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Chapter One - The Carnival 
 
 

I have great power. 

That’s what she told me. The old 
fortune-teller at the school carnival. 

 

I thought I had done the right thing … 
with the magic journal she gave me. 
But nothing could prepare me for 
what happened next. 

 

Or, for what I unleashed. 
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y cutoffs inched their way up and tried to give me a 
wedgie. I tugged at the hem in an attempt to make them 

longer before I knocked on the door. I’d grown so much, none 
of my clothes fit. 

Mrs. Chan opened the door and smiled. “Come on in, 
Angela. Mallory isn’t ready yet.” 

I strode through the door. “Is she in her room? Can I go 
back?” Not waiting for her answer, I hurried to Mallory’s room 
and knocked before throwing the door open.  

Everything in the room was princess pink, from the wall 
color to the bedspread and pillow shams, to the carpet 
underfoot. Boy band and movie posters covered every available 
inch.  

Mallory sat on the stool in front of her vanity, brushing her 
hair, but still wore her pajamas. 

She shook her brush at me. “One day you’re going to burst 
in on me, and I’m not going to be decent.” 

I snorted. “Like you’re ever ready on time. And if it 
happens, I’ll gouge my eyes out.”  

She eyed my shorts and opened her mouth. 
I held up my hand. “One word about my shorts, and we 

can talk about the four-year-old pink of your room.” 
Her mouth snapped shut and she frowned. “I’m going to 

redecorate.”  
Yeah, like she hadn’t said that fifty times before.  
She gathered her hair into a ponytail to brush the ends free 

M 
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of tangles. 
I plopped on her bed. “Mom hasn’t had time to take me 

shopping and Dad hasn’t given her the money yet.” Mom and I 
always had so much fun shopping for new clothes before school 
started. Except this year. Because of the divorce. 

Mallory opened her closet and searched through the rack.  
A spurt of irritation flared as she struggled to pull the 

clothes apart. She had so many, she’d outgrow them before she 
wore them even once. Too bad I wasn’t the same size … I could 
borrow half her wardrobe and she’d never notice. 

“Oh.” She faced me and put one hand on her hip. “We 
have to take Kirky with us because Dad can’t watch him today.” 
She sighed and went back to the task at hand. 

I kicked my feet back and forth. “No problem. I like your 
little brother. He’s so cute.” 

“Having a younger brother is not all fun and games.” She 
glanced at me over her shoulder and raised an eyebrow. “He can 
be a pain sometimes.” 

Mallory didn’t know how lucky she was. She at least had a 
whole family, while mine had been torn apart. I’d always wanted 
a baby brother or sister—but that was never gonna happen now. 
Dad had left Mom and me and married Holly-the-
homewrecker. 

I fell back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. “Hurry up, 
already. By the time you’re dressed, the carnival will be over.”  

I searched for pictures in the lumpy surface, like indoor 
cloud gazing. A dragon with wings unfurled stood next to a 
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howling wolf. 
“Why are you always in such a hurry?” 
I stopped looking for images in the cottage-cheese ceiling 

bumps and thought for a moment. “I guess because I don’t want 
to miss out on anything.” 

“I’ll be back in a couple minutes. Try not to explode with 
impatience because I don’t want to have to clean up the mess.” 

“Ha-ha.” 
 

 
 

The smell of popping kettle corn melded with cotton candy and 
funnel cakes filled the air. The sweet scent almost overwhelmed 
me. Booths and tents ranged in rows across the athletic field and 
rides were in the center of the track; a Ferris wheel, a megaslide, 
a rock climbing wall, and a Tasmanian Twister. Bells, whistles, 
excited squeals, the cries of booth vendors hawking their games, 
mingled with conversations.  

“Come on.” Mallory tugged on my arm. “I wanna see what 
they have.” 

Now she was in a hurry. 
Mrs. Chan put a hand on Mallory’s shoulder while the 

other kept a tight grip on Kirky’s wrist.  
He’d already escaped twice since we’d arrived because 

Mallory’s mom couldn’t find his leash before we left. Until 
Kirky learned to walk, I had thought leashes were for dogs. But 
the boy was an escape artist, and tying something to him was the 
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only way to keep track of him. 
“Let’s check in with each other in two hours. Meet me by 

the dunk tank over by the sand. Have fun.” The last words were 
said to our backs. 

Mallory and I made a beeline for the booths. I wanted to 
play as many games as we had time for. We wove our way 
through the people clogging the aisles. Mallory stopped by a 
booth sporting hats with bling, but I kept moving. If I didn’t, 
we’d be stuck there all day while Mallory looked at each one. I 
snorted. As if she needed another hat. 

I didn’t see Cynthia until she blocked my way. 
“Nice shorts, Ash-can. Did you borrow them from your 

doll?” 
Did she have to be so vile? “You’re just jealous they won’t 

fit you.” 
Mallory walked up behind Cynthia. I bit back a laugh. The 

two were so mismatched. Mallory, short, slender, with long, 
dark hair and the perfect porcelain skin of her ancestors, wore 
square-framed glasses, which slid down her nose. She stopped 
short and her knees trembled.  

In front of Mallory stood Gargantua. As much as she tried, 
Mallory never could quite hide her fear of Cynthia. I kept trying 
to tell her it only made the bullying worse. 

“Of course they won’t fit me. I’m a beautiful Amazon.”  
“If you mean you’re from the Amazon Rainforest, your 

skin is the wrong color and you’re too tall to come from one of 
the pygmy tribes.” I sneered. “They prefer bronzed goddesses to 
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a baboon-faced troll with a red mop on her head.” 
Her fingers curled and face scrunched. 
“Awww, if you meant an Amazon like Wonder Woman, 

well …” I drew the word out. Did I really want to push her hard 
so early in the day? 

“Wonder Woman has nothing on me.” Cynthia tossed her 
red curls over her shoulder and spied Mallory. “Well, if it isn’t 
MAL-feasance.” 

Mallory’s eyes widened and she took a small step back. 
My face got hot. I couldn’t stand the way Cynthia picked 

on Mallory. “Oh, good for you, SINnnn-thia. You learned a 
vocabulary word. Can you use it properly in a sentence?” 

Mallory hid a grin behind her hand. 
Cynthia’s red face clashed with her hair, a horrible sight. 

She moved closer until our noses almost touched. “You looking 
for trouble, Ash-can?” 

“That’s so old, Benson. Why don’t you come up with 
something fresh?” Patting my mouth, I gave an exaggerated 
yawn. “At least you’re picking on someone closer to your own 
size.” 

Before Cynthia could respond, Mallory grabbed my arm. 
“Ang … Angela, c-c-c-come on. We gotta go. My m-m-mom 
will be w-w-waiting.” 

What? We just left Mrs. Chan and didn’t have to meet her 
for two hours.  

“P-p-p-oor, M-m-m-m-allory.” Cynthia sprayed spit as she 
jeered. “C-c-c-an’t even get the w-w-w-w-ords out.” 
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I clenched my jaw. I couldn’t stand Cynthia mocking 
Mallory’s stutter. She only had it when she got nervous. I raised 
a fist, but Mallory gave a slight shake of her head.  

Oh. Enlightenment dawned. She had made up an excuse 
to get away from Cynthia. 

“Aw, sorry we can’t stay and chat, Cyndy. Toodles.” I 
waggled my fingers at her and let Mallory pull me away before 
Cynthia erupted. Although I was sure I’d get extra points if I 
made her head blow up. 

“Angela, you know you shouldn’t play with the trolls.” 
Mallory pushed her black-framed glasses back into place. “Do 
you have to bait her?” 

“Yes. Especially when she makes fun of you.” I put my 
hand on her shoulder. “You don’t think I’m gonna stand by and 
let her pick on my best friend in the whole wide world, do you?”  

“She is so mean.” Mallory’s brows furrowed. She slowed 
next to a rack of purses. “When do you think your mom will be 
able to take you shopping?” 

“I don’t know. Lately, she always has to work extra. She 
told me I should ask my dad to take me when I see him 
tomorrow.” I looked over my shoulder to make sure Cynthia 
wasn’t following us. 

