friends. I listen closely.

There’s no way Heidi would ever know how to pull off a whopper of a stunt like this! But maybe I can.

Then I can show Heidi, once and for all, that she’s not ALL THAT.

That I’m not all WHAT?! I wonder, disconnecting from Jodi’s thoughts again. Since when have I ever acted like I was ALL THAT! How bizarre!

This accusation is nothing compared to the other thing Jodi was thinking. I wonder what she meant by pulling off a WHOPPER OF A STUNT. That doesn’t sound good at all.

What’s she planning to do? And WHEN?! I’m officially a nervous wreck.

This sounds really serious. I have to find out more. I try to jump back into Jodi’s thoughts, but this time she’s onto me.

Heidi Heckelbeck, how long have you been listening to my thoughts? she asks suspiciously. I step out from behind the marble column and face my foe.

Long enough to know you’re up to something, Jodi! Whatever it is, you’d better stop it RIGHT NOW! Remember, we’re in a public place and you could get into serious trouble.

Jodi laughs, like this is the most ridiculous thing she’s ever heard.

Don’t worry about ME, Jodi replies. You should be more worried about YOU because maybe I DO have something big planned…. And you know what? There isn’t a single thing you can do to stop me.

[image: Heidi stands between two towering columns, her expression surprised as a sign moves before her.]
Then Jodi lifts her finger and magically slides a museum sign in front of me as if to block me. And you know what’s funny? The sign’s message is something Jodi should read! It says,

[image: A sign displays museum rules: “Please use indoor voices. No running or horseplay. Do not climb on the exhibits.”]
Well, all I can say is, two can play at this game!

Wow, cool trick, Jodi, I say haughtily. Maybe you should READ the sign you just moved! I’m pretty sure “no horseplay” includes no magical monkey business too.

I take a quick check around to see if anyone besides Jodi is looking. Nope. Then I magically slide the sign back to where it belongs.

Moving objects is pretty elementary magic, Jodi, I say coolly. I could do that in fifth grade.

Jodi raises an eyebrow, like she’s glad I’ve engaged with her.

One word: dangerous!

You’re right, Heidi—that was nothing. I merely wanted to get your attention so that you’ll be ready for the MAIN event. Let’s just say it will be IMPRESSIVE….

[image: Jodi holding a phone displaying “Heidi’s Thoughts,” her finger hovering over the “End Call” button.]
Jodi hangs up from my thoughts, like someone ending a phone call.

Gulp.

WHAT will be impressive?! I wonder. What’s Jodi going to do? It had better not be something really bad!

I try again to communicate with her through her mind, but it’s no use. Jodi has locked me out of her thoughts.

Argh!

I wave to get her attention, but she’s walking away. Where is she heading?

I’ll bet she’s plotting to put her evil plan in motion. I must do something! But what?

Should I go after her? Should I tell Mrs. Kettledrum? Oh, help?! It’s like I’m in a scary dream, where you want to move but your body is frozen in place, and no matter how hard you try, you can’t move.

I stand there helplessly watching Jodi, and all I can do is whisper one thing….

“Help.”

[image: Heidi, trapped in ice, looks out as the word “Help!” appears near her face.]




[image: Chapter 7] DANGEROUS THINGS AFOOT

A voice sounds from a microphone. Thankfully, it’s not Jodi’s voice! It’s just Mrs. Martone, the museum lady.

Maybe she can stop Jodi from doing something, but I seriously doubt it.

“Broomsfield Academy students!” she calls. “I hope you’ve enjoyed spending time in the hall of dinosaurs!” She looks at her watch. “I’m going on a break right now, but you still have ten more minutes to explore the exhibit. Enjoy, and thank you for coming!” She switches off the microphone and heads out of the hall.

Sunny and Annabelle run to my side.

“Heidi, where have you been?” Sunny asks.

“Yeah, why didn’t you race against the T. rex with us?” Annabelle asks. “It was SO much fun!”

Having fun is the farthest thing from my mind since Jodi disappeared. She completely snuck off when Mrs. Martone was talking.

Oh no! I can feel my hands tremble in a panic. Sunny gives me a weird look.

“Why are you acting so jittery, Heidi?” she asks.

I heard Sunny, but I’m also looking every which way for any sign of Jodi.

[image: Sunny looks confused, Heidi frustrated, and Annabelle surprised as they engage in a conversation, each showing different emotions.]
“Because I can’t find her!” I blurt out. “Jodi is up to something really dangerous, and I don’t know what it is because she shut me out of her thoughts!”

Annabelle’s eyes widen. “Whoa, you mind readers can do that?”

I fold my arms tightly across my chest. “Annabelle, this is SERIOUS!” I shout.

Annabelle jerks her head back because I’ve never spoken so harshly to her before. Sunny rests her hand on my shoulder.

“Okay, Heidi, calm down,” she urges. “Try not to let Jodi get to you.”

Why is it that when something’s really going wrong, your friends aren’t helpful in any way? Sure, they understand I’m upset, but they have no clue what to do, so they try to distract me.

“Why don’t we go see the rest of the T. rex exhibit?” Sunny suggests. “We didn’t even get a chance to see the T. rex hatchlings yet. Or the tween T. rex.”

I sigh loudly. This is so exasperating.

But I guess I might as well go with my friends because what else am I supposed to do? Jodi is nowhere to be seen, so maybe that’s a good sign—even though every bone in my body says it’s not.

“Okay, sure, let’s go,” I say reluctantly.

[image: Sunny and Annabelle smile as they walk hand in hand with Heidi, who appears uncertain.]
[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle admire a museum exhibit, which features a large dinosaur model and two smaller dinosaur figures in a glass display case.]
We walk back to the T. rex exhibit. It’s just as crowded as when we arrived. Our whole class is obsessed with this dinosaur. Most of the kids are looking at the life-size T. rex skeleton because it’s an actual fossil of the real thing.

My friends and I walk over to the two hatchlings. These baby T. rexes are only about the size of a turkey. There’s also a four-year old T. rex, which is smaller than a full-grown T. rex but still pretty big.

There’s another interactive movie screen with a T. rex. This curious T. rex comes over and checks us out.

Creepers! Then it trots away into some on-screen vegetation.

“Hey, look, you two!” Sunny says. “There’s an opening in front of the T. rex skeleton. Wanna take a selfie with it?”

We hurry over to the massive skeleton and huddle together. Annabelle holds the disposable camera out, and we smile our cheesiest grins.

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle smile as they take a selfie in front of a dinosaur skeleton.]
And you know what? It feels pretty good to smile—even if it’s a forced smile for the camera.

But my smile vanishes when I spy Jodi out of the corner of my eye. My heart pounds like a jackhammer.

“Oh no!” I cry, pointing in Jodi’s direction. “It’s HER!”

My friends shove me playfully.

“Yup, there she is, Heidi,” Sunny says with a hint of sarcasm. “Poor Jodi, standing all alone in the corner of the room. She probably feels awkward, being the new girl and all.”

Annabelle nods. “I have to agree, Heidi. Jodi looks completely harmless.”

I squint at Jodi suspiciously. “That’s exactly what she wants you to think,” I tell my friends, hoping they’ll believe me.

“You’re sounding a little paranoid,” Sunny tells me.

I ignore Sunny and Annabelle because what’s the point? They don’t believe me anyway. Besides, I’m frazzled with worry. Jodi taps into my fearful thoughts.

Are you ready, Heidi? she asks. Her voice sounds so clear. It’s as if she has spoken these words out loud. I honestly don’t know if Jodi spoke the words or said them in my head.

[image: Heidi with a surprised or concerned expression.]
I turn to my friends. “Did you hear that?” I ask.

Sunny and Annabelle stare at me blankly.

“Hear what?” Annabelle questions.

I groan because my friends are treating me like I have lost my mind.

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle with concerned and emotional expressions.]
“Jodi just sent me another thought message, but forget it. You wouldn’t understand.”

Annabelle clutches my arm. “Okay, okay, Heidi. If Jodi said something, at least tell us what she said.”

Sunny actually wants to know what Jodi said too.

I tell my nonbelievers.

“Jodi just asked me if I was READY,” I tell them as I look around madly for any sign of something unusual or impressive. “I told you she was up to something, but I just don’t know what.”

Now Sunny and Annabelle actually look a little nervous.

And they should be!

I’ve been warning them all day!

“Okay, that sounds a little weird and scary,” Sunny says. “Maybe we should get Mrs. Kettledrum.”

I grab Sunny by the arm, my desperation growing stronger by the second.

[image: Sunny and Heidi stand together, both looking concerned, while Annabelle stands beside them with an indifferent expression.]
“Yes! Please get Mrs. Kettledrum!” I beg. “Hurry! There’s no time to lose! Maybe I can keep Jodi occupied until Mrs. K gets here, and hopefully she can stop Jodi from whatever it is she’s about to do!”

