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			MONDAY SEPTEMBER 13

			5:20 p.m. Home

			It’s our first full day in Little Spellshire, and Dad has given me this diary to “celebrate moving.” I know a bribe when I see one—he might be “celebrating,” but I never wanted to move here. It’s very disappointing how little my opinions count in this family. Who decides to move somewhere just because it has funny clouds? Only my dad, that’s who.

			On the upside, a bribe’s a bribe, and I’ve wanted my own diary since I was in second grade and Milly Strudel had one that smelled like strawberries. This one doesn’t smell like anything except new paper, but it’s still really nice. I’m going to write down everything that happens to me, and I’m never going to miss a day.

			5:43 p.m.

			Except…probably NOTHING will happen to me because now I’m literally living in the middle of nowhere and there’s NO RELIABLE PHONE SIGNAL and I don’t have any friends. I suppose that means I’ll have time to faithfully record all my deep thoughts.

			Things I Will ACHIEVE This Year Now That I Have No Friends

			
					
					Become a world-famous diarist (must look up other world-famous diarists so I can copy how they do it).

				

					
					Learn to speak fluent Italian, Mandarin, and possibly Japanese. (Too tricky.)

				

					
					Master all the trickiest soccer skills, especially the Seal Dribble and the Hocus-Pocus.

				

					
					Learn to play the piano. (WAY too tricky!)

				

					
					Persuade Dad to let me have a puppy.
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			6:11 p.m.

			I HAVE A FRIEND! Well, hopefully….

			His name is Ashkan (but he says everyone calls him Ash except his mom). He lives next door, and even though his mom had obviously dragged him over to be neighborly, he seems really nice. It was very sunny, so we sat in the yard and had lemonade. Mrs. Namdar wanted to know why we’d moved here, and Dad explained that he was a weather scientist and was writing a book about Little Spellshire’s famously freaky microclimate. Then they moved on to schools—Ash is in sixth grade, too—and they talked FOREVER over our heads about how good Spellshire Academy is and how it’s much better than the other school in town blah blah blah.
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			When they finally took a breath, Ash said he’d show me around the Academy after school tomorrow if I wanted (yes!) and asked if I like cupcakes (YES!). Then he went to his house and came back with a plate piled with little green cupcakes he and his mom had baked as a Welcome-to-Piggoty-Lane treat for us.

			Then there was a sudden and surprising SNOWSTORM and we all had to run for cover.

			6:30 p.m.

			It stopped snowing, the sun is scorching again, and we’re having the cupcakes for a snack. Yummy.
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			TUESDAY SEPTEMBER 14

			2:24 p.m. Home

			I only have a few days of F R E E D O M before it’s back to English and history and math, ugh! I’m not meeting Ash for a while, so I’m going to explore Little Spellshire. From what I saw when we drove through town the other day, it’s nothing like where we used to live. I asked Dad if I could go on my own and he said of course I could because, if I was ever going to turn out to be a scientist, the more exploring I did, the better. I was pretty sure I’d need to be better at actual science to be a scientist, but I didn’t argue with him. NO IDEA what I want to “turn out to be,” but exploring is one of my MOST favorite things to do.

			3:44 p.m. Taffy Tallywick’s Teashop

			On the upside, I’m sitting writing this in a cozy teashop next to a fire with a little black kitten curled up on my lap. On the downside, unless this storm passes soon, I’m going to be seriously late meeting Ash.

			I think it might have been a teeny bit of an understatement when I said Little Spellshire was nothing like where I used to live—it is very, EXCEEDINGLY, UNRECOGNIZABLY different.