She stood glowering where we’d left her. 
We stopped at the baseball throw booth. I bought a chance 

and took the three balls. I aimed then threw the ball as hard as I 
could. Missed. “Can you imagine how embarrassing? How 
would you like to have your dad take you clothes shopping?”   
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“No way.” Her nose wrinkled in disgust. “Have you seen 
my dad’s clothes? I’d be mortified. My life would be Ooooo-
ver.” 

Mallory, the drama queen.  
I took aim with ball number two and hucked it at the 

bottles. Shoot. I nicked one, but the bottle didn’t fall. “But I 
need new clothes, and Mom doesn’t have the time.” And money 
was tight if Dad didn’t help out. Having divorced parents 
sucked. 

The sun glinted off Mallory’s glasses and masked her 
expression. “Why don’t we see if my mom can take you instead?” 

“Really? You think she would?” I tossed the ball in the air 
then caught it. 

“Sure. I finally talked the parentals into redecorating my 
bedroom so it doesn’t look like an overgrown toddler lives 
there.”  

“About time.” I tossed the ball up again to keep from 
rolling my eyes over Mallory referring to her parents as the 
parentals.  

“We’re going to the mall today anyway, so why not throw 
in a little clothes shopping, too?” She tilted her head. “I could 
use a new purse …” 

“How’re you going to redo your room?” I had to stop her 
thinking about clothes shopping before she dragged me through 
sixteen stores, all of which didn’t have the kind of clothes I liked 
best. Comfortable. 

A raspy voice interrupted us. “Are you gonna take your last 
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throw?”  
I glanced over my shoulder.  
The man running the booth leaned forward, an unlit stogie 

clenched in his teeth. “You’re holdin’ up the line.” 
“Mister, are you supposed to have a filthy cigar on school 

grounds?”  
His chin shook as he frowned. I’d better throw the ball 

before he came over the counter after it. I turned and fired.  
Direct hit. Bottom center.  
With a satisfying crash, the entire pyramid wobbled and 

fell. 
Mallory and I took a few steps away. 
“Hey, kid.” His voiced scratched out. “Don’cha wan’chur 

prize?” He held out two sport soaker balls—a baseball and a 
football.  

I grabbed them and handed the football to Mallory. 
“Stellar prize, right?” 

“Well, if we had about fifty, and a good hiding place, and 
ambushed someone, we’d have a blast. But with two? Not so 
much.” 

I tapped her arm. “So? What about your room?” 
Mallory moved out of the aisle and stood in the shade at 

the side of a booth.  
“I want to do a black and white scheme.” 
I smirked. “You’re going from a room where the Disney 

princesses puked pink everywhere to zebra land?” 
“Hey.” Her nose wrinkled and her lips scrunched. “I 
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remember your room …” 
“All right, I get it.” We were both embarrassed by our 

childhood decorating taste. “Sorry. So tell me what else, besides 
black and white?” 

She leaned against the booth. “I saw the coolest wall mural 
on the internet. It’s a picture of an enormous spiral staircase with 
a black wrought iron banister and white steps taken from the 
top looking down.” Her eyes gleamed. “It’s like looking into a 
tunnel that goes on forever.” 

I grinned. “It does sound cool.” 
Her eyes grew wistful. “Now all I need is to convince my 

mom to buy it for me.” 
I brushed my shoulder against hers. “You will. Your folks 

agreed to redo your room, and they’ll want you to be happy with 
it.” I took a step back. “Come on, let’s go see what else there is.” 

As we checked out the rest of the booths, the sun got 
hotter. We made our way to the outside edge of the aisles, where 
the crowd thinned and the noise level dropped. The line for the 
Hi-Striker looked short. I veered in that direction. 

Zachary Taylor grabbed the mallet and stepped up to the 
launch pad. 

Whacking something with a hammer—what a good idea. 
“I want to do this and then we can finish looking at the rest of 
the stuff.” 

Zach rested the hammer head against the ground and 
wiped his sweaty palms off on his tan cargo shorts before 
grabbing a handful of chalk. A fine mist of chalk dust covered 
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his legs and turned his dark skin, gray. He hefted the mallet up 
to his shoulder and he took a step to steady himself from the 
weight. The mallet was almost as big as he was. 

I rested my hand on my hip. “Does that sound like a plan?” 
Mallory couldn’t take her eyes off him as the hammer head 

quivered. 
What did she see in Zach? His curly black hair looked like 

it had been styled by a tornado, except the three curls he 
carefully placed on his forehead. With a slight frame, knobby 
knees and elbows, and thick-framed glasses, he wasn’t exactly 
heartthrob material. At least with Mallory, it didn’t matter that 
he was short.  

I nudged her shoulder. “Mallory?” 
She kept her eyes on Zach. “Sure. Sounds fine.” 
He swung the mallet and missed the strike pad. It thudded 

against the ground and he dropped it and shook his hands. 
Must’ve hurt.  

But he regripped the mallet and took another swing. 
Success. This time the disk rose three-quarters of the way to the 
bell before falling back down to the bottom. 

I prodded Mallory’s shoulder. “Do you want to give it a 
try?”  

She took a deep breath. “Sure.” 
The way she held the mallet, we were in for disaster. 

Instead of gripping it with both hands together, one was up by 
the head and the other at the end of the shaft. She’d never get 
enough velocity to send the disk up the pole. I bit my tongue to 
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keep from laughing. She couldn’t even raise the mallet in the air. 
At least she didn’t miss the strike pad. But the disk, as predicted, 
moved a few inches and no more. 

“Oh, Fairy Farts!” Mallory leaned the mallet against the 
striker. 

I snickered. She always said fairy farts when irritated. 
My turn. I paid for my chance, grabbed the mallet and 

thought of all the things going wrong with my life. Clothes that 
didn’t fit were the tip of the divorce garbage heap. 

I whirled the mallet through the air. Direct hit.  
The disk whizzed up the pole. Ding. Then fell back to 

earth.  
Add another useless prize to the collection for the day. 
“Nice one, Angela.” Zach tried to look nonchalant as he 

leaned up against a post, his legs crossed casually and his left foot 
firmly planted in dog poop. 

“Thanks. And, uh, Zach? You might want to clean off your 
shoes.” 

He looked at the ground and his face turned a dusky red. 
“Let’s go, Mal.” 
She waved. “See you around, Zach.” 
He wiped his shoe on the trodden grass. “Later, Mallory.” 
I giggled as we walked off. “Why is he always an accident 

waiting to happen?” 
“Be nice.” Mallory flicked my arm. “Think how you’d feel 

in his shoes?” 
“Stinky.” I rolled with laughter. I couldn’t help it. 
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Mallory’s brows lowered as she frowned. 
I jabbed her in the side. “You like Zach?” 
She crossed her arms. “No.” 
Yeah, right. 
We reached the farthest row where a tent stood at the end. 

Worn, patched curtains covered the opening. It looked like a 
strong wind could blow it to the ground. The tent didn’t belong. 
The rest of the booths were in good repair, sturdy, and looked 
new. 

“Let’s go find something to drink.” I wiped sweat off my 
brow. 

“Or we need to find some shade.” Mallory turned to go 
back, then stopped. 

Where did all the people come from? A rippling mass filled 
the aisle. The last thing I wanted to do was make my way back 
through the throng. 

Mallory crossed her arms. “If we go down the aisle we’ll get 
body slammed. Or …” She drew the word out. “We could check 
out what’s in that tent.” 

I glanced at the tent again. It should be in another place 
and time. Like in a ghost town. “I don’t know, Mal. It looks 
odd.”  

Mallory narrowed her eyes. “Not odd, a fortune-teller tent. 
It’d be kinda fun to have our fortunes told.” 

“How do you know …?” My words trailed off and I 
blinked. A sign had appeared on the side of the tent. The oval 
sign had an eye in the center and the words Madame Vadoma 
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above in gold letters, with ‘Fortunes Told’ below. Why hadn’t I 
seen the sign before? 

I grabbed her arm. “What happens if we go inside and the 
fortune-teller is a psycho mass murderer who kills us and keeps 
our eyes in a jar as trophies?” 

She hesitated then pushed my shoulder. “Ew. That’s gross. 
How do you come up with things like that anyway?” She held 
up her hand. “No. Don’t tell me. I don’t want to know.” 

I laughed. I couldn’t help teasing her, she was so 
squeamish. “You really want to go have some fraud tell you a 
bunch of stuff that’s never going to happen?” 

Mallory put her hand on her right hip. “How do you know 
she’s a fraud?” 