Sunny seems to believe me, and she takes off to get our teacher. Annabelle stays by my side. I sigh with some relief.

I need to talk to Jodi. Somehow I have to get her to stop whatever she’s up to.

[image: A hand knocks on the wall, with a sign reading “Jodi’s Thoughts” nearby.]
I knock on the door of her thoughts.

Jodi? Jodi, are you there? I call out. Jodi doesn’t answer. She’s eyeing the T. rex skeleton.

Oh no! She must’ve blocked me out again, but maybe not.

[image: Jodi using magic to bring a T. rex skeleton to life in a museum, stunning Heidi and Sunny.]
Jodi’s gaze momentarily floats in my direction. Then it drifts back to the T. rex. No matter how hard I try, I can’t get Jodi to listen to me.

“Jodi won’t respond,” I tell Annabelle. Annabelle is watching Jodi too.

“Well, keep trying!” Annabelle urges.

I focus with everything I’ve got. This time I get into Jodi’s mind. As I listen in on her thoughts, I realize Jodi is chanting a spell.

Uh-oh! I’m too late!

[image: ]

T. REX STANDS SO HIGH AND MIGHTY.

TIME TO SCARE OUR FRIEND HEIDI!



[image: ]
As soon as Jodi chants her spell, the T. rex skeleton begins to come to life.

This overgrown dinosaur fossil tugs its claws free from its mount.

SNAP! SNAP!

[image: A close-up of two dinosaur skeleton feet stepping on a surface, with one leg breaking through it.]
There’s a massive intake of breath from everybody watching.

“OH NOOOOOO!” I shout, cupping my hand over my mouth in total terror! Annabelle grabs hold of me.

“Heidi, I’m SCARED!” she shrieks.

Annabelle is not the only one. My classmates scream and scatter in every direction.

Jodi catches my eye. Her face beams with pride.

Yes, pride!

See, Heidi? I TOLD YOU I could do it!

This situation is WAY too serious—and dangerous—to send back a thought message. I opt for using my real voice—my loudest voice ever.

“JODI! What are you’re trying to prove? Kids are going to get HURT!

[image: A dinosaur skeleton coming to life in a museum, with people running away in fear.]
“Stop it, Jodi! Stop that dinosaur right NOW!”

I get a smug mental retort in return.

Why should I stop it, Heidi? Don’t tell me you’re AFRAID of a bunch of T. rex bones?!

The T. rex stomps off its platform and lowers its head.

“ROOOOOAAAAAARRRRRR!”

My classmates scream in terror. It’s like we’re in a horror movie, only it’s real!

WHOMP! WHOMP! WHOMP!

The king of dinosaurs clomps across the hall of dinosaurs. Its skeletal tail rattles as it swishes from side to side. But this overgrown lizard is not coming to scare me, as Jodi instructed.

It’s actually going toward JODI. Yup! The most ferocious predator to have ever lived bends down and roars right in Jodi’s face.

[image: Jodi covers her ears and screams as a dinosaur skeleton roars at her, with visitors fleeing behind them.]
“ROOOOOAAAAAARRRRRR!”

Jodi slams both hands over her ears and lets out a bloodcurdling scream.

“Okay, Heidi!” she shouts. “You WIN!!! YOU WIN!!!” Then Jodi sprints away from the T. rex and hides behind a giant marble pillar.

What exactly did I win? I wonder. I wasn’t even playing!

This whole game of treachery was all Jodi’s idea.

She brings a prehistoric, flesh-eating, top-of-the-food-chain, beady-eyed predator to life and then expects ME to fix it?

One word: seriously?!

What’s taking Sunny so long to get Mrs. Kettledrum? Where’s our magical chaperone when we NEED her?!

Hunter, Isabelle, and Melanie run to my side and glom on to me.

[image: Hunter, Isabelle, and Melanie huddle close to Heidi, their faces showing fear and concern.]
“Heidi! Are you trying to get us all KILLED?” Isabelle screams.

“YEAH!” Hunter shouts. “This is too much—even for YOU!”

Uh-oh, the T. rex is turning around and coming toward us. Still, I have to take the time to defend myself.

“This is NOT me!” I say defensively. “This is all JODI!”

But nobody cares about my issues with Jodi right now—that’s because Terry the T. rex is stomping our way, and I’m pretty sure I see real saliva dripping from its jaws.

Every one of us is screaming, like we’re on a roller coaster.

[image: Melanie, wearing a ruffled top, has her mouth wide open and eyebrows raised in a distressed expression.]
“Do something, Heidi!” Melanie begs. “PLEASE! Make the dinosaur STOP!”

If there was ever a time for an emergency spell, this would be it. It’s hard to focus with everyone screaming and a Tyrannosaurus rex towering over us. But I give it my best shot and make up a spell on the spot.

[image: ]

TERRY THE T. REX, TURN AROUND.

NO MORE ROARING—NOT A SOUND.

LISTEN NOW TO MY COMMAND.

GO BACK TO YOUR DINOSAUR STAND!
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My friends and I wait for my emergency spell to take hold. But it doesn’t! Instead Terry the T. rex lowers her head until we’re eye to eye, and then…

“ROOOOOAAAAAARRRRRR!”

Did the T. rex scare us? You bet it did!

We scream and scatter. We wind up in a heap, huddled in a corner—a corner that includes Jodi.

But whatever because here comes Terry the T. rex!

WHOMP! WHOMP! WHOMP!

I want to shut my eyes, but who wants to get eaten with their eyes closed?

Eeeeek!

We’re goners, for sure!

[image: Hunter, Isabelle, Melanie, and Heidi’s other friends huddle close together, all distressed—covering their faces but peeking through their fingers.]




[image: Chapter 8] FAREWELL! ADIOS! SAYONARA!

The T. rex lowers its skull and opens its jaws full of razor-sharp teeth, each one a spear unto itself.

“ROOOOOAAAAAARRRRRR!”

We scream, and Jodi and Melanie grab hold of me. Yup! Jodi is holding on to me for comfort. But this is Jurassic Museum, and we’re about to be chomped to smithereens, so I’ll let it go.

As we brace for whatever comes next, Mrs. Martone returns from her break.

Her eyes go wide with horror when she sees the living T. rex skeleton. She reaches one hand out for something to hold herself up, but it’s no use. Her knees crumple and she faints to the floor.

She was definitely not expecting to come back from break to a live T. rex in the hall.

But all hope is not lost!

Sunny and Mrs. Kettledrum rush into the hall of dinosaurs moments after Mrs. Martone passes out. Mrs. Kettledrum has the same look of shock on her face that Mrs. Martone did, but thank heaven, she doesn’t faint, though she does look exceptionally pale.

Mrs. Kettledrum walks right up to Terry the T. rex, and she raises her hands in the air.

“TIME STOPS NOW!” she commands.



[image: Mrs. Kettledrum approaches the live dinosaur, raising her hands in the air with Sunny beside her, while Mrs. Martone faints on the floor nearby.]


Just like that, the dinosaur freezes in place.

I sigh with relief, but my heart is still pounding out of control. I look around and notice that all my classmates are frozen too—except two.

Jodi and me.

I scramble to my feet and run to Mrs. Kettledrum. Sunny stands like a statue behind her. I look back at Jodi, who’s struggling to crawl out from under the other kids. She finally frees herself, but she stays right where she is.

I’m so relieved to be free from the menacing T. rex that almost nothing else matters. Well, maybe one other thing. My favorite teacher just performed a momentous magical feat.

“Whoooaaa, Mrs. Kettledrum!” I say in utter amazement. “You can stop time, too?!”

Mrs. Kettledrum shakes her head gravely, making it clear that her magical feat is not what’s important right now. She is not pleased with Jodi or me.

Mrs. K pulls a handkerchief from her pocket and dabs beads of sweat from her forehead for the second time today. Then she puts her hanky back into her pocket.

[image: Mrs. Kettledrum wipes beads of sweat from her forehead with a handkerchief, as Heidi and Jodi watch her.]
“I’m very surprised at you, Heidi,” she begins. “I thought you had turned the corner and had learned something about magical self-control, but clearly I was wrong. Mr. Craftwood told me about your feud with Jodi. I have to assume this stunt has something to do with that.”

Wait! I think. Does Mrs. Kettledrum think this disaster is MY fault? I keep quiet because my teacher has not finished talking.

“When will you understand that all witches and wizards must earn the privilege to use advanced magic spells. You simply cannot allow your emotions to dictate your magic! It will never end well. You are going to have to learn how to be more responsible with magic, and until you do, there will continue to be consequences. This time, Heidi, I’m afraid we’ll have to have a discussion about expulsion.”

Mrs. Kettledrum’s disappointment in me and the word “expulsion,” mixed with my frustration with Jodi, all come to a head at the same time.

[image: Angry Heidi, steam rising from her head.]
BOOM! I blow my top.

