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Dedication

For my grandma,

who was full of magic!

—K.M.

To Kevin,

for bringing out the best

and funniest in me

—Z.S.
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1

The Announcement

Ding. Ding. Ms. Stoltz rings the teacher’s bell.

“I have an important announcement to share with you all,” says Ms. Stoltz. She is my first-grade teacher. But I do not hear the important announcement. I am in the middle of a super-duper important project.

My name is Bessie Lee. And I don’t want anyone to forget it. I write “Bessie Lee” extra big on my paper in swirly letters. Swirly letters make everything more special. That’s what my sister, Bailey, says. She’s a fifth grader. Fifth graders know everything.

I add stars to my name tag. My name looks so fancy!

“Ahem, Bessie . . . ,” says Ms. Stoltz.

She stands in front of me.

“Yes, Ms. Stoltz?” I ask. I smile big so she knows I am happy to see her.

“Are you coloring on your homework?”

“It’s my new name tag for my desk, Ms. Stoltz! Isn’t it special?!”

“Quite . . . ,” says Ms. Stoltz. She smiles. Then she slides me a new homework page.

Ms. Stoltz likes that my desk is in the front. That way she can tap it whenever she wants to. She is tapping my desk right now. I tap her finger back and say, “Abracadabra-poof!”

Abracadabra is a magic word. It makes magic happen. Just like the name of the Abracadabra: Magic for Kids book that Gramma bought me. The book is full of magic tricks! But Gramma can’t read English. She only knows Chinese. And Mom and Daddy and Bailey are too busy to read it to me. So I don’t know the tricks. I just make my own magic. I like the magic word abracadabra. I add “poof” because it’s fancy, like me.
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After I say “abracadabra-poof,” Ms. Stoltz’s finger disappears behind her back like magic. But her lips go funny, like this:
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I like my desk in the front because I am teeny. In my family, I am too teeny to play with Bailey and her friends. She always says so! I am too teeny to sit at the big table at family parties. That’s where they talk about “big-kid stuff.” (But I always sneaky-listen, anyway.) I am too teeny to ride the big rides at Disney World. I have to go on the baby rides while Mom watches me. But I am not a baby!
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At school, I am too teeny to be the calendar helper at morning meeting. I can’t point to the numbers on the top row. I am too teeny to reach the big-kid swings at recess. All the other first graders can reach them.
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Also, I am too teeny to sit in the back. If I sat in the back, then I would not be able to see over Brayden’s big head. But I don’t say that out loud because that’s not nice. I like my desk in the front. I can reach Ms. Stoltz whenever I want to.
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“Bessie, please pay attention. I’m in the middle of a very important announcement.”

“Okay,” I say. Paying attention means I have to stop. And sit very still. And not blink. And make my ears very big, too.

I stop. I sit very still. But then I look at Margo. Margo sits next to me. She is wearing a very sparkly bow in her hair. It makes rainbow dots all over her desk. Ooh-la-laddie! Ooh-la-laddie means something makes my eyes go big! This is why I cannot sit still. Margo’s bow is sparkly. It makes extra fancy rainbow dots on her desk!

I tap-tap-tap the rainbow dots. If I tap each one, abracadabra-poof! Maybe something magical will happen!

“Ms. Stoltz!” says Margo. “Bessie keeps touching my desk.”

I take my finger back. I frown at Margo.

Margo always tattles on me for breaking the rules. Like “keep your hands to yourself.” And “always raise your hand to talk.” When Margo raises her hand, she holds it high. And still. My hand is teeny. I have to wave it. Otherwise, Ms. Stoltz won’t see it.
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But Ms. Stoltz always calls on Margo. Margo always follows the rules. I know the rules. But sometimes I forget. And anyways, I would not tattle on Margo. That’s not nice.

“Bessie . . . ,” says Ms. Stoltz.

“Yes, Ms. Stoltz?” I say. I smile big.

“Hands to yourself,” says Ms. Stoltz. Margo grins. I huff.

“Yes, Ms. Stoltz,” I say. I look down. Now I am teenier.

“I am trying to tell you all about the talent show . . . ,” says Ms. Stoltz.

“THE TALENT SHOW?!” I shout. I pop out of my seat. “WHY DIDN’T YOU SAY SO?”

I stop when I see the look on Ms. Stoltz’s face. I stand very still. I do not blink. I make my ears very, very big.

Ms. Stoltz tells us that the First Grade Talent Show will be in one week!

She says, “In one week, you can perform your talent onstage. Your families will be invited. We will vote on who has the biggest talent. The winner of our talent show will perform at our “Courage to Be Zesty” school assembly this month. All of Annalise Jean Memorial Elementary will be watching that assembly. What a big deal that will be!”
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I think about what Ms. Stoltz says. Winning the talent show is a big deal. If I win the talent show, everyone will think I am big, too. I will not be too teeny to play with friends at recess. I will not be too teeny to go places with my family. I will be big, big, big.