			For starters, it’s TINY! Our house is at one end of Piggoty Lane and backs on to the path to the forest (that’s my next place to explore), but at the other end—past a bunch of ordinary little houses like ours—the lane comes out on to a funny-shaped green all dotted with trees and pretty weeds named the Common—or maybe the UnCommon depending on which sign you believe. There are hardly any people around and only a few cars (mostly orange and bubble-shaped for some strange reason), but there are gazillions of CATS—they’re everywhere, curled around street lamps, chilling on mailboxes, and sleeping on the steps of the library.
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			All around are thatched cottages and wiggly old shops. The shops are NOT what I was hoping for. Most of them are ordinary, if a bit old-fashioned—like the grocery store with its barrels of turnips and red apples outside and a butcher shop with gross dead things hanging in the window. But a few are more…peculiar, like Mr. Riggle’s Emporium, which has a sign in its cloudy glass window saying Get your fresh cuckoo spit here! I didn’t go into Old Bertie’s Bookshop because the old man peering at me from his perch on top of a teetering tower of cobwebby leather books scared me off, and I obviously didn’t go into the pub, either (it’s named The Moon & Broomstick and it’s so covered in ivy that it looks like it’s growing out of the ground).
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			Except for New Street, which is as straight as a ruler and lined mostly with modern houses, all the roads running off the UnCommon are twisty with more wonky old buildings. The Academy is at the end of New Street, so I saved that one for later and checked out Main Street. Spellshire’s Sensible Store sells boring stuff like beans and bacon and garbage bags, and there’s a pharmacy with a sign saying Regular Prescriptions Only and a neat display of nit treatments. But my favorite was Rhubarb & Custard because, as well as selling newspapers, it has CANDY—a whole wall of them in big, old-fashioned, labeled jars.
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			Through the window of one store, I could see a couple of owls sitting on a branch suspended from the ceiling and a handful of frogs hopping over the counter. But just as I was rattling the handle to see if it was open, the sky went black, there was a peal of thunder so loud several startled cats fell out of trees, and it started to POUR with rain.

			“Quick! In here!” The door of the only tearoom on the street flew open, and an arm reached out and pulled me inside. “You’ll get soaked!”

			Too late—I was already DRENCHED—but the arm belonged to Taffy, and her tearoom turned out to be a very nice place to shelter. Especially when she brought me a hot chocolate and a big slice of chocolate chip shortbread for free. She was very smiley and didn’t do that tut thing because I wasn’t grown up and she let me hang my coat and socks by the fireplace to dry out.
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			I’ve eaten all the shortbread, the kitten is purring, and my socks are almost dry, but it’s still absolutely pouring rain.

			4:13 p.m.

			Good news—it’s finally stopped storming, and if I run fast, Ash might still be waiting at the Academy.

			5:41 p.m. Home

			Just back from checking out MY NEW SCHOOL!

			Unlike anything else I’ve seen in this place, the Academy is mega-modern, with lots of glass and steel and upbeat quotes about excellence stuck everywhere:

			
				
					[image: Believe To Achieve In It For The Win We Love League Tables, etc. etc. etc.]
				

			

			There are all-weather sports pitches that look AMAZING, too! It’s not as big as the high school I’d have gone to if we hadn’t moved, but it’s still sort of scary, especially because the year’s already started.
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			I told Ash I was nervous, and he said he’d introduce me to all his friends. “You’ll like it! It’s just an ordinary school,” he said, as if that were something to be very proud of.

			I wanted to go and see the other school—the one named the School of Extraordinary Arts that I’d heard Mrs. Namdar talking about—but Ash said we didn’t have time because it’s in the forest and it was getting late. It’s true that the forest is very DARK and DEEP and TANGLY, but it’s literally at the end of our yards, and it’s not that late. I don’t think that was Ash’s only reason for not giving me a tour. He says the Academy is the only “proper” school here and that I should forget about the other one. I don’t know what he meant by that—maybe the schools have an epic rivalry.

			On the way home, I saw two more orange bubble cars with what looked like bright purple sparks coming out of their exhausts. Ash just shrugged and said I’d get used to it. Odd.
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			7:32 p.m.

			Dad said Ash could stay for dinner, but Ash had to go home and do his homework. It was probably for the best because tonight’s menu was burned sausages with a side of sandwich cookies. Dad might know everything there is to know about thunder-snow, but he is a disaster in the kitchen.
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			Must add “Learn to cook” to my list of Things I Will ACHIEVE This Year Now That I Have No Friends Only One Friend.

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Like jelly beans but much FIZZIER.

				

				
					** Like marshmallows but much FLUFFIER.

				

			

		

	
		
			SATURDAY SEPTEMBER 18

			9:00 p.m. Home

			Missed a few days, but only because I lost misplaced secured my diary in the bread box.