“But, MRS. KETTLEDRUM!” I cry out. “This is NOT my fault! This is all JODI’S doing!

“Jodi’s been bothering me since the moment she stepped onto campus! She barges into my head whenever she feels like it because she has the same mind-reading gift as me. All she ever says to me is not very nice things.

“Plus, she’s been doing magic in the museum ALL DAY—even though she knows we’re not supposed to!

“I PROMISE, this whole museum nightmare has nothing to do with me.

“This is one hundred percent Jodi.

“She’s trying to ruin me!”

Mrs. Kettledrum lets out a long, seemingly endless sigh as she tries to comprehend what I’ve just said—not to mention having just seen a live T. rex skeleton—all on her favorite annual field trip. Mrs. Kettledrum turns toward Jodi.

“Jodi, would you please come here?” Mrs. Kettledrum says sharply.

I look over at Jodi. HA! I think. Finally Jodi is going to get what she deserves. But I’d better not gloat too much because this fiasco isn’t over yet.

Jodi slowly walks over to us. She looks scared, and she should be!

All that fear on her face almost makes her seem vulnerable. I’m sure underneath it all she’s also mad at me because I just told on her BIG-TIME. But that’s her problem!

[image: Mrs. Kettledrum, wearing glasses, a necklace, and short hair, peers over the rims of her glasses.]
Mrs. Kettledrum looks over the rims of her glasses at Jodi—a look I know all too well.

“Jodi, I know you’re new,” Mrs. K begins. “I also know new students sometimes have a difficult time adjusting to a new school as well as fitting in with new peers….”

I’ll say… I think, and who cares if Jodi hears what I’m thinking? Still, I try to keep my thoughts quiet so I can listen to Mrs. Kettledrum.

“And I also know that you know better than to do magic in a public setting—or anywhere outside the classroom.”

[image: Jodi wears a gloomy expression, while Heidi raises her eyebrows and twitches her lips in quiet contentment.]
Jodi nods meekly. Mrs. Kettledrum pauses for a moment before she continues.

“Furthermore, young lady, if I ever hear that you’re bullying a fellow student again, you will be suspended. There is no bullying at this school. Do you understand?” Mrs. Kettledrum waits for Jodi to respond.

Jodi nods and looks at her feet.

“Yes, Mrs. Kettledrum,” she says meekly.

Mrs. K places her hands on her hips.

“And you will never pull another dangerous magical stunt like this ever again, or you will be the one facing expulsion. Are we clear?”

Jodi lifts her head. “We’re clear,” she answers.

[image: Jodi stands with an apologetic look directed at Heidi, who stands with her arms folded.]
Of course Jodi is saying all the right things, but I’m not sure I buy any of it. It’s going to take a very long time for her to build any trust with me.

Mrs. Kettledrum gently nudges Jodi toward me. “I also want you to apologize to Heidi.”

Jodi looks me in the eye for a tiny split second and then looks down again.

“Sorry, Heidi,” she says. “I didn’t mean for everything to get so out of hand.”

It feels good to get an apology from Jodi.

“Apology accepted,” I say, because even if I don’t trust Jodi, I can still sympathize with how she’s feeling. I know what it’s like to get in trouble for doing magic I’m not supposed to, although I have never done something like what Jodi just did.

Mrs. Kettledrum tilts her head and looks up at Terry the T. rex, who is still bent over my classmates. She shakes her head again.

“Okay, girls, we’ll talk more about this later,” she assures us. “Right now we need to focus on the task at hand.”

She looks at her watch. “I’m going to press rewind on all this to a few minutes before this whole disaster occurred, but the clock will stay the same in the museum.

“This will mean that only the three of us will remember what happened. Not even Mr. Craftwood will know what took place. We’ll lose a few minutes of the trip, but that is all.

“And neither one of you will ever mention this incident to anyone EVER. Is this clear?”

Jodi and I nod earnestly—even though I’m thinking more about how Mrs. K is going to turn back time. This is something I want to learn how to do someday.

“You’re going to turn back time in the museum only?” I ask curiously.

Jodi’s face lights up, like mine.

“That’s some top-tier magic, Mrs. K!” Jodi chimes in. Then we look at each other like, How cool is THAT?

But as soon as we remember we’re not friends, we quickly look away.

“Yes, I can turn back time, freeze time, isolate time, and bend it in different ways,” Mrs. K affirms. “Perhaps someday, with proper education and guidance, you two will be able to do the same. Now, are you ready to set things right?”

We both nod firmly.

“All right, then,” Mrs. Kettledrum says. “Here we go!”

Our teacher raises her mighty and magical hand and recites a quick, powerful spell.

[image: ]

TO THIS MUSEUM

CALMNESS BESTOW!

SET BACK OUR DAY

TO TEN MINUTES AGO!



[image: ]
Poof!

[image: Terry the T. rex standing firmly on its mount in the museum, glowing light surrounding it as children gather around, while Mrs. Kettledrum, Jodi, and Heidi look on.]
Puffs of blue smoke fill the gallery, and everything starts moving back in time.

As soon as the fog clears, we hear talking and laughing and all the normal, echoey sounds in a museum.

There, standing firmly upon its mount, is Terry the T. rex, just like it’s supposed to be.

I’m standing with Sunny and Annabelle right in the middle of a conversation that has already happened.

“Yup, there she is, Heidi,” Sunny says with a hint of sarcasm. “Poor Jodi, standing all alone in the corner of the room. She probably feels awkward, being the new girl and all.”

Annabelle nods. “I have to agree, Heidi. Jodi looks completely harmless.”

I gulp hard. Wow, I marvel. We really went back a few moments in time!

Mrs. Kettledrum is amazing.

I look over at Jodi standing all by herself. The only difference is—this time she’s not plotting a dangerous magical stunt. Instead she must deal with the consequences of her actions.

One word: justice!

I turn to my friends.

[image: Sunny, Heidi, and Annabelle standing together, each with distinct clothing and expressions.]
“You know what? You two are right about Jodi!” I say. “I’m sure she’s just dealing with new-girl stuff. No more talk of her. Let’s just enjoy the rest of our field trip.”

My friends seem relieved that I’ve let all the Jodi stuff go.

If they only knew!

We head toward the T. rex skeleton. I’d prefer to keep my distance, but I need to keep up appearances.

As we walk, Mrs. Martone and Mrs. Kettledrum enter the room together, chatting happily—very different from a few magical minutes ago.

Eek!

“How’s everyone doing?” Mrs. K calls to our group.

Annabelle points to the T. rex skeleton.

“We’re admiring Terry the T. rex!” she pipes up. “Doesn’t it look as if it could just jump right off this platform and pounce?”

Mrs. Kettledrum shoots a knowing glance at Jodi and then me.

“Well, let’s hope Terry stays put right where it is!” Mrs. K declares.

[image: Heidi, Sunny, and other students stand with Mrs. Kettledrum and Mrs. Martone in front of a dinosaur skeleton, as Annabelle points toward the T. rex.]
I agree! I think. It’s so strange that my friends have no idea what happened. I wish I could tell them, but there is no way.

I’ve gotten much better at keeping secrets, and Jodi and I promised Mrs. Kettledrum we wouldn’t say a word about the incident.

Mrs. Martone turns on the microphone and hands it to Mrs. Kettledrum. Mrs. K taps the top of the mic with one finger.

“Attention, Broomsfield students!” she says. “It looks like time flew by and we’re ten minutes behind schedule! We have twenty minutes before departure. Who would like to visit the gift store?”

Everyone cries, “Yes!”

The gift shop is always a huge draw at any museum. Normally I’d be into it too, but the last thing I want right now is a souvenir to remember this day.

One word: roar!

“Okay, everyone, follow me!” Mrs. Kettledrum says, hurrying along.

We follow our teacher, and on the way we pick up Mr. Craftwood’s group.

I wonder if Mrs. Kettledrum really kept what happened a secret from Mr. Craftwood?

Wouldn’t magic teachers want to confer on an event of this magnitude?

I catch Mr. Craftwood’s eye, and he smiles at me, like he would on any other day. Hmmm, I guess Mrs. Kettledrum really did keep Jodi’s monster mess-up to herself. Another reason why she’s my favorite teacher.

The gift store has many dinosaur souvenirs, and I dodge all of them—even the plush ones. But the stuffed polar bears and blue whales are pretty cute. I wander off by myself and look at the polished rocks, gems, and meteorite specimens.

Then I move on to the jewelry section. Melanie is going wild over the jewelry and apparel. No surprise there.

I sneak off to the candy section and check out the chocolate dinosaurs. One package has a brontosaurus, a triceratops, and a stegosaurus all in one. They also have chocolate dinosaur eggs. And dino GUMMIES. I love gummies, plain or sour—I’ll even eat the dinosaur-shaped ones. I slide a family-size pack from a hook and head for the checkout counter.