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, Mal. A fortune-teller at the 
school carnival? How good’s she gonna be?” But we still had over 
an hour before we had to meet her mom. And it would be cooler 
inside. I shrugged. “Okay. Let’s go have our fortunes told.” 
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Chapter Two - The Fortune 
 
 

 
e pulled back the cloth door and stepped inside. After 
the bright sunlight, the gloom inside the tent spread 
into every crevice. Once the curtain closed, the 

popcorn and funnel cake aroma disappeared and the outside 
noise fell silent. Neither hot or cold, we had entered a vacuum. 

The tent had two rooms. We stood in the entry room, 
unsure whether to call out. The combination of darkness and 
silence made prickles run up my spine. 

“Welcome.” The voice, deep and penetrating, cut through 
the darkness from the other room. 

I started and Mallory clutched my arm. It sounded like the 
voice of the Bulgarian butcher at the market—the one who had 
the slightly crazed look in his eye when swinging his cleaver. 

“I be with you soon.” 
A black cloth blocked my view and I shivered. 
Mallory sucked in her cheeks as she stared at the cloth. “M-

m-maybe this wasn’t such a good i-i-idea.”  
Her whisper barely reached my ears. 

W 
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I removed my arm from her vise-like grip and rubbed the 
white marks her fingers left to get the circulation going again. 
“We’ll be fine. The dark makes it seem spooky.”  

More than the dark made it spooky, but Mallory was 
already keyed up enough. Although reluctant at first, I wanted 
to see what would happen. My eyes adjusted to the dark interior, 
helped by the ray of light coming through a hole in the top of 
the tent. 

The black curtain moved and something small and low to 
the ground streaked out. Mallory yelped. 

I followed its progress until it stopped near the tent siding, 
just out of the ray of light.  

“It’s okay, Mal.” I nudged her arm. “Look, it’s just a black 
cat.” 

The cat sat and stared at us through amber-colored eyes, 
unmoving except a rhythmic twitch of the end of its tail. 

I regretted my earlier teasing because Mallory trembled. 
Sometimes being scared was fun, like in a haunted house, 
because nothing bad would really happen. But this felt different.  

Electricity filled the air and the hairs on my arms stood up. 
In the quiet, each tick of Mallory’s watch twanged my nerves. 
Waiting caused my feet to itch, like they wanted to run. 

Mallory’s cheeks lost the pink tint from being in the sun, 
although flushed cheeks were preferable to the pallor taking their 
place. 

“Why do I feel like we’re in the middle of a Scooby-Doo 
episode?” She giggled, but her nervousness came through. 
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“Well, if we’re in an episode of Scooby-Doo, then you’re 
Velma because you’re short, dark-haired and wear glasses, so 
that makes me the beautiful Daphne.” I pretended to fluff my 
hair. 

The cat raised a paw and licked it. Was it mimicking me? 
“A Chinese Velma?” Mallory squeaked as she tried to 

suppress a laugh. “If I’m Velma, then I’m the intelligent one. 
And when you walk through the curtain, you’ll get kidnapped.” 

“If I get kidnapped, you’d better roundup someone to 
stand in for Freddie and Shaggy and come rescue me.” I stuck 
my tongue out at her. 

A ring encrusted hand thrust the curtain back and we both 
jumped.  

Lighthearted moment over.  
A tall, thin woman followed the hand into the room. Her 

big eyes were circled with thick, black liner that trailed up at the 
corners. And dark-red lipstick made her mouth look like a 
bloody gash. Her prominent nose and angular cheeks gave her a 
hawk-like appearance. 

“I am Madame Vadoma.” 
Dressed all in black, she wore several thick, braided silver 

chains. The longest chain held a pendant—a large multi-colored 
oval stone at the top with a smaller round stone underneath and 
a teardrop stone pointing to the ground. On all ten fingers she 
wore rings, the largest looked like a jumble of jewels; green, red, 
blue, yellow, rounded, squared, tear-drop, both large and small. 
Her hoop earrings swayed and full skirt swished, rustling against 
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her boots as she stalked toward us. 
She had certainly dressed the part of a fortune-teller. The 

only thing missing was a vibrant scarf tied on her head with the 
long tails trailing down her back.  

When she stopped under the ray of light from the hole in 
the tent, I noticed her amber-colored eyes—the same color as 
the cat’s. I glanced at where the cat had been, but it was gone. 

“You.” She pointed her index finger at Mallory, and the 
fiery opal she wore winked in the light. “Come with me.”  

Mallory froze and I thought she might crumple, so I put 
my mouth next to her ear. “Remember, you’re Velma. You’ll be 
fine.” 

The woman held the curtain back. “No need to be afraid. 
I will give you good fortune.” 

When the curtain fell back into place, silence descended 
again. 

Decorations I hadn’t noticed before popped out of the 
shadows as I swept my gaze around the tent. A standing Buddha 
statue guarded the entrance. How had I missed him when we 
came in? The happy statue had a pot-belly and a bare chest with 
chains around his neck. Geesh, his earlobes were big. I 
approached the table to the side of the Buddha.  

A large lavender orb sat on a polished wooden base. I 
smirked. I should’ve expected to find a crystal ball in a fortune-
teller’s tent. No fortune-teller would be complete without it. But 
the cloudiness of the orb surprised me because I expected the 
crystal ball to be clear. How would you see the fortune in 
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something cloudy?  
As I gazed, shapes shifted in the orb. Whoa. I blinked and 

took a couple steps back. That was kinda freaky. 
It must have been a trick of the poor lighting. 
Moving closer, I peered deeply into the crystal. If I closed 

my eyes, I’d be able to see Madame Vadoma rubbing the ball 
and muttering incantations. I snickered. Madame Vadoma was 
probably a stage name. I imagined her at home, where everyone 
knew her as Maggie Scruggs or something like it, sitting in a 
frumpy bathrobe sipping tea and eating popcorn while watching 
the news on TV.  

Madame Vadoma, puh-leeeze. Such an obvious fraud. But 
she had Mallory conned. 

To the side of the crystal ball sat a green skull about the 
size of a large grapefruit. I picked it up to get a better look. The 
rock was kinda cool—green, with turquoise colored dots and 
lines swirling through it. The stone had been polished, so it was 
smooth to the touch, except for a few crevices on the top. I set 
it next to the orb again. 

The next object on the table was a Zen garden, complete 
with a miniature tree called a bonsai. Right after the divorce 
Mom tried growing a bonsai. She said it was supposed to help 
bring serenity when clipping it. It didn’t last a week before I saw 
the remains in the trash, a stubby stick, with no leaves. Since 
Dad left, neither of us had serenity and it was all Holly’s fault 
for stealing him away from us.  

I stared at the swirls in the Zen garden sand. The marks 
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outlined the rocks and tree, and between rocks wavy lines flowed 
like a sand river. In the open area a large swirl, like a sea snail’s 
shell—tightly wound in the center, growing larger with each 
loop—met the swirls outlining the stones. 

A rake lay next to the garden. Without thinking, I picked 
it up and raked through the sand. A sense of peace came over 
me as I made swirly marks. Maybe a Zen garden was what Mom 
needed. 

When the curtain opened my heart raced. I dropped the 
rake and spun around. 

Mallory beamed and she clutched a small cloth bag in her 
hands. “Angela, you have to go with Madame Vadoma. It was 
so much fun.”  

Madame Vadoma held the curtain open. “Come with me.” 
As I passed Mallory, I winked. “Just remember to get 

Freddie and Shaggy to help rescue me.” I swept past Madame 
Vadoma and into the next room. 

Two chairs stood on opposite sides next to a table. An arc 
of cards, face down, lay in the middle between two lit candles. 
The cards had a decorative back. A Ferris wheel loomed over a 
carnival tent while the fog rolled in. A little worse for wear, the 
tent looked eerily like the one we were in. Coincidence? 

She strode to the far side of the table. “Sit.” 
I sat in the indicated chair and suppressed a giggle. I 

wondered whether I would soon be meeting a tall, handsome 
stranger, or taking a long vacation to exotic places. 

Madame Vadoma ran the back of her hand over the cards. 
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“Please. Take ten cards and hand them to me.” 
I selected one from the center of the deck. When I flipped 

it over, it was a regular playing card. The kind Mallory and I 
used to play War and Go Fish with. How could Madame 
Vadoma tell my fortune with plain playing cards? Maybe she 
played solitaire while waiting to tell someone’s fortune. 