			Anyway, the only interesting thing that has happened to me in the last four days has been BAD.

			I found out that I am NOT going to the Academy. I’m going to the OTHER school—the Extraordinary one stuck in the forest! And it’s totally Dad’s fault. All he had to do was register me at the library and he messed it up—he was so busy obsessing about peculiar precipitation[*] that he wrote my name in the wrong book.

			“I’m sure the School of Extraordinary Arts is just as good,” was what he said when he finally summoned up the courage to tell me what he’d done. “It’ll be fine.”

			“But I don’t even have ONE friend there,” I wailed.
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			“You’ll make friends.” Dad made it sound like the easiest thing in the world. “And, until you do, you’ll have more time for math!” He laughed. I didn’t. Instead, I demanded asked nicely that he UNregister me ASAP.

			But although he said he was sorry about a hundred times and looked as sheepish as an actual sheep and gave me the last fluffmallow in the house, apparently school transfers are tricky and the best he could do was promise to try. “But give it a good shot first, Bea,” he said hopefully. “Maybe it’s fate….”
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			It’s not FATE—it’s a DISASTER.

			Maybe he’ll feel so guilty he’ll buy me a puppy.

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Or funny rain as normal people call it.

				

			

		

	
		
			SUNDAY SEPTEMBER 19 (GOING-TO-NEW-SCHOOL EVE!)

			11:43 p.m. Home

			I’m not asleep. Well, obviously I’m not because otherwise I couldn’t be writing this, but more to the point, I’m too scared EXCITED to sleep. Okay, I am a tiny bit scared, but that’s because Ash came over earlier and went on and on in a not-at-all-reassuring way about how the extraordinary thing about the School of Extraordinary Arts was how WEIRD it was. I said it was just school and how strange could it be? And he said, “Have you seen the uniform?” and laugh-snorted so hard some of the Coke he was drinking came out of his nose.

			Of course I’ve seen the uniform. I’m looking at it right now—freshly ironed (Dad only burned through the fabric once) and folded up on the stool at the bottom of my bed. I don’t hate it, but it’s…distinctive.

			
				
					[image: A purple pinafore so dark it looks almost black, A gold silk tie with fat black diagonal stripes, Socks with bright gold-and-pink stripes (the sixth grade colors), A white shirt with a starched collar - and, in my case, one very badly burned cuff, And - this is the part I really do like - instead of a blazer we have a short, flippy cape-midnight-purple lined in gold silk with a long hood and little tassels that tie at the neck]
				

			

			Ash might think it’s HILARIOUS, but he has a robe covered in robots so I don’t see why he’s suddenly the authority on fashion.

		

	
		
			MONDAY SEPTEMBER 20 (UGHHHHHHHH!)

			12:06 a.m. Home

			TODAY’S THE DAY! I should probably go to sleep now.

			1:56 a.m.

			I should definitely go to sleep now….

			What are Extraordinary Arts? I wish I were better at drawing.

			2:12 a.m.

			Just woke up, panicking that I’d overslept.

			7:56 a.m.

			How could Dad let me oversleep?!

			8:13 a.m.

			I don’t know why I was up half the night worrying about school. I should have been worrying about BREAKFAST. How can my dad be a scientist and not know the difference between salt and sugar? That’s the kind of detail that makes all the difference with Good Luck Pancakes.
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			I tell him they’re YUMMY and manage to eat almost a whole one so as not to hurt his feelings. He says, “I’m sure you’ll be FINE!” about a hundred times so I don’t think he’s that sure. “You’ll find your feet in no time,” he promises.

			Talking of feet, the striped socks look even brighter this morning. I’m basically glowing from the knees down. Then Dad asked me if I was okay walking to school on my own on the first day and I said of course I was because I knew he had an important meeting with a snowflake specialist from Greenland, and anyway all I had to do was follow the path that started at the end of our yard. I’d be fine. Probably.

			“I KNOW everything will go really well today,” says Dad. Mmm, well, I guess it can’t get worse than the pancakes.

			9:09 a.m. School

			I was WRONG.