Somehow I must’ve lost track of time because I’m practically the last one in the store.

Eek!

Mrs. K waves to me urgently from the door. I make my purchase and sprint out of the museum to the bus. Sunny and Annabelle have saved me a seat because they’re the best! They shake their shopping bags in my face. Crinkle! Crinkle!

“Look what I got!” Sunny exclaims as the bus pulls away from the curb. She reaches into her bag and pulls out a bright yellow tee with a cartoon image of a T. rex drinking a cup of tea. It says TEA REX at the top.

“I love it!” Annabelle gushes.

“It’s adorable,” I say.

Sunny shoves the T-shirt back into her bag. Then she fans some supercute butterfly stickers in front of us.

“Those will look great on absolutely everything!” Annabelle says. Then she flashes a snow globe in our faces and shakes it. Snow swirls around three mini dinosaurs inside.

[image: Laughing together, Sunny, Annabelle, and Heidi show off dinosaur-themed gifts: Sunny’s T-shirt, Heidi’s dino gummies, and Annabelle’s snow globe.]
“I have a weakness for snow globes,” she says. “I collect them wherever I go! I also got a butterfly baseball cap.” Annabelle jams the cap onto her head.

“What did you get, Heidi?” Annabelle asks.

I hold up my mouthwatering bag of dino gummies.

Annabelle laughs. “You’re SO predictable.”

I rip open the bag and hold up a dino gummy.

“Like they say, eat or be eaten!” Then I pop a gummy T. rex into my mouth. We all laugh, and I pass my bag around.

“You know what, Heidi?” Sunny says. “I’m glad you made it through the day without blowing up at Jodi.”

My mind reels for a moment as the events of the day flash through my mind. If she only knew what really went on.

“Well, it wasn’t easy,” I tell her.

Annabelle seems to understand. “From what you’ve told us, it seems like Jodi sees you as a threat,” she says. “And even if Jodi turns out to be a better witch than you, then so what!”

Annabelle’s comment hits me hard. Doesn’t she know that this is the LAST thing I want to hear?

[image: Heidi sits on a bus holding a bag of “Dino Gummies,” while Sunny and Annabelle chat with her among other kids.]
This is my worst fear! It’s even more terrifying than a T. rex staring down at you.

Sunny tries to make it better.

“And you may turn out to be a better witch than Jodi,” Sunny reassures me. “Either way—so what?! Jodi will never be YOU. “You’re the best friend anyone could ever have!”

I blush because that’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. But it doesn’t change the fact that I still want to be the best witch in my class. Believe me—I’m not afraid to put in the work.

I lean into my friends. “Thanks, you two.”

We ride quietly for a little while. I’m sure glad Jodi and Melanie went home on the other bus. It makes the trip more peaceful and enjoyable.

Soon we turn off the highway and bump along the country roads toward school. Mrs. Kettledrum, who’s sitting at the front of the bus, stands up to give an announcement.

“Listen up, everyone!” our teacher says. “Tomorrow we’re going to have a mandatory spells and potions review class.

[image: Mrs. Kettledrum standing in a school bus aisle, addressing a group of students.]
“The class will be held right after breakfast, and everyone must attend. Mr. Craftwood will tell the students on the other bus. This is very important!”

The news is met with moans and groans because who wants to go to a required class on a Saturday? Not me.

This is all Jodi’s fault, of course.

Sunny looks to me for answers.

“Do you know what this is all about?” she asks. “I wonder if it has to do with what happened in the butterfly exhibit?”

I shrug, pretending like I have no idea.

“Beats me,” I say, looking back out the window. The trees in the woods flicker by. I wish I could tell my besties the truth, but I promised not to say anything. Sigh. I hold out my bag of gummies again.

“Gummy dino, anyone?”

[image: A bag of dinosaur-shaped gummies labeled “Dino Gummies.”]



[image: Chapter 9] GIRL TALK

Guess what? We stopped for fast food on our way back to Broomsfield!

This never happens! I savored every delectable chicken nugget, fry, and sip of milkshake.

Best meal ever!

Don’t get me wrong. I love real food too, but junk food is such a yummy treat once in a while.

When we get back on campus, I go to the mail room and find another surprise waiting for me. A letter from Lucy!

As I walk back to my dorm, I tear it open. The stationery has the cutest hedgehog blowing dandelion fluff.


[image: A whimsical illustration of a hedgehog blowing dandelion seeds, with the name “Lucy Lancaster” written in cursive.]
To My Favorite Person of All Time!

Got your letter, and no, you are not pathetic.

You are wonderful.

Jodi sounds exactly like Melanie in elementary school. It’s kind of eerie how similar they seem. Don’t forget, Melanie was a BEAST too! And it was all because she was jealous of you. Now look how far you two have come! Well, the same will be true with Jodi.

I guarantee it will get better.

Here’s my advice: stay above it no matter what. If Jodi sneers at, insults, or even threatens you—just remember, it has nothing to do with you. This is Jodi’s problem. Not yours.

Don’t make it your problem by taking her bait, no matter how tempting it might be. Eventually Jodi’s meanness will backfire. I can promise you that.

Stay strong, and let’s talk this weekend. Hopefully things will be better by then.

Love you bunches. Hang in there!

Your best friend on planet Earth,

Lulu Luzinski

P.S. When are you going to realize how [image: ] AMAZING [image: ] you are?



I love Lulu, I think as I tuck her letter back into the envelope. Her words confirm everything Melanie said too.

I hurry straight to my room and slip into my pajamas. Melanie buzzes about the field trip the whole time.

“Check this out, Heidi!” she cries, dumping her purchases from the gift shop onto her bed.

She lays each item out for me to see—all butterfly stuff. She got a dusty blue T-shirt with two butterfly silhouettes, butterfly earrings, a butterfly charm for her backpack, a butterfly headband, a butterfly journal, a butterfly water bottle, butterfly sunglasses, and butterfly postcards.

[image: Various butterfly-themed items arranged on a patterned surface.]
Melanie prances around, modeling everything for me.

“I’m all aflutter!” she says, giggling and posing. “I even got doubles of all the postcards, so I can send some and keep the rest. They’re so beautiful!”

I act excited for Melanie as I stretch out on my bed. Melanie smiles and trots into the bathroom to brush her teeth.

Wow, it feels so good to relax.

I’m almost asleep when Melanie shuffles back into the room. She kicks off her pink fuzzy slippers, hops onto her bed, and begins to brush her hair.

[image: Melanie and Heidi in a butterfly-themed bedroom—Melanie brushing hair, Heidi on the bed. On the wall signs read “Dream Big!” and “You’re Magical.”]
“I spent a lot of time with Jodi today,” she tells me. Like, no kidding. “She’s really nice once you get to know her. She also talked more about you. I mean like, A LOT.”

This, of course, grabs my attention. I roll over. “Well, what did she say?”

Melanie stops brushing. “It’s like I said the other day,” Melanie begins, “Jodi is jealous of you, Heidi.”

I hoist myself back up and lean against my headboard. I still can’t believe Jodi would have any reason to be jealous of me. Lucy said the same thing. I need to know more.

“Why?” I ask.

Melanie brushes her hair a few more times.

“She just is,” she says. “One thing she asked me was, ‘What’s the greatest magical thing Heidi has ever done?’ ”

Boy, am I ever listening now. “What did you tell her?”

[image: Momo, Mrs. Kettledrum’s small and fluffy dog, sits and smiles sweetly.]
Melanie stops midbrush. “I told her how you made Mrs. Kettledrum’s dog, Momo, speak,” she tells me.

“Jodi nearly fell over when she heard that one! She said, ‘WOW! I’ve never made an animal TALK before!’ ”

Then it hits me. That’s why Jodi wanted to do something MORE impressive than me!

Melanie gives me a weird look. “Why do you look so surprised, Heidi?” she questions. “It’s not like you making Momo talk is a secret. Besides, Jodi was super-impressed.”

I shake my head because that’s not it at all. “It’s nothing. I just figured something out—that’s all. Please, tell me more!”

Melanie plunges back into her story. “I also told her about how you made four identical Heidis!”

My face flushes with embarrassment.

[image: Heidi stands in a row with four identical friends dressed just like her, all waving and smiling, while she covers her face with her hands.]
“Melanie, that is not something to brag about! I could’ve gotten expelled!”

Melanie laughs. “You would never get expelled, Heidi. You’re a star at this school, and you know it. Besides, even though that spell bombed, everyone loved it.”

I force out a laugh.

Little does Melanie know, Mrs. K actually mentioned expulsion earlier today. “It was such an epic fail, but I’m glad some people got joy out of it.” I pause because I’m curious about something else. “What did Jodi think of it?”

Melanie shoots me a sly look. “Wouldn’t you like to know?!”

I flop onto my pillow. “Tell me!” I beg.