The candles hissed and sputtered sending coils of smoke 
upward. As soon as I handed the card to Madame Vadoma, the 
wick burned steadily with barely a wisp of smoke. Spooky. 

Wanting to get this fortune over, I quickly picked cards 
from either end, and slowly worked my way back to the center. 
After handing over the requested ten cards, I sat back and stifled 
a smirk. 

Madame Vadoma held them, closed her eyes, and took a 
deep breath. When she exhaled, she opened her eyes and rapidly 
laid the cards out in front of her. The candle flames grew as she 
put the cards on the table. 

The way she put the cards on the table was different than 
any game of solitaire I’d ever seen. Some were placed across the 
table, and others were in a column. One of the cards, the three 
of spades gave me an uneasy feeling, while the ten of hearts felt 
happy. Weird. I’d never thought about feelings with cards 
before. 

She held her palm over the cards, then looked straight into 
my eyes. “You have much upheaval in your life and you feel 
lonely.” 

My breath was sucked out of me. This no longer felt like 
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some parlor trick. How did she know about my parents’ divorce 
and my being alone so much? The intensity of her stare felt like 
she was able to see straight through me and into my thoughts. 
Uncomfortable, I glanced down at the cards. 

In the middle of the layout, the Ace of Spades drew me in. 
Smoke from the candles created a foggy layer and the image 
wavered and morphed into a winged hooded figure carrying a 
scythe through a graveyard. The angel of death. I blinked and ran 
a hand over my eyes. Once I lowered my hand, the card showed 
the black spade and letter ‘A’. Nothing else. Not even a 
gravestone. 

I didn’t imagine it. Or maybe it would be better if I had. I 
gazed back at Madame Vadoma. 

“You will gain power beyond your wildest imaginings and 
need to use it wisely.” 

Yeah, right. What twelve-year-old ever had power? We 
were back to the usual phony reading. I settled back into my 
chair to wait for the line about the dark stranger. 

Madame Vadoma narrowed her eyes. “Young lady, this is 
not trick done for amusement. I give you caution. You would be 
wise to pay heed.” 

Was she reading my mind? 
“You have struggles ahead as you learn to use your power. 

Temptation will beckon and you will want to use it for ill. You 
must resist. Down the path of ill-will lies destruction.” 

Weren’t these things supposed to be light, fluffy readings 
about finding love and fortune? Ill-will and destruction were not 
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supposed to be part of the deal. 
Her amber eyes bore into mine. “You have choices to make 

about the power of your heart. Casual choice makes trouble. Be 
cautious with desires. The right choices will lead you to 
happiness and fulfillment.” 

A shiver ran through my body and goose pimples dotted 
my arms. The words sounded like the usual trickery. Besides, I 
could hear the same lecture from my mom. Make the wrong 
choices and you get in trouble. Make the right choices and you’ll 
be happy. Big deal. 

So why were the hairs standing on my arms? 
Madame Vadoma grabbed a thin leather book lying on the 

table beside her. She ran her hands over the cover and mumbled 
words I didn’t understand. Her claw-like hands grasped the 
book as she stared at me. Her gaze penetrated my soul and as 
much as I wanted to, I couldn’t look away. 

Her eyes widened at something behind me. With one hand 
she clutched the book closer to her body, then blew twice in 
rapid succession on the fingertips of her other hand. Tingles ran 
down my spine and I snapped my head around to look over my 
shoulder. Nothing was there. Creepy. 

She closed her eyes and the tensions drained from her arms 
and shoulders. Taking a deep breath, her lids fluttered open and 
she met my gaze. Madame Vadoma grunted and gave a nod, 
which sent her hoops swinging. “I give you this. It is for you to 
write what is in your heart.” She handed me the book. 
“Remember your heart has power. Use it wisely.” She stood. 
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“Keep your heart pure, and you will do no harm.” 
Things were getting a little too freaky. Hugging the book 

to my chest, I shot out of my seat. “Um, thanks for the reading.”  
Backing up a few steps, I turned and bolted through the 

curtain.  
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Chapter Nine - Gnome Outside the Window 
 
 
 
itting on the planter ledge in the middle of the quad, I 
pulled out my history book. I might as well get the boring 

reading done. A shadow crossed the page as I flipped it.  
I glanced up. Cynthia.  
I didn’t get it. She didn’t like me, so why didn’t she just 

stay away? Instead, she sought me out and picked fights. A big 
bully and I didn’t give in to bullying. 

I stared at her, hoping she’d go away. She didn’t. 
Movement over by the lockers caught my attention. A black cat 
slunk along the lockers, then disappeared around the corner of 
the building. 

“What are you doing here so early, Ash-Angel?” Cynthia 
sneered at me. 

What did that even mean? I ignored her and went back to 
reading. 

“You know what an Ash-Angel is? The opposite of a snow 
angel. Instead of sparkly white, it’s filthy.” 

Not looking up, I shrugged. “That’s lame.” Didn’t she 

S 



L i a n a  G a r d n e r  

 

~ 78 ~ 

know if she had to force it, it didn’t work? 
Her shadow loomed when she took a step forward. “Watch 

it, Be-Ash.” 
I closed my history book and slowly clapped my hands. 

“Congratulations on coming up with a new insult, even if it’s 
just switching the syllables of my last name around. I’ll bet your 
parents are proud.”  

She frowned and curled her fists. 
“But you’d better be careful who you use it around. After 

all, a teacher might think you’re saying something else.” 
Inhaling sharply, I covered my mouth in mock dismay. “Then 
you might have to explain how you came up with such an 
endearing nickname.” I opened the history book again. 

Cynthia knocked the book to the ground. “You’d better be 
careful, Ash-can. There’s no one around to save your sorry butt.” 

 “Awww, you’ve already gone back to the same old boring 
name-calling.” I exaggerated a pout. “And—pbbbt—I’ve never 
needed anyone to save my butt, especially from you.” Maybe I 
shouldn’t have made the farting noise, but she was getting on 
my nerves. 

Retrieving the book from the ground, I opened it again. 
From the look on her face, Cynthia might erupt this time. 

She cocked her arm back, and I got ready to duck. With 
any luck she’d drive herself into the planter. 

Mrs. Clark passed us. “Good morning, ladies.” She wore a 
black skirt, with a red blazer over a crisp white blouse that almost 
glowed against her dark skin. 
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Cynthia’s arm dropped to her side. 
“Morning, Mrs. Clark.” We both said the words at the 

same time.  
Cynthia glared at me like she was the only one who had 

the right to talk. I wasn’t going to put up with that. 
 Out of the corner of my eye, I checked for Mrs. Clark. She 

stood in the same place and pretended to read her notebook 
while keeping her eye on us. “Why don’t you go pick on 
someone your own size?” I lowered my voice so only Cynthia 
would hear. “Oh, that’s right. King Kong doesn’t go to this 
school.”  

Mallory was right. I couldn’t stop baiting her. It was too 
much fun. 

Her face scrunched into a giant snarl. “Watch your back 
Ash-can. ‘Cause when no one is around, I’m gonna grind your 
butt into the ground like a cigarette.” 

Slapping the page of the book, I let out a fake laugh. “I 
totally get it … cigarette butt, Ash-can … you’re such a wit.” I 
turned the page. “A dimwit.” The last words were said under my 
breath because I didn’t have a death wish. 

Cynthia glowered at me, but turned and stomped off.  
Even she wasn’t stupid enough to hit me with a teacher 

watching.  
The quad filled with the chatter of students, so school 

would start soon. 
I decided not to wait for Mallory because I didn’t want to 

give Cynthia another opportunity to attack. Gathering my 
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things, I headed to class. On my way, I passed Mrs. Clark. She 
was the best. She let us listen to the radio during class and if we 
got our work done, we didn’t have to be quiet all the time. 

She waved me over. “Angela, may I have a word?”  
“Yes, Mrs. Clark.” 
She took off her glasses and tucked them in the v-neck of 

her blouse and her brown eyes pierced mine. “The girl who kicks 
the hornets’ nest usually gets stung.” 

My cheeks flushed. “Yes, Mrs. Clark. I’ll … I’ll 
remember.” 