			I haven’t even been to class and I’m already sitting outside the principal’s office.

			I think it might be because I squashed her cat.

			I didn’t mean to, obviously. I’m not EVIL, and it wasn’t because I prefer dogs (which is something I’m going to have to keep quiet about because of Little Spellshire being the Cat Capital of the United States and possibly the world). It was a Very Unfortunate Accident and mostly the broom’s fault.

			I was already running late because of the whole sleeping in and suffering-through-the-pancakes thing and I was barely five minutes down the forest path when it suddenly got super foggy and I’d have gotten lost if I hadn’t spotted a pair of capes flashing gold through the trees ahead. I followed them at double speed past a swampy green pond, through a brambly patch, and out into a clearing. The fog lifted as suddenly as it had dropped, and I could see the school! It had tall, twisty chimneys and gray turrets like a castle! Huge iron gates were propped open by what looked like big PUMPKINS, and more caped students in groups of twos and threes were streaming through.
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			Eeeek! I was only halfway up the driveway when the loudest bell I’d ever heard shook one of the towers. I was pretty sure that meant I was LATE. I made a run for it, and if someone hadn’t left a broom right in the doorway, I might have made it all the way to registration without a DISASTER.

			But they did and I didn’t.

			Obviously, I tripped over it and skidded across the marble entrance hall.
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			“LOOK OUT!” someone yelled—I was heading straight for the lady at the front desk! I quickly swerved and landed instead with a terrible thump on something soft…that yowled….

			I was too scared to look.

			There was a hissing noise like air escaping out of a balloon and then SILENCE (broken only by nervous giggles and gasps from the audience of other students). But after a few seconds of extreme and worrying FLATNESS, the little black cat—because that’s what I’d landed on—sort of puffed back into three dimensions, got up, gave me a hard stare, and walked away with its tail in the air.
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			Phew! There was a smattering of applause. But the receptionist (who was extremely old and looked a bit like my grandpa’s tortoise if it had been wearing a black frilly dress) was NOT HAPPY.

			“That’s all this school needs,” she said. “Another one.”

			“Another what, Mrs. Slater?” asked a boy in a cloak that was about ten sizes too big.

			“Pupil,” she replied in the sort of tone other people would use for words like “black widow spider” or “plague.” She came out from behind the desk to check that I, no, that the BROOM was okay. “Too many children,” she muttered darkly, placing it in a very large coat closet full of other brooms. So many brooms! I guess it must be hard to keep this place clean—even the entrance hall was three stories high with a big fireplace and the sort of cobweb-decorated staircase that looked like it belonged in a ghost story.
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			I was trying to distract myself from the crisis-at-hand with a little daydream of sliding down the wiggly banisters when a tall girl about my age, wearing the neatest sports uniform I’ve ever seen in my life, said snippily that, “Only a toadbrain wouldn’t jump over a broom.” Then she informed me that I’d assaulted the principal’s cat and now I’d be in for it and laughed. And, sure enough, two minutes later Mrs. Slater was telling a scary senior to show me to the principal’s office….

			So here I am.

			In for it.

			9:29 a.m.

			Well, that was a lot better than I was expecting. Turns out Ms. Sparks, the principal, had only sent for me because she wanted to say hello on my first day! She said it must be very intimidating for someone like me to come to a school like this. I said—without specifically mentioning the squashing-her-pet thing—that I’d certainly had a rocky start.

			“We can’t have that,” she said, all twinkly, and gave me a cookie so of course I felt guilty and confessed. But she just laughed and told me not to worry about Zephyr because there was “more to her than meets the eye.” And the cat, who’d been staring at me in a very judgy way from the top of a bookcase full of ancient books, leaped down and settled smugly on her owner’s shoulder.

			It was a good thing I hadn’t landed on Stan, said Ms. Sparks, because he had a tendency to be in the wrong place at the wrong time and was quite squishable. I asked her who Stan was, but she just said I’d meet him very soon.

			“I was surprised to see your name on our list,” she went on, “but then I remembered meeting your father in the butcher shop and having a most interesting conversation about the effect of thunderstorms on cheese and I expect that explains it.” That explained nothing, but it did sound very like Dad.