Melanie laughs. “Okay, okay!” she says, giving in. “Jodi asked, ‘Heidi is brave and smart?!’ ”

My eyeballs bug out. “She actually said that?”

Melanie nods emphatically. “Yup, her exact words.” Melanie places the brush on her nightstand and crawls into bed.

“Mind if I turn out the light?” she asks, yawning. “I’m pooped.”

I pull up my covers. “Sure, and thanks for filling me in on Jodi.”

Melanie snaps on her pink silk eye mask. “Anytime!”

Our room falls quiet.

Wow, I think. Underneath it all maybe Jodi DOES like me, but she sure has a strange way of showing it….

That is my last thought on what was the most frightening day of my life.





[image: Chapter 10] A TWO-HEADED MONSTER

Sunny and Annabelle talk nonstop about the field trip at breakfast the next morning.

I’m so over it, but I endure.

“What if T. rexes were still alive today?” Sunny asks. “Do you think we’d have to live in shark cages so we wouldn’t get eaten?”

Annabelle laughs. “Yup, only they’d be called dinosaur cages!”

I’m barely listening because I can’t stop thinking about what Melanie said last night.

Underneath all her meanness, does Jodi actually think I’m brave and smart? It’s still hard to believe.

Well, maybe I should be nicer and more welcoming toward Jodi from now on. I would’ve been nicer on day one if she hadn’t been so mean.

[image: Heidi, Sunny, and Annabelle sit at a lunch table; Heidi looks upset while Sunny and Annabelle smile and chat.]
I glance over at Jodi’s table, but for some reason she isn’t there. That’s funny. I wonder where she is. Isabelle catches me looking and knows exactly what I’m thinking.

“Are you looking for Jodi?” Izzy whispers. Isabelle is sitting with Hunter instead of at her own table—that’s because assigned seating is more relaxed on Saturdays.

I nod, wondering, Was I that obvious? Isabelle leans in closer.

“I heard that Jodi had to meet with Mrs. Kettledrum before breakfast,” Izzy whispers. “Somebody blabbed about the butterfly incident.” Isabelle shakes her head, making her ponytail swish from side to side. “That new girl sure loves to push the limits!”

I frown. She also likes to push my buttons, I think as the old feelings simmer inside me.

“Well, she was bound to get caught,” I add.

Isabelle nods, like, No kidding. Then Izzy nudges me and tilts her head toward the entrance of the cafeteria.

“Here she comes!”

Jodi and Mrs. Kettledrum enter the cafeteria together. Jodi’s face is red, like she’s been crying.

[image: Mrs. Kettledrum and Jodi walk into the school cafeteria, with Mrs. Kettledrum patting Jodi’s shoulder amid seated children.]
I actually feel bad for her.

Mrs. Kettledrum pats Jodi on the shoulder reassuringly, but Jodi doesn’t even acknowledge the gesture. She walks straight toward the hot oatmeal station as Mrs. Kettledrum leaves the cafeteria.

As I watch Jodi sprinkle brown sugar and strawberries on top of her oatmeal, I realize I’m having the same exact breakfast.

Jodi and I have something in common.

Hey, it’s something!

Melanie waves to Jodi.

“Sit here!” Melanie shouts.

Jodi beelines to the empty seat beside Melanie. But Jodi seems distracted.

Then I realize it’s because Jodi is thinking about me. The reason I know this is because Jodi just scowled and sent another one of her unwelcome thought messages.

Oh no! Here we go again!

Heidi, why was I the only one to get pulled into Mrs. Kettledrum’s office this morning? she snarls.

I sigh loudly. It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours, and Jodi is already mad at me again! I thought the whole T. rex incident would’ve humbled her.

Guess not. I send a thought message back.

Hmmm, let’s see, Jodi, I think with touchiness. Maybe it’s because YOU did some bad magic in the museum yesterday?!

[image: Jodi and Heidi sit at a table, exchanging angry glares, with the word “Tattletale” sparkling between them.]
Jodi clamps her arms firmly across her chest and sends me another message.

Well, for your information, Mrs. Kettledrum gave ME a long lecture about not using magic in public places. She also lectured me about us talking to each other in our thoughts. Not to mention, I got a week of detention! You’re such a tattletale!

The word “tattletale” stings.

It makes me feel like a bad person—not to mention a five-year-old.

Let’s be honest. Jodi would’ve tattled on me if I had been the one mentally torturing her. I have no doubt.

And who even cares?

Somehow Jodi and I have to get past this. I send a positive thought message back.

Okay, how about we meet and talk about this for real—you know, with our voices?

Jodi shakes her head defiantly.

I guess being positive isn’t her idea of a path to peace. She sends me another blistering thought message.

What’s there to talk about, Heidi?! she shouts in my head. This whole thing is NOT all my fault, and I’m gonna make sure YOU get punished too!

I drop my spoon into my oatmeal. Why should I be punished? I wonder. All I’ve done is defend myself against Jodi.

And she’s making me nervous.

Sunny, who’s sitting next to me, notices I’m upset—again.

“Is everything okay, Heidi?” she asks.

I groan because I’ve had it. “It’s Jodi,” I whisper back. “She’s mad because I told on her. She said she’s going to make sure I get punished too!”

Sunny’s eyes widen.

“Wow, that sounds like a threat!” Sunny says with surprise.

I push my breakfast tray away from me.

“Yup, that’s how Jodi operates,” I say. “Guess we’ll be best friends NEVER.”

Sunny looks at me thoughtfully.

“Well, I wouldn’t take it too seriously,” she says. “Jodi is really upset about getting in trouble. She won’t stay mad forever. Besides, she’ll soon realize it won’t pay not to be your friend.”

Sunny’s words are comforting.

“Well, I hope you’re right,” I say with a sigh. “Middle school is hard enough without having someone in your class who hates you and who can read your thoughts.”

One word: harsh.



After breakfast we go to Mrs. Kettledrum’s mandatory review class, thanks to you-know-who. I’m not in the mood for this on any level.

Merg.

It’s hard to stay mad when Momo greets me with yips of joy as I walk into the classroom. Her tail whips back and forth as I bend down and give her a quick love session.

As soon as I stand up, I catch Jodi scowling at me.

[image: Momo joyfully greets Heidi as she pets the small dog, while Jodi stands nearby looking upset.]
Give me a break! I think.

Jodi is probably jealous that I’m friends with Momo too.

I quickly take my seat next to Sunny and Annabelle.

Mrs. Kettledrum walks briskly into the classroom. She stands before us and links her fingers together, like a belt buckle.

“I know that most of you would rather not be in class on a Saturday,” she begins. “But some magical mishaps have been brought to my attention, and I believe we need to revisit our magical rules and policies.”

Mrs. Kettledrum holds up a finger.

“Number one, there will be absolutely no magic performed in public or anywhere outside the confines of the School of Magic. Understood?”

She waits for us to respond.

We nod and murmur, “Ye-e-e-es.” A few of us, including me, glance at Jodi. But Jodi keeps her eyes on Mrs. Kettledrum.

Mrs. K clears her throat to make sure we stay focused on her, not Jodi.

“These rules are for your safety and for the safety of our school community. If this rule is broken, there will be consequences. Is everyone clear?”

More nods and murmurs.

“Good,” Mrs. K says firmly.

“Let’s review the importance of getting magical spells right, so when the day comes, you’ll be ready to practice magic safely and effectively outside the classroom.”

Mrs. Kettledrum goes on to warn us about the usual stuff, like the importance of using the right words in a spell.

She also warns us of the dangers of using homonyms in spells—words that sound the same but have different meanings.

Then she tells stories about spells that went amuck. They’re supposed to be horror stories, but some of them are pretty hilarious, like the one where a girl did a spell to perform a hat trick in a soccer game, but instead she produced a dancing top hat on the field.

[image: A girl stands on a soccer field, creating a dancing top hat alongside a crowned ruler with a face.]
Or the time this one boy did a spell to become a powerful ruler and turned himself into a measuring stick.

Mrs. K goes on to explain why that kind of spell is wrong and forbidden on so many levels.

Then, without naming any names, she shares the story of my forgetting spell that went topsy-turvy.

My face grows warm with embarrassment.

I botched this forgetting spell on Melanie because I wanted Melanie to forget that she had discovered that Isabelle is secretly a princess.

(Something no one knows to this day except me and Isabelle.)

I made Melanie forget Isabelle’s secret, but I accidentally also made Melanie forget who I was altogether.

Oopsies.

Thankfully, nobody knows except for Mrs. K and me.

I’m glad my teacher doesn’t mention any more of my magical mistakes.

I’ve had some doozies.

“Even a seemingly harmless spell for, say, bottomless french fries could turn into a problem of epic proportions,” Mrs. Kettledrum warns us.

Everyone laughs.

After lecturing us, Mrs. Kettledrum quizzes us on magical rules.

Guess what happens?

