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Each day, each of us must decide whether or not to be a witch. For Evelynn Marston, that decision is becoming increasingly difficult.

Evie Marston didn’t mean to burn down the science room. A little anger, some flames, and an expulsion later, Evie finds herself destined to spend the rest of her high school career at Despaign Academy—a school named after Connecticut’s last convicted witch. That should have been a clue.

Despite its shadowy past, Despaign has the same cliques as other schools. Evie struggles to fit in and to be noticed by the handsome and mysterious Dylan Fox—that is, until she casts her first spell.

But even in a magical place, evil lurks. When Evie’s neighbor turns up dead, Evie must rely on her newfound powers and friends to find the truth. But bringing a killer to justice may require stronger magic and true love, the kind that can’t be found in a potion.

Witch Choices was originally published as Witch Ways, a Kindle Scout Award Winner.
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It happened in Biology. Troy, the kid who liked to chew paper, blinked at me through his Stephen Hawking-esque glasses and said he would be honored to escort me to the dance. If it were only Troy, I wouldn’t have been so mad, but he was the paper-chewer who sent me over the edge. Earlier, I’d learned I had supposedly also asked Harrison, the kid who wore a Justin Bieber button on the lapel of his school blazer, and Frankel, the lead singer of the Wanna-be Lounge Lizards, a band that serenaded the Hartly cafeteria every Friday with Sinatra tunes.

Three dates to Homecoming. I didn’t even want one.

And so when I found out Melissa Blankley was to blame, I lost it.

Rage is like that. It builds up inside of you, like pressure in a teapot, until finally, at the boiling point, you let go—because really, there isn’t another choice. Everyone lets go differently. Some people use body language—tight lips, a simple eye-roll. Others swear and name call. Others become violent, and throw punches or people.

Some of us burn stuff.

Although, not always intentionally.

Don’t ask me how everything caught fire. Nothing like that had ever happened to me before.

And because it was so frightening, I hope nothing ever happens like that again.
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“Teenage girls are genetically wired to be unkind to each other.” Uncle Mitch adjusted his glasses and met the hostile gaze of Dr. Roberts, making me proud. Uncle Mitch rarely met anyone’s gaze head-on , not even his students at Yale. “It’s in their DNA. They have to compete for mates.”

“But they do not have to burn down the science room.” Dr. Roberts tapped his pencil on the pile of papers on the desk in front of him and fixed me with his cold stare. He had an uncanny resemblance to mannequins: plastic-looking hair, too-perfect teeth, and flawless skin.

“But I didn’t—” I said.

Uncle Mitch sent me a warning glance, and I bit back my words. Before our meeting with the principal, he had made me promise not to speak. “You are your own worst enemy,” he said. I glared at Dr. Roberts.

“As I told you before, we have several eyewitnesses—”

“But teenage girls—” Uncle Mitch said.

“Not just the girls,” Dr. Roberts interjected, “but several of the students, including the son of the president of the school board. And Mr. Beck,” Dr. Roberts added.

I liked Mr. Beck, and I hated for him to think I would do this. Even though maybe I had. Not that I meant to.

“It was an accident.” I refused to be hushed by Uncle Mitch’s foot pressing against my leg. “I don’t even know how it happened.”

Dr. Roberts tapped his pencil—tap-tap-tap. He looked down at his papers. 

“According to Mr. Beck, sparks flew from your fingertips. Can you explain this?”

“Would it matter if I could?” I folded my arms, sat back in my chair, and kicked Uncle Mitch with my saddle shoe. Ditching the Hartly uniform was the only upside of expulsion I could see. Good-bye, tartan plaid pleated skirts. So long, itchy red sweaters and knee-high socks. Adios, clunky black and white saddle shoes. But as I thought of what changing schools really meant, I blinked back tears and hoped no one would see.

“I’m sorry,” Dr. Roberts said. “Evelynn is an excellent student—a credit to Hartly and a reflection of the outstanding academic program we espouse here at the academy.” 

He sounded like he was giving a speech at a school fundraiser, begging parents for more money. I glanced at the papers on his desk and saw my name at the top with a red slash through it.

“Of course, she’s an excellent student!” Uncle Mitch said .

I gaped at him. Uncle Mitch never exploded—except when he accidentally ate dairy—but that was a different, smellier sort of blast .

“Which is why I’m sure she won’t have any problem adjusting to public school,” Dr. Roberts said.

Public school? Yes, please.

Uncle Mitch gave a small, almost imperceptible shake of his head.

“Because I was fairly sure you would feel that way,” Dr. Roberts edged forward, “I took the liberty of speaking to Evelynn’s grandmother.”