			Ms. Sparks asked me lots of questions like, what was my favorite subject? (PE) and did I enjoy homework? (“Love it!” I fibbed). Then she told me I mustn’t worry too much about my grandparents not having gone to this school—which was an odd thing to say because they’ve never left Milton Keynes.

			“Whatever you might imagine, Bea, and no matter what some people want to believe,” she said, “it’s not all inherited, you know. No student walks in here knowing it all, no matter who their ancestors are, and, if you ask me, there’s not much knowledge worth acquiring that doesn’t take a good deal of hard work. No one’s born excellent at baking, are they?”

			Judging from my last attempt to make brownies, probably not.

			“And no one’s born knowing their eight times table, are they?”
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			DEFINITELY not.

			“HARD WORK AND FOCUS and you’ll be flying in no time! Flying—hahaha! But remember: Don’t tell a soul. Those of us who know, know and those of them who don’t, can’t.”

			I nodded enthusiastically, but it was all very confusing.

			“Excellent!” she said. “I’m glad we understand each other.” I wasn’t sure what to say because I did NOT understand her, so I admired her dress, which was covered in glittery gold stars, and she gave me another cookie. Then she told me to wait right there while she went to get it for me—whatever “it” was.

			9:41 a.m.

			I’m back outside the principal’s office and I am SHOOK.

			Ash was right. This place IS weird. Very, extremely, EXTRAORDINARILY WEIRD.

			“It” was a wand.

			A WAND.

			A real…actual …

			WAND.

			For ME.
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			I wouldn’t have known that’s what it was because at first glance it looked a bit like a bumpy chopstick, but Ms. Sparks was VERY insistent that it WAS a wand and she doesn’t seem like the sort of principal to joke about that kind of thing. Also, when I fell over in shock, she pulled out her wand and spelled me upright again!

			“See!” she said with a grin.

			I might be back on my feet, but my head’s spinning and I’m very NERVOUS and maybe I shouldn’t be writing any of this down because Ms. Sparks said I wasn’t to tell ANYONE. But she’s ducked back into her office to print me out a schedule so she can’t see me, and anyway, do diaries even count? Maybe I could write in secret code?
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			Maybe not. For now, I’ll just have to make sure nobody reads this. EVER. Anyway, I can’t write any more because Ms. Sparks is coming back and she’s going to take me to my first class—physics.

			Did I say? I am in a state of SHOCK.

			12:43 p.m.

			It’s only lunchtime but I’m hiding in a broom coat closet with a frog. A LOT has happened.
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			“You’ll have a head start,” Ms. Sparks had said on the way to the physics classroom. “What with your father being a scientist.”

			I didn’t tell her I’d inherited Dad’s awkwardness, but not his good-at-science-y-ness.

			“Most of physics is quite straightforward, isn’t it? What goes up must come down,” she said, then she opened a classroom door, shouted “Good luck!” and abandoned me.

			It was CHAOS.

			I was staring into a big room with about twenty students sitting at desks while one student was being shouted at by a teacher to get down. So far, so ordinary, except that…the desks were at least three feet off the ground! And that seemed to be the part of the lesson that was going WELL because the student everyone was shouting at was not just twice as high up as the others: He was upside down with his hair dripping some sort of blue goo onto the students below.

			“Woo-hoo! I’m JUGGLING!” he yelled. “No hands!” And I have to admit what that boy could do upside down with five tennis balls and one frog was pretty amazing!
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			Suddenly upside-down boy saw me looking, said, “Cat Girl?,” lost concentration, and he, the desk, the balls, and the frog all lurched alarmingly downward! I let out a shriek just as the teacher grabbed something off his desk that looked very much like my wand, muttered something I didn’t catch, and without anyone else seeming to move a finger, the boy and everything else turned the right way up again before floating gently to the ground.

			“If you try that again, Puck Berry,” said the teacher, glaring at the boy, “it’s detention. And I’ll take Stan, thank you very much.” He scooped up the sad-looking frog and marched in my direction.

			By the time he got to me, he was all smiley, holding out his hand and introducing himself as Mr. Muddy. He looked like a physics teacher should, in a mismatched three-piece suit and a flowing white robe that I think was the witch equivalent of a lab coat.