Every time Mrs. K asks a question, Jodi raises her hand.

Zing! Zing! Zing!

It’s like her hand is spring-loaded.

Nobody else gets a chance to answer a single question because Jodi’s hand always goes up first.

One word: annoying.

It gets so out of hand that Mrs. Kettledrum has to shut Jodi down.

“You’re a very bright girl, Jodi, but please give your classmates a chance to respond too,” Mrs. K tells her after the fifth time.

Jodi smiles sweetly and lowers her hand. “Yes, Mrs. Kettledrum,” she says politely.

Then Jodi turns around and gives me a triumphant grin, along with another thought message.

Mrs. Kettledrum may be a little mad about what happened yesterday, but watch me get back on her good side. Soon I’LL be her favorite student. You’ll see!

I wrinkle my nose at Jodi. Why does she say things like this? Probably because she knows it’ll get to me.

And it does.

Well, I’m just going to ignore Jodi.

So there.

This backfires, of course.

I know you’re trying to ignore me, Heidi, Jodi taunts. I also know I’m getting to you. It’s so fun to bug you! She laughs to herself.



[image: Heidi covers her ears, surrounded by swirling faces of Jodi showing a range of emotions]


I cover my ears because I can’t stand listening to Jodi.

Nice try, Heidi! Covering your ears won’t work. I’m in your head, remember? You can’t shut me out!

I uncover my ears and stick out my tongue.

Then I try to block Jodi’s thoughts, but for some reason it doesn’t work this time!

Jodi cackles in my head, like some hideous storybook witch. Looks like my magic is stronger than yours!

Okay, it’s time for an emergency spell, I think.

I can’t stand Jodi’s yapping anymore!

Right now Jodi is so caught up in herself, she’s not even paying attention to what I’m thinking. I cast a spell on the spot.

[image: ]

JODI THOMPSON, FEEL MY

MAGICAL POWERS!

NOT A WORD OUT OF YOU

FOR THE NEXT THREE HOURS!



[image: ]
Zoop!

The spell takes hold.

But then I panic about the wording.

I said, “Not a word,” but what I meant to say was something more like, No more thought messages.

I bite my bottom lip.

Uh-oh. I hope I didn’t mess up my spell.

Wouldn’t that be classic?

Right when we’re being reminded to be careful with our magical words?

I look at Mrs. Kettledrum to see if she noticed anything.

Nope. She asks the class another question.

“In your own words, how would you prevent a magical mishap?”

Jodi’s hand goes back up. Mrs. Kettledrum calls on her since Jodi has kept her hand down for the last few questions.

[image: In a classroom, Mrs. Kettledrum watches as a distressed Jodi holds her neck, unable to speak, among the students.]
The only problem is, when Jodi opens her mouth to speak, nothing comes out.

Not one word.

Jodi clutches her throat with her hands. Then she frantically points her finger at me.

Oh boy, I’m in BIG trouble!

It doesn’t take Mrs. Kettledrum long to figure out what’s going on.

“Heidi and Jodi, please meet me in the hall,” she says crossly. “Everyone else, please read chapter nine of your textbook, Magical Mishaps, quietly at your desks.”

Jodi and I get up and head for the door. The whole class watches with great interest.

Two words: girl drama.

Mrs. Kettledrum follows us into the hall and shuts the door behind her.

“Okay, girls, what’s going on now?” she asks us.

Jodi points an accusing finger at me, which makes me go right on the defensive.

[image: Heidi looks distressed while Jodi, upset, points an accusing finger and holds her neck in the background.]
“This is not all my fault!” I say angrily. “Jodi keeps bothering me with her never-ending stream of mean thought messages.

“And I tried to block them, but it didn’t work, so I cast a temporary no-speaking spell to make her be quiet.

“But I didn’t mean to make her lose her voice—just her mean thoughts.”

Mrs. Kettledrum raises her hands in exasperation.

“Heidi, this is EXACTLY what I’ve been talking about for the past hour! When will you learn to slow down and use the proper words in a spell?

“Furthermore, how could you be so bold as to cast a spell after all that’s gone on? I just don’t understand it!”

I hate upsetting my favorite teacher, but I need her to hear my side. “Believe me,” I plead, “I know how bad this looks, but I was being bullied and had to act fast.”

Mrs. Kettledrum looks disapprovingly at Jodi. She’s not happy with either one of us.

One word: fair.

Mrs. K looks back at me. “How long will this spell last, Heidi?”

My eyes dart away from my teacher.

“Um, like, three hours,” I confess.

Mrs. Kettledrum considers this for a long, painful moment.

“Well, that’s too long to wait, and too long a time jump to fast forward.”

Then our teacher opens the door to the classroom and pops her head inside. “Sunny, will you please join us?”

Sunny points to herself, like, Who me?

[image: Sunny gently touches the sun pendant hanging around her neck, with a startled expression.]
But she gets up obediently and walks over.

Mrs. Kettledrum seems to have a plan.

“Okay, girls, let’s go,” she directs. We follow our teacher outside and into the School of Magic’s courtyard.

Jodi is still holding her throat, and Sunny’s eyebrows are still furrowed in confusion.

“Heidi seems to have put a spell on Jodi’s voice box,” Mrs. Kettledrum begins to explain. “The only way to break the spell is with healing magic like yours.”

Mrs. Kettledrum looks toward the sun. “With your gift and pendant—along with a well-thought-out spell—I think we can fix this.”

Sunny touches the sun pendant around her neck. “I’ve never reversed one of Heidi’s spells before, Mrs. Kettledrum,” she says. “What if I can’t do it?”

I reach out and grab Sunny’s hand.

“Of course you can do it,” I reassure my friend. “Remember when you healed my sprained ankle during orientation?”

Sunny nods, and I squeeze her hand.

“And that was before you took any magic classes!” I remind her. “You’ve got this!”

Mrs. Kettledrum expresses confidence in Sunny too.

“I’ll guide you every step of the way,” Mrs. K tells her. “I want you to begin by placing one hand on Jodi’s neck. Is this okay with you, Jodi?”

Jodi nods.

“Okay, try to relax, Jodi,” Mrs. Kettledrum encourages.

Jodi takes a couple of slow, deep breaths, and lets her hands fall to her sides. Sunny places one hand on Jodi’s neck.

“Very good,” Mrs. K says. “Sunny, with your free hand, I want you to turn your pendant toward the sun and repeat after me.” Sunny tips her pendant toward the sun.

Mrs. Kettledrum chants a spell, and Sunny echoes each line.

[image: ]

RADIANT SUN, BLAZING SO BRIGHT,

CAST YOUR BEAMS OF HEALING LIGHT.

FREE THIS VOICE,

WITH RAYS UNBLOCK.

RETURN JODI THOMPSON’S

POWER TO TALK!



[image: ]
Whoosh!

The sun flashes off Sunny’s pendant and onto Jodi’s neck.

We watch in wonder at the radiant, glowing light.


[image: Sunlight gleams off Sunny’s pendant, casting a shimmer onto Jodi’s neck, while Heidi and Mrs. Kettledrum stand in the courtyard.]


Finally Mrs. Kettledrum says something. “Are you able to speak, Jodi?”

Jodi clears her throat, which seems like a good sign, and opens her mouth.

“Here goes!” she says.

When Jodi realizes she can talk again, she jumps up and down.

“It worked! It worked!”

Mrs. Kettledrum thanks Sunny and sends her back into the classroom. Jodi and I start to follow Sunny, but not for long.

“Hold up, you two!” Mrs. K demands. “I’m not done with either one of you!”

We stop in our tracks and turn around.

Mrs. Kettledrum looks over her glasses in that way that I dread.

“Okay, girls, we’re going to handle this rivalry once and for all,” she declares. “Jodi, you owe Heidi another deep, heartfelt apology. Not to mention that you’ve completely disobeyed me.

“Imagine if Heidi had come to your school in Canada and completely ambushed you and wouldn’t stop saying mean things in your thoughts?”

Jodi’s face turns bright red, and she wipes a tear from her face with the back of her hand.

She looks genuinely remorseful this time, and she gives me a real apology.

[image: Tearful, Jodi looks remorseful and apologetic as she meets Heidi’s gaze.]
“I’m sorry, Heidi,” she says, looking me in the eye. “I promise I’m not as mean as I seem.

“It’s just that I’ve always been the star witch at my school, and I was really afraid of losing that when I heard about you.

“Everyone kept saying, ‘Wait, till you meet Heidi Heckelbeck! She’s SO amazing!’ It made me feel like I had to prove myself to you.

“The only reason I was so mean was because I thought if I had the upper hand, I could be the star witch at this school. It got totally out of control, and I’m truly sorry. Will you ever be able to forgive me?”

I have to admit that this is a lot to process.

Melanie and Lucy told me the exact same thing, and now I can see they were right.