She patted my shoulder. “Good. Now off to class with 
you.” 

I’d messed up in front of my favorite teacher. Way to go, 
Angela!  

I slunk into homeroom, and took my seat. 
 

 
 

Plunking my backpack down next to my chair, I avoided Mrs. 
Clark’s eye, embarrassed by our earlier encounter. I pulled my 
English book out from the backpack. A light thud followed as 
the journal fell to the ground. Oops. I meant to leave it at home, 
but must have grabbed it with the other books on the desk. 

Mrs. Clark called the class to order. I shoved the journal 
under my English book. 

Fifteen minutes before the end of class, Mrs. Clark stopped 
lecturing. “I refuse to compete with the lunch bell for attention. 
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Free reading and writing time.” 
I thought about reading, but decided to journal about 

Cynthia and her bullying instead. 
When I opened the pages and reread last night’s entry, I 

got a funny feeling in my stomach, as if a dozen butterflies were 
playing tackle football in there. In my first entry, I wrote about 
wanting Mom to stay home and she lost her job. Last night I 
wrote about her getting a better job, and this morning her dream 
company called with one.  

Coincidence? 
It had to be … didn’t it? 
I couldn’t get the idea out of my head that somehow 

writing in the journal caused both things to happen. But how 
could I prove it? 

I stared out the window at the bushes and trees behind our 
building. Inspiration dawned. 

Pen gripped so tightly my fingers turned white, my hand 
hovered over the page. Should I try?  

I shrugged. What did I have to lose? I relaxed my grip a bit 
and wrote. 

It would be cool if a gnome would 
appear in the bushes outside my 
English class. 

I stared at the words for a moment and then stared out the 
window. Nothing. 
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Disappointment surged through me. What did I expect 
anyway? Like a gnome would really pop out of the bushes and 
wave at me.  I slouched in my chair and tapped the pen against 
the journal. Wanting the journal to have power was nothing 
more than wishful thinking. 

A movement outside caught my eye. 
I blinked. 
A little man with a full white beard, and fluffy eyebrows, 

wearing a blue work shirt, sat in the middle of the grass outside 
the window and waved at me. He didn’t have the red pointed 
hat I expected, but a flat cap covered his head instead. His face, 
lined with the wrinkles of a lifetime, wore a gleeful expression.  

I shook my head and blinked again.  
He remained sitting cross-legged, his big round cheeks 

pink, and a twinkle in his eye to beat my dad’s. Then—poof. 
He disappeared. 

The bell signaling lunchtime rang.  
Had I really seen a gnome out the window? Or was it a 

short old man? My backpack on the desk, I tried to put the 
English book in, but it slid off and hit the desk. I stared out the 
window. Everything looked just as it had before the gnome 
appeared. The book hit the desk again. 

“Hey, Ashby.” 
I tore my gaze from the window.  
Joaquin Ortega erupted in a fit of laughter. “It might work 

better if you unzip it first.” 
My face flushed so hot, I was surprised I didn’t have flames 
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dancing on my cheeks. “Uh, thanks.” Now would be a good 
time for an earthquake fault to open beneath my feet and suck 
me in. Once I unzipped the pack, I finally put the books away.  

I had to find Mallory. Once I told her what happened with 
Mom’s job and the gnome, she’d look me straight in the eye and 
tell me to quit dreaming. The journal was something to write 
thoughts in. Nothing more. 

I found her at the lunch tables. Who could think about 
eating at a time like this? 

Mallory scooted to make room for me at the table. “What’s 
the matter, Ange? You look like you’re in shock.”  

The tables were full and kids yelled to one another across 
the lunch area, while others milled about searching for a place 
to sit. “Uh, Mal? Do you think we can go somewhere a little 
quieter?” 

I wanted to share the coincidences of the journal with 
Mallory, not with half the middle school. Besides, everyone else 
might think I’d lost my mind.  

And I wasn’t sure I hadn’t. 
Mallory gathered her things. “Is it good, Angela?” 
I tugged on her elbow. “I don’t think you’ll have any cause 

to complain.”  
I dragged Mallory out to the athletic field. I didn’t know 

whether the gnome would show up out here. But there would 
be fewer kids to overhear our conversation. And we’d see anyone 
coming before they’d hear us. 

“Remember the journal Madame Vadoma gave me?” 
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Mallory rolled her eyes. “Since it was two days ago, yes, I 
can remember back that far.” 

“You didn’t tell her my name, did you?” 
She shook her head. 
“It’s weird because the first time I opened the journal, my 

name was already inside. My full name.” 
Mallory’s eyebrows rose. 
“Have you … um … used the rock she gave you?” 
“I don’t know about used, but I have looked up what it is. 

It’s a malachite crystal and I’ve been doing a little research on 
what it means and what I’m supposed to do with it.” Mallory 
sat cross-legged on the basketball court and opened her lunch. 
“What does my crystal have to do with anything?” 

A pair of amber eyes peered at us from the bushes on the 
edge of the athletic field. The black cat must have recently 
moved into the neighborhood. Up until the carnival, I had never 
seen it, but I’d seen it four or five times around the school since. 
I sat next to Mallory. “Have you noticed anything strange about 
it? 

“No.” Mallory sounded a tiny bit exasperated. “Angela, get 
to the point.” 

I took a deep breath. “I-think-what-I-write-in-my-journal-
comes-true.” The words all ran together, but at least I said them. 

“What?” Mallory held up her hand. “Wait. What are you 
talking about, Angela?” 

With a shaking hand, I pulled the journal out of my 
backpack. “Look.” I pointed to the first entry.  
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“Geez, your writing looks like chicken scratch. How am I 
supposed to read it?” 

What? I glanced at the journal. I didn’t have the best 
handwriting in the world, but it was legible. “Are you going 
blind?” I shoved the journal in front of her nose. 

“Weird. It looks fine now.” Her nose wrinkled. 
“After I wrote that, my mom lost her job.” 
Mallory shrugged. “Coincidence.” 
“I know, but the next night I wrote this.” I pointed to the 

entry where I wished my mom would get a better job. “She got 
the call this morning and was offered a job.” 

Mallory rubbed her chin. “But your mom has been 
applying for jobs for a little while now, hasn’t she?” 

I nodded. “I thought the whole thing was coincidence too, 
but during English, I tested it. Read the next entry.” 

Mallory’s glasses slid down her nose as she read. “You are 
not going to tell me a gnome showed up behind the English 
building.” 

I didn’t say anything. 
“Seriously? Okay. Prove it.” 
“But how do I prove it? The gnome disappeared after a few 

minutes.” I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation. 
Mallory stared at the ground for a moment. Then a smile 

lit her face. “I know. Make a unicorn run around the track.” 
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Chapter Ten - The Unicorn and the Fairy 
 
 

 
y eyes bulged and I stared at Mallory as the idea seized 
me. The gnome could have been any old short man, but 

a unicorn … if a unicorn ran across the field, it had to be the 
journal. 

I grabbed my pen and without hesitation began to write. 

Mallory and I were talking about how 
fantastic it would be to see a 
unicorn run around the track. I’d love 
to see one up close. Are they like a 
horse, but with a single horn? Or are 
they magical? 

As soon as I finished, Mallory looked out at the track. “See? 
Nothing there.” 

A little disappointed, I kept searching for the unicorn 
anyway. “It took a couple minutes for the gnome to appear, so 

M 
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maybe there’s a delay factor.” 
Mallory snorted and opened her mouth, but never uttered 

a word.  
Hooves pounded the ground. 
I jumped to my feet and scanned the field, searching for 

the source of the hoof beats. I’d be so disappointed if it turned 
out to be someone riding a horse past the school. 

But there, galloping down the track, mane and beard 
streaming from its neck and head, was the most beautiful white 
horse. Except, it wasn’t a horse. A long horn protruded from the 
forehead and the body had a radiant quality, as if lit from the 
inside. It ran with perfect fluid motion. 

Mallory’s jaw dropped. “I don’t believe my eyes.” 
I squealed. “I know.” I bounced on the balls of my feet. 

“It’s wonderful.” I looked around to make sure we were the only 
ones on the athletic field. 

The unicorn slowed to a halt, then beckoned us with a toss 
of its head. 

When Mallory got to her feet, her knees trembled. Mine 
didn’t feel all too steady, either.  