			“Everyone,” Mr. Muddy said as he popped Stan-the-frog on his head and clapped his hands. “Meet Bea Black—New Girl! Haven’t had one of those in forever! Such fun!”

			Twenty pairs of eyes swiveled in my direction.

			“Introductions, everyone!” ordered Mr. Muddy and immediately, on every desk, a name appeared scrawled in different handwriting and scrawled in my handwriting on the only empty desk in the room was MY name!

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Even though I was almost falling over with nerves, I could appreciate that this trick was not only useful but very cool. My place was in between a girl with very curly hair who—I peeked at her desk—was named Winnie and…oh, no, scary-sports-girl-who’d-called-me-a-TOADBRAIN, Blair. Mr. Muddy made her move her cape off my chair, which she did EXTREMELY slowly and with maximum side-eye. Then, as I was awkwardly hesitating, the chair shot out, my bottom sort of attached itself to the seat like it was on magnets, and with a [image: whoosh] I was tucked in!

			“Ooopsy!” I said.

			“Who says ‘ooopsy’?” Blair asked Hunter, the boy sitting in front of her.

			“Lame,” he muttered. (He had a point: I’d never said that before in my life!)

			“Oooopsy!” I found myself saying again as the chair rearranged me a little closer to the desk. Blair and Hunter and Izzi—the girl sitting on the other side of Blair—all snickered.

			“Wands out!” Before I even had time to get to my schoolbag, my wand (MY WAND?!) leaped into my hand. “Levitation one-o-one,” called out Mr. Muddy to a chorus of groans. “Every witch’s entry-level skill—let’s see what Bea can do.”

			What could Bea do? I ransacked my brain. Nope, not a single science fact that had anything to do with levitation (I wasn’t even sure I knew what the word meant).

			“Come on!” he encouraged me. “Use your wand skills—get something in the air.”

			All eyes were on me. Even my wand curled back like a cat’s tail and looked at me.

			“Just point it at something and, you know, tell it to go UP,” muttered Winnie. As advice went, it was a bit vague, but it was all I had. I shook the wand back into a straight line and pointed it at a notebook that was lying on my desk…. Surprise, surprise, nothing happened. In the meantime, everyone else was getting bored and all around me random objects—textbooks, fluffy key rings, pens, a banana—were floating off desks and into the air. It was very distracting.

			“Come on, Bea-Black-New-Girl!” Mr. Muddy fist-pumped the air in encouragement. Oh, dear.

			“Let your wand know who’s boss,” Winnie directed in a loud whisper.

			I was not feeling boss-vibes, but I had to do something, so I desperately willed the wand to do as it was told. Wait…I could feel something happening. It was a sort of quivering, like a sneeze that wouldn’t happen. Pleeeease, I begged it, pleeeease. Finally, with a cross little jerk, it spat out a crackle of sparks, which on the upside was VERY SURPRISING AND MAGICAL, but on the downside….
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			“Fire!” yelled Puck.

			He was not wrong. Not only was my face AFLAME with embarrassment, one of the flying textbooks had caught fire and was zooming around the classroom.
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			“Fire!” yelled student after student, ducking out of the way. There were now at least five flaming books and a strong smell of burning banana.

			Mr. Muddy swooshed his wand, said something I didn’t understand…and suddenly, it was RAINING!

			The fires were out, but I was mortified. I was also quite damp. I’d have run away except I didn’t think my chair would let me.

			“Don’t worry,” said Winnie, toweling her hair with her cloak, “nerves always mess up magic. On my first day, I set fire to my eyebrows.” I wasn’t sure I believed her, but at least she was talking to me—most of the other students were giving me judgy looks as they collected their stuff.

			I was the last one to leave the classroom, and Mr. Muddy (who, it turned out, was the sixth grade advisor) had one last “gift for me.” “Here, I’m putting you on Stan duty until further notice.” And before I had time to say anything, my hands were full of clammy FROG. “I know he doesn’t seem like much, but he’s quite a consoling frog.”

			Stan gave me a look that was something close to DESPAIR.