I’m pretty sure I would have felt the same way if I had been in Jodi’s shoes. But I don’t think I would’ve been so mean….

“I hear what you’re saying, Jodi,” I begin cautiously. “I feel for you being new and everything, but I really wasn’t expecting to be put down and attacked, especially by a T. rex.”

As soon as I say this, Jodi hangs her head.

“That said,” I continue, “I’m open to starting over, but if I’m going to trust you, you have to stop being so mean to me. And you must stop coming into my thoughts uninvited.”

Jodi nods humbly, and she quietly waits for me to finish talking.

“I’ll admit, I was jealous of you at first too,” I go on. “When I heard you were a star witch at your old school, it scared me.

“And when I found out we have the same magical gift, it scared me even more. To top it off, I was also mad at you because you were playing all these magical pranks and not getting in trouble. It seemed so unfair because I always get caught.”

A playful smile sweeps across Jodi’s face. “Like when I made the butterflies swarm you?”

I can’t help it. I laugh.

“Yeah,” I agree. “And when you made that T. rex come to life…. I mean, you’ve got more nerve than I do.”

Jodi frowns. “Well, to be fair, I did get caught for that one.”

Seeing Jodi’s remorse reminds me of the many times I’ve taken magic too far. I know how she’s feeling, so I offer a compliment. “Well, it was pretty impressive.”

This makes Jodi’s lip curl into a half smile, and I’m glad. No one wants to be kicked when they’re already down.

Mrs. Kettledrum is not amused.

“Okay, girls, I’m glad to see you’re getting along, but there’s no need to bond over that highly inappropriate incident,” she scolds.

“Besides, I don’t know why you two ever insisted on being enemies. As two of the most powerful students in your grade—possibly the entire school—just imagine what you could accomplish if you took your powers and worked together!”

Jodi and I look at each other, wide-eyed. Neither one of us ever considered pooling our talents and working together.

[image: Jodi and Heidi sit cross-legged on a bench beneath a tree, meditating outdoors.]
Mrs. Kettledrum suggests I could start by helping Jodi learn how to meditate.

“You’ve come a long way from the days of your reckless spells, Heidi, and though you still have a long way to go, I think you could help Jodi learn to temper her emotions and impulses.”

As I begin to mull this over, Mrs. Kettledrum turns her attention back to Jodi.

“Jodi, you must learn that magic is not a sport,” she cautions. “A good witch doesn’t compete at magic, but we do challenge each other to grow and bring out the best in each other—not the worst.”

This makes me realize that Jodi actually helped me over the last few days, even though it was under duress.

“Mrs. K is right,” I agree. “Jodi, you pushed me to learn how to turn my gift of mind reading on and off. I didn’t know that was even possible before I met you.”

Jodi smiles sheepishly because she knows I only learned it in self-defense.

“Well, I guess it is silly for us to be jealous of each other’s powers,” Jodi agrees.

“I can learn a ton from you, and vice versa.”

I feel a real smile form on my face, for what feels like the first time in three days.

If Jodi and I can be friends, then life at Broomsfield will get better again.

“Agreed,” I say with confidence. Then Jodi and I seal it with a handshake.

Mrs. Kettledrum looks at her watch.

“This is great progress, girls,” she says. “However, there is one more thing I’d like you to do. I want you each to write a one-page essay on kindness and moral courage.

“You know what kindness is. And ‘moral courage’ means being brave enough to do the right thing under all circumstances. This will be due first thing Monday morning.

“Understood?”

We nod dutifully.

“Then you may both go because I’m about to dismiss class anyway.” As Mrs. Kettledrum walks toward the building, Jodi turns to me.

“Magical partners?” she says.

[image: Jodi and Heidi smile warmly as they clasp hands in a friendly gesture.]
I hold out my hand, and Jodi shakes it again.

“Magical partners!” I agree.

Mrs. Kettledrum glances at us over her shoulder before she steps through the door. Jodi and I can both hear exactly what our teacher is thinking.


[image: Jodi and Heidi smile as they playfully make claw gestures, while Mrs. Kettledrum in the background glances back at them.]


Oh dear! What have I done? she wonders. Have I created a two-headed magical monster?

Jodi and I cover our mouths and giggle.

“It’s still going to take some time to fully trust you, Jodi, but everyone else seems to think you’re really nice. And I have to admit that you’re a pretty cool witch. I wouldn’t mind being the other head to your magical monster. Like they say, two heads are better than one!” I tease.

Jodi and I both double over with laughter and growl.

“ROOOOOAAAAAARRRRRR!”
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GOODBYE, BREWSTER!

Okay, here we go.

I, Heidi Heckelbeck, am officially freaking out, so I hurl myself onto my bed.

[image: Heidi lies face-down on a pillow, shouting, “AAHHH!! Totally freaking out here!”]
Flump!

I bury my face in my pillow.

Please don’t let boarding school be super, totally, and utterly horrible, I think.

Then I wonder:

Why in the world did I agree to go anyway?

I mean, sure, I definitely want to become a better witch, and yes, I’ll put on a brave face, but I’m not gonna lie, I’m terrified of living away from home.

This is a life-changing step.

I roll over and grab a framed picture of my two best friends, Lucy and Bruce. There I am, standing in the middle, with one arm around each of them.

[image: Heidi, with her arm around her friends Lucy and Bruce, all in swimsuits, stand smiling together by the pool.]
We look so happy by the pool!

This picture is definitely going with me—even though the sight of it tugs at my heart, and even though I hardly have any room left in my suitcases!

My door creaks open.

“Heidi?” Mom walks in with a stack of white towels. “Honey, what are you doing? We need to hit the road in less than an hour.”

I push myself up to sitting and twist my hair into a messy bun.

“I’m having a moment.”

Mom sets the towels on the bed beside me. “Well, it’s totally natural to feel anxious before leaving for boarding school. To be honest, I was petrified.”

It comforts me to know Mom was scared too.

[image: Heidi sits on a bed, comforted by her mother beside her.]
“It’s just that I’m going to miss everyone SO much.”

Mom rests her hand on my shoulder.

“Remember, your friends and family will always be here. And now you get to make more friends.”

She gives me a smile before continuing.

“It’ll be an adventure! The rest of us will be missing you more than you’ll be missing us. And you’ll love Broomsfield Academy—just like Aunt Trudy and I did.

I promise.”

I press the picture of my friends against my chest. Mom points to my duffel bags. “Now, time to finish packing.”

I drop to my knees beside my new comforter, neatly folded inside a see-through plastic case.

This comforter is totally me.

It has ribbons of patchwork, with spirals, paisley, polka dots, and itty-bitty flowers. The other side has navy-and-white stripes. Navy pom-poms dangle from the edges. It’ll look SO good on my bed at school. This makes me feel a smidge better.

Mom nudges me again.

Okay, okay.

I grab the towels and begin to shove them into an empty duffel bag.

“Tell me more about Broomsfield Academy.” Mom’s already told me about it a bazillion times, but it helps to talk about it.

“Well, as you know, it’s the only school in the country that has secret classes for magical students.”

[image: Heidi imagines herself and others joyfully experimenting in a science lab, where science and creativity blend together.]
I sigh dreamily.

“I know! I wish I could take magic classes ALL day every day.”

Mom laughs. “Well, you have to take regular classes like English, math, and science too.”

I like all those subjects, but wouldn’t they be way more fun if they had a bit more magic in them?

Like, what if I could enchant my books so the story would come to life in the classroom?

Or what if I could magically solve climate change in science class?

[image: A magical pencil hovering above an open spiral notebook taking notes.]
And I would definitely be psyched if my pencil could take notes all by itself! Think about it. No more cramped fingers or eraser dust!

Mom hands me a stack of sheets to pack with my towels, totally interrupting my thoughts.

She knows the way my mind works.

“Slow down, Li’l Miss Witch,” she says. “Remember that ALL Broomsfield witches and wizards are sworn to secrecy.”

She puts a hand on my mine, and I turn to look at her. She locks eyes with me and continues.

“Heidi, absolutely none of the other students can find out about the School of Magic program. That’s the beauty of Broomsfield Academy. The classes for magical students are hidden in what seems like a regular, run-of-the-mill boarding school. It’s been this way for generations, and anyone who isn’t a witch or wizard is none the wiser.”

My mom always stresses this point.

It’s like she thinks I’ll be the ONE witch in the school’s 150-year history to spill the beans!

Not a chance.

I LOVE secrets!

And I’ve never given away my own witch identity in all my life, so why would I start NOW?

Mom zips one of my suitcases. “And more important, you’re not supposed to practice magic outside class,” she adds as if I didn’t know.

Blah, blah, blah, I say in my head, trying to block out this information.

But the truth is, not practicing magic when I feel like it will be superhard for me.

I love to practice magic!

It comes in handy every day, and you can do so many cool things with magic, like clean your room without lifting a finger, make random stuff glow in the dark, or make a pencil bend like a wet noodle.