Ooh-la-laddie! I jump up and down. “Hooray!” I cheer.

Now I just need to find a big talent to win the show!
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2

Talent Trouble

On the bus, I bounce up and down in my seat. I can’t wait to tell Gramma about the talent show. I look out the bus window. I see Gramma! Her hair is silver and black. It’s curled tightly on top of her head. She is wearing a silk shirt. Just like she does every day. Today it is her lucky red shirt. It’s buttoned all the way up. Gramma stays home all day. But she likes to be fancy, like me!

Lurch. The bus slows to a stop. I hear Gramma laughing with Ms. Alrahhal. Ms. Alrahhal is a nice old lady. She lives down the street. Gramma only speaks Chinese and Ms. Alrahhal only speaks Arabic. Sometimes, they do not know what the other is saying. But they are still very good friends.
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I jump through the doors superfast.

“Bessie . . . ,” says Ms. Pat, our bus driver. She sounds very tired today. “Please don’t run.”

“Okay, Ms. Pat. Goodbye!” I say. I smile really big. I show all my teeth and gums, so she knows I am using my good manners. Just like Mom told me to do. Then I run to Gramma.

“Gramma! I’m going to be in the talent show!”

“Mut yeh?” asks Gramma. That means “what” in Chinese.

I want to tell Gramma about the talent show in Chinese. But I do not know the right Chinese words. So I try to use my hands and show her what I want to say. That’s how we talk to each other. Gramma talks in Chinese. And I act out what I want to say. Like a stage performer!

I do not know what to do with my hands so I flap them like a bird.

And then I twirl.

And then I skip.

And then I run around Gramma and Ms. Alrahhal in circles like our class pet hamster, Rufus.

And then I realize that I do not really know what my talent is in Chinese or in English. I plop down onto the sidewalk. I look up and make a funny face at Gramma.
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She giggles. Then covers her mouth. And shakes her head. She always does that. She thinks I’m silly.

“Gah Yee!” says Gramma. Gah Yee is my Chinese name.

Gramma always calls me by my Chinese name when I sit down in places that are not my bed.

“Sit with me, Gramma,” I say. I pat the hard sidewalk.

Gramma shakes her head. But she kneels down in front of me. She cups my cheeks with her hands. And gives a little squeeze. That always makes us both giggle.

My sister, Bailey, pops out from inside our house.

“Bessie, you better get up before Mom and Dad get home,” Bailey shouts from across the lawn. She leaves the door open for us.

She is right. I pop up. Then I help Gramma stand up. I zoom into the house because I have something very important to do.

I am going to find a talent for the talent show! I run right to my room. My pet rabbit, Baby Rabbit, has been waiting for me all day.

“Hi, Baby Rabbit!” I say.

I give her a big hug and squeeze tight.

Baby Rabbit and I eat snacks that I’ve hidden under my bed. I have lots to choose from. I can have a candy bar that I sneaky-snuck from Bailey’s trick-or-treat bag last year. Or I can have my dan tat. That’s an egg custard mini pie Gramma makes us. Only as a special dessert sometimes. It’s my favorite! I put an extra one in my pocket last week. Then I saved it under my bed.
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“Do you want my mini pie, Baby Rabbit?”

She just looks at me. Maybe it is yucky now. Boo. I throw it away.

I grab a bag of cheesy doodles instead. I have a million gazillion bags of cheesy doodles under my bed. For emergencies. Emergencies are when I really, really want something. And Mom and Daddy say no. And Gramma fell asleep watching too many Chinese soap shows. So she cannot help me either.

Focus! Focus! I put on my thinking cap that Mom bought me from the store that time when I was a good girl. Good means I stopped pouting. And stomping my foot. And rolling on the floor.
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I tap-tap-tap my head. And I say, “Abracadabra-poof,” my extra fancy magic word that makes magic appear. Maybe it will make some magic ideas appear into my mind.

I make a list of things I like to do. Maybe this will help me find my talent.
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Finding a talent is hard work. I eat another bag of cheesy doodles.

Then Baby Rabbit and I zoom down the hallway to Bailey’s room. It is locked. But I hear her music inside. Baby Rabbit sniffs the door.

“HELLO!” I yell. “YOUR DOOR IS LOCKED!”

“I know!” says Bailey through the door.

She does not unlock the door. I jiggle it and jiggle it and jiggle it once more. This way she knows that I am still there. I shout, “HELLO! HELLO! HELLO! HELLO! HELLO!” until she opens the door.

“Jeez, Bessie,” says Bailey. Bailey shakes her head. She huffs really loud. This is what she does when she is upset with me. She does it a lot. Huffing loudly looks fun. I try it, too.

Bailey turns her back on me. Then she puts the music back on. She does not pay attention to me. But I have an important question.
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“What’s my talent?”

“Being annoying!” she says.

“Is that a talent?”

“SKEDADDLE!” Bailey shouts. “I’M BUSY!”

“What is skedaddle?” I ask.

“It means leave!” says Bailey.

But I do not leave.
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