Wait. What?

Uncle Mitch blanched and refused to look at me when I kicked him. I kicked him harder.

He didn’t flinch, but continued to give Dr. Roberts his best death stare. Uncle Mitch doesn’t have X-ray vision like Superman, but with his dark hair, blue eyes, and square jaw, he sort of looked like him. Not that he would ever wear tights. He mostly wore button-down plaid shirts with a pencil and small notebook in the pocket, khaki pants, and leather penny loafers. Today, in an effort to dress up for the occasion, he’d worn his favorite wool sports jacket with the frayed cuffs.

Dr. Roberts placed his elbows on the table. “As you are aware, Faith Despaign Academy is an excellent school, and as a former trustee—”

Uncle Mitch pushed to his feet. “This meeting is over,” he said through tight, white lips.

“Have you consulted with Evelynn’s parents?” Dr. Roberts also stood.

Uncle Mitch gave Dr. Roberts a silencing look. “I am Evie’s legal guardian.”

“I just thought Mr. Marston would like to know. I rather hoped to meet him.”

Of course, he did. Everyone wanted to meet my father. Money breeds insta-friends.

“I had hoped to see Mrs. Marston—Sophia, as well,” Dr. Roberts said. Flushing, he tried not to look like the money grubber that he was. “Is she—”

“Still in India,” I said.

“I’m sure she’ll want to be apprised of this situation.” He paused and smiled at me. “I knew your mother when we were kids. You remind me of her.”

For a moment, he looked almost human. I tried to picture him in his heavily starched suit and slicked back hair, next to my mom with her flaming red corkscrew curls and freckles.  They didn’t belong in the same room. Maybe not even on the same planet. They were definitely different species.

“We grew up together,” Dr. Roberts said. “That’s why I felt comfortable contacting Mrs. La Faye .”

Wait. Who?

Uncle Mitch headed for the door. 

Dr. Roberts scrambled after him. “I would have hesitated to dismiss Evelynn if I hadn’t known she had a place at Faith Despaign.”

Uncle Mitch spun on his heel. “Did she set this up?”

Who are they talking about?

Dr. Roberts reeled. “No-o. How could she?”

Uncle Mitch studied Dr. Roberts.

“Arson is a serious crime.” Dr. Roberts wilted, and slunk behind the safety of his desk. He shuffled the papers that bore my name. “Again, I’m very sorry about this, Evelynn and Dr. Marston, but I’m sure you’ll find Faith—”

With a grunt sounding like the noise our bulldog Scratch makes when he’s forced to move, Uncle Mitch headed for the door.

I followed.

My uncle marched down the deserted hall, out the door, and down the steps. The acrid smoke smell still hung in the air even though the fire had been put out days ago. I tried not to look at the black cavernous hole that had once housed the science department.

I hurried to keep up with him. “Do you want to tell me about my grandmother?” I asked.

“No,” he said without looking at me. “Do you want to tell me how the fire really started?”

“I can’t.”

Uncle Mitch increased his speed, and I trotted beside him in my clunky saddle shoes. “But—don’t you think having a grandmother is something I should have known before now?”

He stopped and looked at me. “No.” He strode away.

I stared at his back, realizing I had never seen him angry before. Never. Not even when my friend, Bree, accidentally backed into his 1958 T-Bird with her 2000 Toyota Corolla, or when Scratch was a puppy and chewed up one of his loafers, or when I accidentally knocked over his moth habitat, and we had larvae everywhere in the house for months. Our housekeeper, Mrs. Mateo  was really mad, but Uncle Mitch hadn’t said a word and just went back to recreating the moths’ home.

Thinking about all the many ways I’d disrupted his solitary life made me grateful once again I’d gotten Uncle Mitch in the divorce. Dad married Maria, Mom left with Fred, and I got Uncle Mitch. I had definitely won. But at the moment, my curiosity was facing off with gratitude, and curiosity was winning big time.

“I’m sixteen years old!”

“Fifteen,” Uncle Mitch said. “Your birthday isn’t until January.”

“I know when my birthday is. What I don’t know . . . or didn’t know . . . was that I have a grandmother!” I stopped chasing him. “Isn’t that something someone should have told me?”

“No.” He didn’t turn around, but marched toward his car.

I ran, afraid he would drive off and leave me in the nearly empty parking lot. I climbed in the T-Bird, closed the door, and stared at him.

“Why not?”

After sticking the key in the ignition and putting the car in gear, he looked at me. “I promised your mom and dad.” He shrugged. “You’ll have to ask them.”