She clutched my arm. “W-w-what if I d-d-d-on’t want to 
get up close and personal with it?” 

“I don’t think we have a choice.” I glanced at the unicorn 
walking toward us and nearly squealed again. Its cloven hooves 
clip-clopped on the ground. Definitely not a horse dressed up to 
look like a unicorn. 

Mallory squeezed my arm even tighter. “Why don’t we 
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have a choice?” 
“I said we wanted to see it up close.” 
“Why did you do that?” Her voice became a high-pitched 

squeak. 
The animal, already big from a distance, grew larger as it 

advanced. I caught a touch of Mallory’s nerves.  
Unicorns are peaceful creatures. They had to be, right? None 

of the myths talked about the attack of the killer unicorn. Well 
… not unless provoked. And we weren’t going to do anything 
to make it angry, like trying to steal its hair or horn. Unicorns 
went together with rainbows, for crying out loud. 

I sure hoped the myths were true. It was just much bigger 
than I had expected.  

“Come on, Mal. This is what you wanted. Let’s go meet 
our first-ever mythical creature.” I strode toward the beast, 
dragging Mallory with me. 

The unicorn stopped when we approached.  
I held my breath. “She’s beautiful, don’t you think?” 
“How do you know it’s a she?” 
Trust Mallory to dispute the gender. “I don’t. It just 

seemed like a she to me.” I grabbed Mallory’s arm. “Isn’t this 
incredible?” 

The unicorn blinked. I gazed into its dark brown eye and 
a feeling of peace came over me.  

“Mal, we’re the only ones in our school who’ve ever been 
this close to a unicorn. Isn’t that fantastic?” 

Mesmerized by the creature, Mallory spoke, but her eyes 
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remained wide and her jaw slack. “But we won’t be able to tell 
anyone. They’ll think we’re crazy.” She stretched out her hand. 
“Do you think I can pet her?” 

The unicorn gave a brief nod. 
“I think she just gave you the go ahead.” 
Mallory slowly moved her hand toward the unicorn’s 

muzzle and gently stroked its nose. 
I couldn’t help myself. I had to touch it too. For the briefest 

moment, I felt prickles on a bed of velvet. 
At my touch, the unicorn dissolved into the air like a wisp 

of smoke. I turned toward Mallory, my eyes huge, and a laugh 
bubbling up. I grabbed her and we hugged each other, jumping 
up and down, shrieking with delight. 

“That was awesome.” I didn’t care if we couldn’t tell 
anyone. My best friend experienced a unicorn with me. We’d 
carry the memory for the rest of our lives. 

When we reached the place where we left our stuff, I picked 
up the journal. “So what do you think now?” 

“Definitely magic. Nothing else could have put a unicorn 
on our track. The odds against it are astronomical.” 

Since it truly had magic … I picked up my pen and 
scribbled. 

I will now be able to fly around the 
athletic field. 

I dropped the journal on my backpack and waited.  
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Mallory’s eyes grew big. “What did you write?” 
A buoyancy filled me along with a desire to spring into the 

air. I bent my knees and jumped. 
Mallory screamed as I zoomed up, up, up. I leaned forward 

and flew out toward the track. Amazing. I felt so free … it was 
incredible. 

The rushing wind became a jet stream behind me. I put 
my arms out to the side to better guide my flight. I couldn’t 
believe it … I was flying! A laugh bubbled up. This was by far, 
the coolest thing I had ever done in my life. 

I glanced down at Mallory waving her arms like they were 
semaphore flags and jumping up and down. I should probably 
fly back to her and land. Besides, I had a ton more things I 
wanted to do with the journal. 

As I approached the ground, I pulled back and slowed so 
when I hit the volleyball court I only had to run a few steps 
before I stopped. 

I turned to face Mallory. “That. Was. Awesome.” In a few 
short strides I covered the ground back to my bag and scooped 
up the journal. “Do you want a turn?”  

“No. What if someone had seen you? How would you 
explain flying around the school?” 

What? Who cared? 
Mallory tilted her head to the side. “Angela, think about it 

… if anyone else in the school gets a whiff that you have a magic 
journal, everyone is going to want you to write something for 
them. And I don’t think conjuring up a mountain of candy or 
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making kids invisible counts as using the journal wisely.” 
She had a point. I’d get exhausted taking requests. And 

what if kids wanted stupid things and wasted the pages … the 
journal wasn’t all that long. 

She tucked a stray piece of hair behind her ear. “Besides, 
we need time to examine how the journal works and possible 
repercussions. We need to keep it a secret.” 

“Okay.” She was right. We needed more time to figure out 
how it worked and how much it could do. I grabbed my pen. 
We needed time to study the book away from school. 

I grinned. “I know … I’ll just write that school’s out for 
the summer and—” 

“Angela, no!” Mallory lunged toward me and wrestled the 
pen out of my hand. “Are you crazy? What if the magic wears 
off? How will I get into the Ivy League if I’m missing a year of 
middle school on my transcripts?” 

Wow. I had always known Mallory took school seriously, 
but I didn’t know she was already thinking about college. And 
Ivy League? Ambitious didn’t quite cover it. 

“Okay, Mal. I promise not to cancel school.” Though for 
most kids, I’d be a hero for doing so. “We’d better eat before we 
have to go to class.” I took my pen back and sighed. 

A troublesome thought hit me as Mallory sat on the 
ground to finish her lunch. “Mal? What if my mom’s job 
disappears like the gnome and the unicorn?” 

Mallory chewed on her turkey sandwich and squinted at 
the sunshine. “I don’t think it will.” 
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I plopped down next to her. “Why not?” 
She swallowed. “Well, for one thing, the company your 

mom got the job with is real, and she applied before you got 
your journal. But the unicorn and the gnome defy reality, so I 
don’t think they could stay for long.” 

I hoped she was right. Another thought hit. One I couldn’t 
stop giggling over. I grabbed the journal and scribbled quickly. 
And waited. 

A fairy dressed in a lilac and purple dress, with short dark 
hair and rainbow wings stood next to Mallory and picked 
through the baggies of food. Mallory didn’t notice.  

And I wasn’t going to tell her. I waited. 
The cat, nose to the ground, hind end held high, crawled 

out of the bushes. One stealthy step at a time, it stalked the fairy 
as she checked out Mallory’s lunch. I held back a snicker.  

Mallory’s nose wrinkled. “What is that obnoxious smell? 
Angela, did you fart?” 

I broke out laughing. “No.”  
But then the smell reached me and my laugh turned to a 

cough. Mallory was right. Definitely foul.  
“Then what is that smell? It’s horrid.” Mallory plugged her 

nose and her eye lit on the fairy. “What did you do, Angela?” 
I took a deep breath to try to get my laughter under 

control. I nearly choked, which stopped the laughing. 
“You’re always saying fairy farts, so I thought I’d give you 

real ones.”  
I doubled over laughing at the look of outrage on Mallory’s 
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face. 
She got to her feet and backed away from the fairy. “Hey 

fairy, do you think you can keep your toots to yourself?” 
The cat dodged Mallory to keep from getting stepped on. 

Before it could pounce on its target, the fairy drew herself up to 
her full height and flew into Mallory’s face.  

“I do not appreciate being called fairy. Do you like it when 
someone calls you girl?” She hovered with arms crossed, waiting 
for a response. 

“What’s your name, then?” 
“Tatiana. And what may I call you?” Her arms dropped 

slightly. 
“My name is Mallory and this is my friend, Angela.” Her 

lip curled in disgust. 
Tatiana must have let another fart fly. The cat dashed over 

and sat next to my backpack, twitching its tale, but stayed aloof. 
“How does something so small put out such a powerful, 

evil smell?” She pinched her nose again. 
“I have no idea what you are talking about.” Tatiana’s 

cheeks turned pink. 
Mallory took a few steps toward me to get away from the 

smell. “I thought fairy farts were supposed to smell like roses.” 
I laughed so hard my side hurt and tears rolled down my 

cheeks. No matter where Mallory went, Tatiana followed. 
“Angela, make her go away.” 
I tried to catch my breath. 
Tatiana yelped. “Mallory, I think that is very rude of you. 
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I’m trying to make friends and you keep running away from 
me.” Her squeaky little voice sounded indignant. 

“Look Stinkerbell, I don’t think this friendship is going to 
work. Maybe you can make friends with a skunk.” 