			Anyway, longest diary entry EVER, but now you[*1] know why I’m hiding away enjoying some alone-with-a-frog time while everyone else has lunch.

			1:11 p.m.

			Stan’s started making a funny noise, more like a bark than a croak. Maybe he’s hungry. What do frogs eat? Clearly, nothing in my lunch box. Please tell me it’s not ALIVE things.

			2:48 p.m.

			Just got out of English.

			When I say “English,” what I mean is Incantations and the Language of Spells.

			“It’s not always enough just to wave your wand at something,” said Madam Binx, plucking a cobweb off the giant Venus flytrap sitting on her desk and picking up a little gold watering can. “That might work for basic UP-DOWN stuff like levitation, but for something more specific and creative, you need to strengthen the spell with the right WORDS.” Everyone except me nodded, as if she were making perfect sense. “Who can give me an example of something that makes word spells stronger?”

			“Rhymes!” Blair called out.

			“Good answer!” replied Madam Binx, carefully replacing the cobweb on the freshly watered plant. “Now which one of you witches is going to come up with an original rhyming spell to start us off?” She was wasting her time looking at me. “Ordinary English will do.”

			“Onto shelves and into nooks!” yelled a girl in the front row, pointing her wand at a HUGE, tottering pile of textbooks in the corner. “With this spell, I clean up these BOOKS!”

			I ducked as a heavy pink volume flew past my ear to land on the shelf behind me. Ahhhhhhhhh, and again! In seconds, the pile was gone, all the books were back in their places, and everyone (except the student who hadn’t dodged in time and now had a bloody nose) was clapping. I clapped, too, but very quietly because I didn’t want to draw attention to myself.

			“Excellent work, Amara,” said Madam Binx approvingly, and with a single flick, a gold star swooshed out the end of her wand and hovered above the girl’s head for a moment before exploding into a little shower of sparks and one gold-wrapped candy that landed perfectly in her outstretched hand! “Okay, focus-pocus, class. I want each of you to come up with at least three words that rhyme with each of these.” Madam Binx turned back to the old-fashioned blackboard and wrote:

			
				
					[image: Collywobbles Blobfish Armadillo]
				

			

			Then she put down her pen, picked up her wand, and with a “Snip-snip-SNAP, feed my flyTRAP,” magicked up a cloud of sparkly rainbow flying things for her pet plant!

			I watched a twinkly blue bug land on the end of my pen and dissolve in a puff and tried FAILED to come up with something that rhymed with ARMADILLO. Pocus-focus, it was going to take more than some magic rhymes to calm me down today.

			
				Polly-waffles?

				Molly-coddles??

				Slobwish?

				Frogsquish??

				Caterpillow???

			

			2:50 p.m.

			According to Winnie Ross,[*2] frogs eat FROG FOOD—available from Mrs. Slater at the front office. If I have any sense, she said, I won’t ask what that is.

			2:51 p.m.

			The history teacher is out sick. Instead, “for a treat” (haha), Mr. Muddy is going to give us an extra lesson in physics. Noooooooo….

			3:09 p.m.

			How long can I make this bathroom break last?

			3:13 p.m.

			When will this day end?

			6:20 p.m. Home

			Dad’s been home for exactly seven minutes (okay, eight now) and he hasn’t stopped quizzing me on my day. “What are the teachers like? Did you meet the principal? Did you do well in class?” And, of course, the killer question, “Have you made any friends?”

			I could barely speak after the day I’d had, but I managed to answer: “Yes, the teachers were okay,” “Yes, the principal was really nice but also a bit…unusual,” *shrug* (because admitting that the only thing I’d managed to do was set the classroom on fire wasn’t an option) and *SHRUG* (because I didn’t want to tell him I hadn’t made any friends because they all think I’m a TOADBRAIN).

			Then Dad got all grumpy about me being “uncommunicative” and said he’d never have bought me a diary if he’d known I was going to spend more time “talking to it” than him, so I showed him my COMPLETELY NORMAL schedule.
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			Dad asked me what PD (Personal Development) was, so I told him it

			
			8:02 p.m.

			
			
			
			9:15 p.m.
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			9:37 p.m.

			
				
				
				
			

			10:10 p.m.
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