“Did my grandmother know about me?” It stung that not only would my parents and Uncle Mitch keep such a huge secret from me, but that the mysterious grandmother Beatrix didn’t even want to know me.

Uncle Mitch, grim faced, didn’t answer, but steered his ancient car out of the parking lot and down the tree-lined street.

“Do I have a grandfather I don’t know about?”

“No.”

“Aunts, uncles, cousins?”

He didn’t answer.

“So, I do.” I chewed on this. “Why didn’t anyone tell me?” Anger, frustration, and curiosity built like a dark cloud. Growing warm and agitated, I curled my hands into tight fists.

I looked out the window and watched the flash of the familiar landscape. I had lived on Elm Street my entire life. I had started Hartly in kindergarten. I didn’t even know anyone who went to Faith Despaign.

“Where’s this school?”

For a moment, sympathy flashed in his eyes. “North Harbor, off the Merit.”

“It’s expensive, then.” I knew my dad had money, but I’d always assumed my mother’s family was poor. I don’t know why, except my mother was always, as Grammy Jean used to say, a free spirit in sandals. Mom wore long gypsy skirts and gauzy blouses even in the winter when everyone else wore itchy wool.

A thought struck me. Maybe Mom’s clothes were more than just a fashion statement! Maybe, like me, she had a temperature problem.

I scrounged through my bag, looking for my phone. Then I remembered. Sticking out my hand, I said, “I want to call my mom.”

Uncle Mitch glanced at me before reaching into his pocket and pulling out his phone.

“Aw, come on! I can’t even have my phone for two minutes?”

“By orders of your dad, you’re grounded.” He slapped his phone into my palm.

“Ugh.” I started to press Mom’s number, and then froze.

“What’s the matter?” Concern touched Uncle Mitch’s voice.

I shook my head, blinked back tears and stared out the window. How could I ask my mom if she sparked, too?
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I sat on my bed with a book propped up in front of me. I’d read Beyond the Fortuneteller’s Tent a hundred times. It was my go-to book—a paper and ink equivalent of comfort food—but today Emory Ravenswood held no, or at least less than usual, charm. The words on the page swam before my eyes and refused to form into nice, understandable sentences. I flipped ahead to my favorite chapter where Emory takes Petra to the gypsy camp.

My eyes landed on the words “Tell me, my lady Petra, if you were given the choice to shun the captivity of walls and ceilings and roam the earth, unburdened by possessions as the spirits directed, would you choose to stay at home?”

I had no choice. I had to stay at home, without a phone, computer, or car. I rolled onto my back and held the book to my face, trying not to worry about where I was going to go to school on Monday, and even if I was going to graduate. Would Uncle Mitch let me take the GED? If so, I could start going to a community college next semester—but that didn’t start until January. What would I do until then?

Get a job?

Knowing if I quit school in tenth grade, my dad would throw a hissy fit and my uncle would dance right along beside him, I tried to refocus on my book.

Right before she died, Grammy Jean said there comes a time when you have to decide to turn the page or close the book. If I could choose—and going back to Hartly wasn’t an option, which looked to be the case—where would I go? Easy—public school.

I heard a knock at the window.

I put down my book and went to let Bree inside. We’d been climbing in and out of each other’s windows ever since my parents’ divorce eight years ago, when my dad and I moved in with Uncle Mitch. I lifted the sash .

Getting from the huge branch of the maple tree and into my room was never painless. Bree reached forward, balanced her belly on the sill, and fell into the room head first, with a bang.

“Ev—ie?” Mrs. Mateo called from the kitchen. Our housekeeper  always managed to make the second syllable of my name an octave higher than the first, making me think she had missed her calling as an opera singer.

“I’m okay, Mrs. Mateo,” I said. “I just dropped my . . . stuff.”

“Brilliant,” Bree whispered, as she climbed off the floor. “You’d be great at improv.”

“I know, right?”

“How long is your imprisonment?” 

Bree tried to brush off the twigs and leaves clinging to her favorite jeans and Imagine Dragons T-shirt—probably the same clothes she had worn to school. You could wear whatever you wanted at Norfolk High. Which was a good thing, because Bree would probably rather burn down a science room every day than have to wear saddle shoes.

“I don’t know. My dad is coming to discuss the situation.” I made air quotes around the word situation.

“Wow. Is he bringing Maria—or anyone?” She climbed up on the bed beside me.

I knew for Bree, anyone was code for Marcus, my stepbrother. Maria was a Brazilian beauty, and Marcus had her dark, almost black eyes, red lips, thick lashes and curly hair. They also shared chiseled jawlines, a tendency toward self-absorption, and strong moral values—more obnoxious than charming.