“Stinker … Stinkerbell. Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha.” I literally rolled 
on the ground laughing. 

Mallory picked up the journal and dropped it on me. 
“Angela, I’m serious. Write in the book and make Tatiana 
disappear. She doesn’t seem to be going the way of the gnome 
or unicorn.” 

Opening the journal, I quickly scrawled:  

No more fairy farts. 

We both stared at Tatiana, who flew to the grass, picked a 
dandelion and flew back. She didn’t appear to be going 
anywhere. 

“Um, what if I can’t reverse it?” I tried to keep from 
giggling. 

Mallory crossed her arms. “You’d better figure out a way.” 
Tatiana fluttered next to Mallory and plucked a petal off 

the dandelion. “She loves me …” She pulled another petal off. 
“She loves me not …” She let the petals flutter to the ground. 

Mallory waved her hand in front of her nose. “Tatiana, 
dude. You’ve got to learn to control your flatulence.” 

Tatiana ignored her and continued plucking petals. 
The five-minute warning bell rang.  
Mallory clutched my arms. “Angela, what am I going to 
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do? Mr. Griffith won’t understand Tatiana.” Her eyes widened 
and her face paled. “What if we’re the only ones who can see her 
and everyone thinks the obnoxious smell is coming from me? I’ll 
die of embarrassment.” 

“Let me try again.”  

Tatiana will stop all flatulence and 
disappear.  

Tatiana pulled the last petal off the dandelion and held it 
in the air. “She loves me.” She flapped her colorful wings and 
flew up to Mallory’s shoulder. 

Mallory looked cute with a little lavender fairy sitting on 
her shoulder. Well, except for the stricken look of horror on her 
face. 

Her shoulders slumped. “I’m going to have to get a gas 
mask and wear it for the rest of my life.” 

We gathered our stuff. “I don’t know what to tell you. 
Maybe she’ll disappear like the gnome and unicorn. The 
unicorn stayed a lot longer than the gnome. Maybe the journal 
is getting stronger.” 

As soon as I picked up my things, the cat rubbed up against 
my legs, but before I could pet it, it dashed back to the bushes. 

“Where are we going, Mallory?” Tatiana zipped off and 
sped away. 

Before we could take a step, she was back and threading 
flowers through Mallory’s hair.  
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“Tatiana, I have to go to class. I can’t wear flowers in my 
hair. And I can’t take a fairy to class with me.” 

Fluttering her wings, Tatiana crossed her arms and pouted. 
“But I want to stay with you.” 

Mallory searched the sky and took a deep breath. “But if 
you come with me to class, then the teachers will want to capture 
you and will keep you in a glass jar to study you.” She held 
Tatiana in her palm. “You don’t want to be examined, do you?” 

She shook her head. “I think being kept in a jar would be 
horrible. They’d have to catch me first, though.” She buzzed up 
into the sky, made a loop, and returned to Mallory’s hand. Her 
body sagged. “Where should I wait for you?” 

Mallory shot a look at me. I shrugged. 
“I’ll meet you back here after school, but we have to go or 

we’ll get in trouble for being late.” Mallory set her on a bush as 
we passed. 

“I’ll be waiting.”  
Tatiana hummed and used the branches of the bush as a 

trampoline. 
We hurried away from the athletic field. 
Mallory swung her pack to her shoulder. “Angela Ashby, 

have you saddled me with a farting fairy for life?” 
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The Ace of Spades drew me in. Smoke from the candles 

created a foggy layer and the image wavered and morphed into a 

winged hooded figure carrying a scythe through a graveyard. The 

angel of death. I blinked and ran a hand over my eyes. Once I 

lowered my hand, the card showed the black spade and letter ‘A’. 

Nothing else. Not even a gravestone. 

“You will gain power beyond your wildest imaginings and 

need to use it wisely.” 

Yeah, right. What twelve-year-old ever had power? We were 

back to the usual phony reading. I settled back into my chair to 

wait for the line about the dark stranger. 

Madame Vadoma narrowed her eyes. “Young lady, this is not 

trick done for amusement. I give you caution. You would be wise 

to pay heed.” 

Was she reading my mind? 

“You have struggles ahead as you learn to use your power. 

Temptation will beckon and you will want to use it for ill. You 

must resist. Down the path of ill-will lies destruction.” 

Weren’t these things supposed to be light, fluffy readings 

about finding love and fortune? Ill-will and destruction were not 

supposed to be part of the deal. 

Her amber eyes bore into mine. “You have choices to make 

about the power of your heart. Casual choice makes trouble. Be 

cautious with desires. The right choices will lead you to happiness 

and fulfillment.” 

A shiver ran through my body and goose pimples dotted my 

arms. The words sounded like the usual trickery. Besides, I could 

hear the same lecture from my mom. Make the wrong choices and 

you get in trouble. Make the right choices and you’ll be happy. Big 

deal. 



 

So why were the hairs standing on my arms? 

Madame Vadoma grabbed a thin leather book lying on the 

table beside her. She ran her hands over the cover and mumbled 

words I didn’t understand. Her claw-like hands grasped the book 

as she stared at me. Her gaze penetrated my soul and as much as I 

wanted to, I couldn’t look away. 

Her eyes widened at something behind me. With one hand 

she clutched the book closer to her body, then blew twice in rapid 

succession on the fingertips of her other hand. Tingles ran down 

my spine and I snapped my head around to look over my shoulder. 

Nothing was there. Creepy. 

She closed her eyes and the tensions drained from her arms 

and shoulders. Taking a deep breath, her lids fluttered open and 

she met my gaze. Madame Vadoma grunted and gave a nod, which 

sent her hoops swinging. “I give you this. It is for you to write what 

is in your heart.” She handed me the book. “Remember your heart 

has power. Use it wisely.” She stood. “Keep your heart pure, and 

you will do no harm.” 

Things were getting a little too freaky. I shot out of my seat. 

“Um, thanks for the reading.”  

I turned and bolted through the curtain.  
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Another thought hit. One I couldn’t stop giggling over. I 

grabbed the journal and scribbled quickly. 

A fairy dressed in a lilac and purple dress, with short dark hair 

and rainbow wings stood next to Mallory and picked through the 

baggies of food. Mallory didn’t notice.  

And I wasn’t going to tell her. I waited. 

The cat, nose to the ground, hind end held high, crawled out 

of the bushes. One stealthy step at a time, it stalked the fairy as she 

checked out Mallory’s lunch. I held back a snicker.  

Mallory’s nose wrinkled. “What is that obnoxious smell? 

Angela, did you fart?” 

I broke out laughing. “No.”  

But then the smell reached me and my laugh turned to a 

cough. Definitely foul.  

“Then what is that smell? It’s horrid.” Mallory plugged her 

nose and her eye lit on the fairy. “What did you do, Angela?” 

I took a deep breath to try to get my laughter under control. I 

nearly choked, which stopped the laughing. 

“You’re always saying fairy farts, so I thought I’d give you real 

ones.”  

I doubled over laughing at the look of outrage on Mallory’s 

face. 

She got to her feet and backed away from the fairy. “Hey fairy, 

do you think you can keep your toots to yourself?” 

The cat dodged Mallory to keep from getting stepped on. 

Before it could pounce on its target, the fairy drew herself up to 

her full height and flew into Mallory’s face.  

“I do not appreciate being called fairy. Do you like it when 

someone calls you girl?” She hovered with arms crossed, waiting 

for a response. 

“What’s your name, then?” 

“Tatiana. And what may I call you?” Her arms dropped 



 

slightly. 

“My name is Mallory and this is my friend, Angela.” Her lip 

curled in disgust. 

Tatiana must have let another fart fly. The cat dashed over and 

sat next to my backpack, twitching its tale, but stayed aloof. 

“How does something so small put out such a powerful, evil 

smell?” She pinched her nose again. 

“I have no idea what you are talking about.” Tatiana’s cheeks 

turned pink. 

Mallory took a few steps toward me to get away from the 

smell. “I thought fairy farts were supposed to smell like roses.” 

I laughed so hard my side hurt and tears rolled down my 

cheeks. No matter where Mallory went, Tatiana followed. 

“Angela, make her go away.” 

I tried to catch my breath. 