[image: Young Heidi wears a messy bun and a thoughtful expression.]
And how am I going to change my nail polish every morning, like I do now? And there’s no way I can do my hair without magic.

I would never survive without my tangle-tamer and de-frizzing spells!

Okay, I’m seriously getting worked up about this no-magic rule.

Maybe I’ll be able to sneak a little everyday magic in when nobody’s looking—stuff nobody would suspect….

I can be a very clever witch when I want to be….

I look up and notice that Mom has a very stern look on her face. I’m pretty sure she knows what I’m thinking, so I quickly change the subject.

[image: Heidi shrugs as her mother gives her a stern look.]
“ANYWAY,” I say a tad dramatically so I can move on to my next question. “What will I learn in my School of Magic classes?”

Mom wheels another suitcase into the hall and comes back to pack my bathroom stuff.

“Well, for one thing, you’ll learn the history of magic.”

Makes sense, but I want to learn new spells. I want to be able to make my scooter fly or travel to faraway places with a blink of my eyes.

“What else?” I ask.

Mom packs a green loofah and a pair of black-and-white-striped flip-flops for the shower.

“You’ll learn how to brew potions and cast charms and spells, as well as learn the magical properties of plants and herbs,” Mom goes on. “You’ll also learn how to use a wand.”

Now, that’s what I’m talking about!

I squeal as I shove a neatly folded pillowcase into my bag.

I’ve never used a wand before.

“Hey, how come you never use a wand or practice magic at home?”

This is something I’ve always wondered about my mom.

“You know very well, Heidi. It’s because I chose to be a regular mom. But that doesn’t mean I don’t use magic. I’m just discreet about it, and I learned that at school.”

“But Dad makes more potions than you do, and he’s not even a wizard!”

Mom frowns. “Yes, but Dad’s potions don’t have magical properties.”

I shake my head. “Well, I disagree on that! Dad’s soda recipes are magically FIZZ-i-licious!”

My dad’s kind of famous. Everybody in Brewster knows he’s the head of research and development at a soda company called the FIZZ.

“Okay, I see your point.” Mom laughs. “But keep packing, kiddo, if you want to get to school before dinner.”

I pull my flowery suitcase off the shelf in my closet. My favorite stuff will go in here.

[image: Heidi packing a flowery suitcase, carefully folding items and placing them inside.]
First I wrap the picture of my friends and me, along with a picture of my family, in tissue. I tuck them into the bottom of my suitcase.

Next I lay down my treasured Book of Spells and my Witches of Westwick medallion, which are in their leather travel case. They’re really old and belonged to my great-grandmother.

I cover them with my brand-new white jean jacket.

I can’t wait to wear this!

I plop a clear zippered bag on top of it. The bag is stuffed with black-and-white-striped tights. These have been my signature look since forever, but who knows if I’ll wear them at boarding school.

It may be time to go for a new style.

[image: A pair of striped sneakers, a bag of gummy bears, pencils labeled “You’re magical,” a shaving kit, comic books, word search puzzles, and magazines.]
Right now I’m kind of into my striped sneakers. Next I plop two large bags of gummy bears into my suitcase for my secret stash. Then I place down a package of compliment pencils that Lucy gave me. One of the pencils says YOU’RE MAGICAL. I smile because Lucy still doesn’t even know I’m a witch! And last but not least, I pack my new shaving kit because everyone knows girls shave their legs in middle school.

Duh.

Oh, I almost forgot my comics, word searches, and magazines! I drop them into my suitcase, zip it, and wheel it into the hall.

Then I stare at all my luggage.

Gulp! I’m actually totally packed and ready to go!

Butterflies flutter in my stomach.

Then WHAM! Henry’s door slams shut.

I nearly jump out of my shoes.

My brother stands in the hall and looks at my bags and then at me.

“Well, I’m not sure what’s weirder—having you around or NOT having you around.”

[image: Heidi sticks out her tongue as Henry points both index fingers at her, making a silly face.]
My tongue rolls out like a party horn. It’s an automatic reflex. Henry points both index fingers at me and makes a silly face.

“Just KIDDING!” he says. “I’m totally going to miss you! The only upside is, I’ll have all the cereal to myself!”

I retract my tongue. Oh wow, I’ll miss racing through boxes of cereal with Henry or fishing for all the yummiest pieces before he wakes up.

I wonder if they’ll have cereal at boarding school?

I sure hope so!

“I’ll miss you too, bub.”

Henry and I each grab a suitcase and roll it downstairs.

[image: Heidi and Henry walk down a staircase, each pulling a rolling suitcase that makes a “bonk” sound as it bumps on the steps.]
Mom and Dad help with the other suitcases, duffel bags, comforter, fan, and desk lamp.

I race back into the house for one more thing.

It’s something I’ve been working on my entire life.

I call it my Thingamajiggy and Whatnot Collection.

[image: A storage tub filled with Heidi’s oversized plastic prizes from gumball machines, trick-or-treating, fast-food kids’ meals, and birthday goody bags.]
Inside this giant plastic storage tub is every single prize I have ever gotten from a gumball machine, trick-or-treating, or fast-food kid’s meal—plus everything from all my birthday party goody bags.

Truth moment here.

I have never thrown even one of these little doodads away.

I have everything in here, from animal erasers and Mr. Potato Head parts, to Kool-Aid packets and miniature plastic foods—even leftover Halloween candy.

This miscellaneous stuff comes in handy for spells. You never know when you might need some weird trinket in a potion or mix.

It happens A LOT.

I plunk my tub full of treasures in the driveway with my other stuff, and Dad loads everything into the car. Henry and I hop into the back seat.

The butterflies in my stomach are really flapping now.

I take one long last look at our house. Home sweet home. I’m going to miss it so much.

“Farewell, house! I love you!”

I say this as Dad backs down the driveway.

We’re not even to the end of the driveway when a car pulls up.

It’s my absolute best friend in the whole world, LUCY!

She already threw me a going-away party with all our friends, but here she is to say one last goodbye! Dad stops the car, and I hop out.

Lucy and I run to each other and hug like koalas. She has a purple shopping bag in her hand.

What’s in there? I wonder. Lucy pulls out a scrapbook.

[image: A decorative scrapbook with a photo of Lucy and Heidi on the cover and the word “US” written below it.]
“I finally finished it! It’s a scrapbook filled with everything about US since second grade.” She hands it to me. At the same time, my knees suddenly feel all wobbly, like Jell-O.

The thought of leaving Lucy hits me like a freight train.

Tears fill my eyes.

We grab hold of each other again.

“Thank you SO much,” I manage to say. “I’m going to miss you more than all the Skittles in Skittlesville!”

[image: Lucy and Heidi face each other as Lucy hands Heidi a scrapbook of their time together.]
Lucy pulls away so we can see each other face-to-face.

“Me too,” she says. Her eyes also glisten with tears.

“What am I going to do without you?” I sniffle and laugh at the same time. “Maybe you and Melanie will become BFFs…!”

[image: A simple sketch of a round face with wide eyes and a neutral expression.]
[image: A sketch of a smiling face with closed eyes, drawn in a cartoonish style.]
Lucy laughs so hard, she snorts. “I seriously doubt it! You’re so lucky to be rid of her!”

I can’t help but start laughing too. “All good things must come to an end!”

Then we hug one more time.

[image: Lucy and Heidi embrace as Heidi, tearful and emotional, clings tightly.]
“This isn’t really goodbye,” I say. “I’ll come home on weekends sometimes. And there are phone calls and texting and letters.”

Lucy nods. “I know. Love you forever.”

“Me too.”

Lucy runs back to her car.

I wave at Mrs. Lancaster.

Then I run back to our car and plop onto the back seat.

I glance at the scrapbook in my hands. The cover has a photo of me and Lucy. It was one of our first photos together, from when we were both about seven years old.

I can’t look at it right now, or I’ll go to pieces.

As our car rolls down our street, I watch the familiar scene disappear behind me.

“Goodbye, neighborhood!

“Goodbye, friends!

“Goodbye, life as I know it!”

Then Henry looks up from his tablet with one eyebrow raised.

“Adios, DRAMA QUEEN!”

I shove Henry. He shoves me right back. Then I roll down my window.

“Goodbye, Brewster!” I roll it back up. “And look out, magical new world! Because…

“HERE I COME!”

Then, with a tiny bit of magic, I make the leaves in our driveway swirl around and form the word “goodbye.” I don’t even have to mix a spell to move things anymore. But uh-oh, Mom saw what I just did. Oops.

[image: A grayscale illustration shows a suburban driveway where leaves have been carefully placed to form the words “Good Bye.”]
“HEIDI!” she says as she turns around and glares at me.

“Okay, okay!” I say, and I make the leaves swirl randomly again. Hey, can’t a budding witch have a little fun?!




Continue Reading…
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