I shook my head. “Just Dad. He’ll be here soon.”

Bree’s lips twisted. “Why is there a situation? Wasn’t it an accident? I mean, no one can really believe you intentionally set the science room on fire, can they?”

I shrugged.

“And it’s not as if they found gasoline or anything,” Bree said.

“It is—or it was—a science lab. There were plenty of things to catch on fire and explode.”

Bree tried not to laugh.

“It’s not funny,” I said. “I feel badly for the snakes and rats.”

“Yeah—all those poor rich kids . . . and the lab animals, too, of course.”

“No one was hurt—except Lizzy, the iguana.” I did feel badly about her. Although, I hadn’t intentionally killed her.

“Yeah, but now you might get to go to Norfolk High!”

I flopped down on my back and looked at the ceiling. “I hope so, but I kind of doubt it. Dr. Roberts talked about Faith Despaign. Seems my grandmother is a trustee.”

“Wait!” Bree straightened her back. “What?”

“I have a grandmother, and no one even told me!”

Bree stared at me, open-mouthed. “But Faith Despaign?”

“Did you hear me tell you I have a secret grandmother?”

“That’s weird, but your whole family is a little weird. I mean, I love you, and I love Uncle Mitch, and I really want Marcus to love me, then we can truly be sisters. But your mom is so out there, and then your dad married Maria, who is like her complete opposite.”

“I know.” I sighed, thinking about my stepmother. Often when I was with her, I felt like she was watching, waiting, and praying for the opportunity to crack open her Bible and call me to repentance. Fortunately, arson didn’t violate any of the Ten Commandments. In fact, God seemed to like using fire Himself—Moses and the burning bush being a classic case in point. Although, I knew my dad and stepmother wouldn’t see things that way.

“I don’t know how or why my dad shifted from my mom to Maria. It’s like there’s a missing piece of that puzzle.”

“You have a grandmother. Do you know anything about her?”

I shook my head. “She’s coming, too. Uncle Mitch isn’t happy. He really hates it when he’s ejected from his science cave.”

“But Faith Despaign!”

“What about it? Do you even know anyone who goes there?”

“Yeah. Dylan Fox.”

She said his name as if I should know who he was—as if he were someone to be revered, like Prince Harry.

“So?”

“So—I would love to go to Faith Despaign, just so I could breathe the same air as Dylan Fox.”

“Who is he?”

“A friend of Josh’s.”

She bounced off the bed, went to the window and pulled back the curtain to watch her house. “In fact, he went to the comic book store with Josh this morning. I wanted to go, but they wouldn’t take me. Even after I swore I was a huge Spider-Man fan.”

“They didn’t believe you?” I rolled off the bed and went to stand beside her. I loved I could see Bree’s house from my room.

The Hendersons lived in a giant Victorian, which must have been added onto a hundred times. It had jutting gables and a crazy-wampum roofline. The original house had been built sometime before 1820, like ours, because both houses had plaques from the Woodinville Historical Society stating they had been there when the town was incorporated. But that was where the similarity ended.

Our boxy colonial had perfectly symmetrical windows and a boring roofline. The Hendersons’ house had a turret, a widow’s walk, and a mishmash of dormer windows. Our house was white with black shutters and a cranberry colored front door. Theirs boasted about ten different shades of blue with splashes of white. Our house was quiet. Bree’s house rang with the noise of eight kids, two parents, three dogs, five cats, and a couple of rabbits. To be fair, the rabbits didn’t live inside the house with everyone else. They had their own cages in the backyard. They were the only creatures in the Henderson household that didn’t have to share a bathroom.

“They asked me a trick question.”

“Like what?”

“The name of Peter Parker’s uncle.”

“How’s that a trick question?”

Bree shushed me when a red convertible BMW pulled into their drive. “They’re back,” she said. Car doors slammed, and Josh, and a tall, lean guy with bronze-colored hair climbed out. Actually, Dylan Fox was hotter than Prince Harry, although not as hot as Bree’s brother—but I couldn’t tell Bree that.

Bree grabbed my arm and squeezed.

“Hey, I thought you liked Marcus.”

Bree sighed. “I do love Marcus, but he’s in Virginia, and I’m here. And so is he.” She nodded at Dylan. “You got to love the one you’re with. Someday, I’m going to marry Marcus, but until then . . . Mr. Fox.”

And as if he could hear her, Dylan Fox turned and looked directly up at my window. Our eyes met briefly.