Tatiana yelped. “Mallory, I think that is very rude of you. I’m 

trying to make friends and you keep running away from me.” Her 

squeaky little voice sounded indignant. 

“Look Stinkerbell, I don’t think this friendship is going to 

work. Maybe you can make friends with a skunk.” 

“Stinker … Stinkerbell. Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha.” I literally rolled on 

the ground laughing. 

Mallory picked up the journal and dropped it on me. “Angela, 

I’m serious. Write in the book and make Tatiana disappear. She 

doesn’t seem to be going the way of the gnome or unicorn.” 
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“Sorry. I can’t get used to my little girl growing up.” He pulled 

out his sunglasses and put them on. “Well, because you’re so grown 

up, do you want to try sushi?” 

“You want to make things up to me with a special dinner and 

suggest raw fish? Ew, Dad. That’s gross.” I barely ate cooked fish, 

so the thought of raw fish disgusted me. 

“I just want to spend time with my best girl.” Dad sighed. 

“They have teriyaki and tempura; you don’t have to have sushi. 

But we can go wherever you want to.” 

I didn’t care where we went. “The fish place is fine.”  

I turned on the radio and stared out the window as we drove 

along. Dad had the station set to talk radio. Boring. 

When the station went to commercial break, the volume 

kicked up a notch. “Tired of feeling uncomfortable in a crowd? 

Struggling to get rid of the itchy, burning sensation and the crusty 

aftermath it brings? Don’t let jock itch ruin—” 

Dad lunged for the button to change stations. I kept my head 

turned toward the window and attempted to suppress my giggles. 

His face was probably beet red.  

He played with the radio stations trying to find something 

other than the talk show. I didn’t know what. After all, it was his 

car; you’d think he’d have other stations programmed.  

Dad finally stopped fiddling with the stations when he landed 

on KWHZ.  

Good grief. He thought he found a station I liked.  

I had news for him. No one but young kids and adults trying 

to act like kids listened to it. 

He bopped his head sideways to the beat of the music. “Good 

beat, huh, Angela?” 

Someone please kill me now. I slumped further down in the seat. 

What if someone from school saw us together? While I sat helpless, 

a prisoner in his barely functional car, my dad acted like the dork 



 

of the century.  

“Yeah, it’s happenin’, Dad.” I kept my tone deadpan, hoping 

he’d pick up the hint. 

The restaurant better be close. The shorter the ride, the 

happier I’d be.  

Oh no, he drummed the steering wheel in time with the head 

bopping. Next he’d start singing along.  

My dad. The one-note wonder who couldn’t carry a tune in a 

bucket with both hands. Maybe I’d be spared because he didn’t 

know the words.  

Nope. He hummed with the music. Or tried. He sounded like 

a dying bumblebee in the last throes of an agonizing death. Would 

he get offended if I plugged my ears? 

Too late. He broke out into full voice. With the wrong words.  

The sound would worm its way around my fingers anyway. At 

this rate, it might melt my eardrums. “How far to the restaurant, 

Dad?” I had to stop the torture. 

“What? Oh, we’re about five minutes from there.” 

Great. Now to keep the conversation rolling for five minutes 

so he didn’t break into song again. 
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At the end of school, Mallory and I went back to the athletic 

field. Tatiana flitted around the bushes like a hummingbird. We 

stopped and watched her. Amazing. Seeing a fairy zipping around 

school made my brain feel like it had skipped a gear. I couldn’t 

believe she was still here. 

Why hadn’t she disappeared? Did it mean fairies really exist? 

When she spied us, she zoomed straight to Mallory. 

“You came back.” She sighed. “I’m so happy.” 

Mallory blushed. “I told you I’d be back.” 

“I thought you lied so you could ditch me.” She shook her 

finger in Mallory’s face. “I expected to have to hunt you down.” 

Mallory held her hand out, palm up, for Tatiana to land on. 

“I keep my promises.”  

“You should have been here earlier, Mallory. A frog pilgrimage 

passed by.”  

Mallory shot me a frown, her eyes glaring at me over the top 

of her specs. What did she expect me to do? She knew I couldn’t 

reverse what had been written in the journal because Tatiana was 

still here. 

Tatiana sank to a sitting position. “I tried to find out where 

they were headed, but they wouldn’t stop. Poor things looked dry, 

so I gave them a little rain cloud for their travels.” 

What a weird and eerie sight it must have been—a trail of 

previously dead frogs hopping along with a low-flying cloud 

raining on them. It’s a good thing no one had wandered out on the 

athletic field during class. 

“Then a black cat jumped out of the bushes and tried to 

pounce on the frogs, but I turned the rain cloud into a thunder 

cloud and shot lightning at it.” Tatiana’s squeaky voice sounded 

indignant. “The cat dove back into the bushes after it hissed at me.” 

“Um, sorry we missed it.” Mallory crossed her legs and sank 

to the ground in a fluid motion, causing Tatiana’s wings to flutter. 



 

“I’ve been reading about malachite and its properties. It’s very 

interesting.” 

When had she had time since this morning to do more reading 

about her crystal? 

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t look at me like that … I looked it 

up when we were in the library after you set the frogs free.” 

I sank down next to her. Typical. Mallory couldn’t stand not 

to know something. So when the rest of us were pretending to read 

about frogs, she looked up crystals instead.  

“You let the frogs go, Angela? You’re the best.” Tatiana 

practically swooned. 

Mallory sighed. “Anyway, malachite has been used for 

thousands of years for healing, protection, drawing out negative 

emotions, and clarifying intention.” She ticked the uses off on her 

fingers. “I’m sure that’s why Madame Vadoma gave it to me.” 

“What’s why?” I didn’t see how that explained anything. 

“She gave you the journal for a reason. I’m not sure what that 

is yet, but she must have known you’d need some help, especially 

with intention.” 
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Out in the hallway, Billy Shipman pinned Zach to the wall by 

the front of his shirt. Zach’s feet weren’t even touching the ground. 

Everyone gave them a wide berth. No one wanted to become Billy’s 

next target. Clusters of students whispered to one another, and a 

few brave souls tried to inch past without attracting notice. 

What had poor Zach done? Sometimes all it took was 

breathing in Billy’s space.  

Billy reminded me of a baboon I once saw at the zoo. He had 

small eyes, a long nose that ended in flared nostrils, and a vicious 

snarl. 

I whipped the journal out of my pack. Here was a chance to 

use its magic for good. 

Billy Shipman is such a bully. He should get a taste of what it feels 

like to be bullied by someone bigger and stronger than him. 

An angry yowling sound reached my ears as I quickly shoved 

the journal back in my pack so no one asked me about it. I scanned 

the hallway, but no one looked brave enough to have made the 

noise.  

The outside doors flung open and all conversations stopped. 

I’d never seen the kid who came through the doors before. He wore 

biker boots, jeans, and a leather jacket with a T-shirt underneath. 

His wallet was hooked to his studded belt with a chain. If Billy 

Shipman was big, this kid was humongous. 

“Hey Shipman. What’re you doing picking on a runt?” 

Billy let go of Zach, who slid down the wall.  

Once Zach’s feet touched ground, he bolted. 

The big kid reached Billy and shoved him in the chest. Billy 

slammed into the wall. 

“Where were you?” He grabbed Billy by the shirt and hefted 

him in the air, just like Billy had done to Zach. “We got together 

and waited, but you were a no show.” 

Excited murmurs broke out from those who hadn’t escaped 



 

the building. 

“Do you see that …?” 

“Finally, Billy’s gettin’ it.”  

“I—I c-c-can explain, Spike.” The color left Billy’s face. 

Spike? What a name for the bully of the bully. It sounded like 

something you’d name your Pitbull.  

Spike growled.  

Maybe he was like a Pitbull gone bad. 

His malice filled every crevice in the hallway. “No 

explanations. And no excuses.”  

He pulled Billy off the wall, raised him even higher, and 

slammed him against it again. Billy’s head snapped back and 

banged the wall with a sickening thunk. Then Spike let go. Billy 

slid to the ground. He slumped against the wall, dazed. 

A teacher poked his head outside the door. “Is there a problem 

here?” 

Where had he been when Billy had Zach plastered against the 

wall? 

Spike turned off his hostility, like someone flipped a switch, 

and the tension drained from the hall. 

Billy shook his head and scrambled to his feet. “No problem. 

I tripped and fell.” 
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