Giggling, Bree tugged on my hand as she dropped to the floor. I landed next to her with a thud.

“Ev—ie?” said Mrs. Mateo.

“I’m okay, Mrs. Mateo,” I said.

Bree sat up and inched toward the window.

I followed.

Dylan was in the exact same spot, staring in our direction.

Laughing, Bree put her hand on the top of my head to push me down. “How can we get him to pay attention to me?”

“Why not stand up and wave? Wouldn’t that be better than scrunching and hiding?”

Rolling her eyes, Bree frowned at me, looking exactly like her mother when Bree forgot to take out the trash. “You can’t be so obvious.”

“What if you fell out of the window? Maybe he could run over and catch you.”

She blinked at me. “You’re joking, right?”

“He’d have to sprint really fast to get here in time.”

“I’m serious. How can I make him pay attention to me?”

“Just think how romantic it would be. You’d flutter down, calling for help like a damsel in distress—”

I stopped midsentence when I heard the familiar hum of the opening garage door. “My dad. You have to go.”

Bree nodded and squeezed my hand. Standing, she threw one leg over the sill.

Moments later, I heard branches and twigs snapping. I ran to the window in time to see Bree’s arms and hands flailing.
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“Bree!”

She looked up at me, her mouth a perfect O as she tumbled backward. She landed on the grass.

Josh and Dylan sprinted across the lawn, followed by the Hendersons’ three dogs: Joker, the German shepherd; Penguin, the ancient black-and-white Boston terrier; and Riddler—a puzzle-piece assortment of breeds.

“Gabby! Go get Mom!” Josh called over his shoulder to his little sister before vaulting over the hedge separating our yards. He landed with a one-footed thud.

Feeling a little like Rapunzel, I leaned out my window. “Bree? Are you okay?”

She moaned without opening her eyes. She lay flat on her back, her arms spread wide. If not for her left leg sticking out at an odd angle, it looked as though she were napping.

Her brother and Dylan stared down at her as if she were a strange fish washed ashore. Josh looked up and frowned at me. Dylan smiled at me.

“Hi,” he mouthed.

I waved. Heat crawled up my neck, and I hoped he couldn’t see me blush. We stared at each other until the front door opened and shut with a bang.

Dad.

He stomped up the stairs and entered my room. Dad was the GQ version of Uncle Mitch, handsome—but in a way that indicated he knew it and cared, as opposed to Uncle Mitch, who wore his good looks without intention or effort. He joined me at the window, concern for Bree overriding, for the moment, our mutual frustration with each other.

Mr. and Mrs. Henderson came running from their house—Mrs. Henderson  in a pair of denim overalls, and Mr. Henderson in the slacks and white button down shirt he wore every day to his furniture store. Gabby, Bree’s little sister, followed, and tried to rein in the dogs fussing over Bree.

“This day just keeps getting better,” my dad mumbled, turning his attention from the Henderson family crisis to the giant baby blue Cadillac approaching the house. He looked at me—with about as much enthusiasm as he would if the city were overrun with rats—and said, “Your grandmother is here.”

“Don’t you think you should have told me about her before now?”

He grunted and turned away.

“No! You don’t get to be mad at me! I’m mad at you!” 

He didn’t respond, but pounded down the stairs to the living room.

I ran after him, wanting to confront him before the mysterious grandmother arrived, but stopped short when I saw her standing on the tapestry rug in the almost never used living room. She was small, trembling, fuzzy-haired, and bright-eyed. Despite the warm autumn air, she wore a long crimson velvet skirt, a brown wool blazer, and a pink feather boa. She extended her arms to me.

“There you are, beautiful!” She pulled me in for a warm, lavender-scented hug. She felt fragile and brittle in my embrace, and the boa tickled my nose. “You must be very brave, dear,” she whispered in my ear.

Her words fanned my neck, and a chill went down my back.

Pulling away, she held both of my hands. “You look just like your mother did at your age.”

“Sophia has strawberry-blonde hair,” my dad said. He stood in the center of the room, frowning at us, and looking, for once, awkward.

“And Evelynn’s hair is the color of honey,” my grandmother quipped, without looking at him, “both delicious and edible.”

Uncle Mitch—who must have shown up some time during the hug—snorted.

My grandmother threw him a nasty look over her shoulder. “What’s that, Mitchel?”

She said Mitchel, but for some reason, it sounded like Michelle. I had never noticed how similar the two names sounded until just that moment.

Uncle Mitch bit his lip and looked away.

“Shall we all sit down so we can discuss my granddaughter’s education?”

Officially the house belonged to my dad and uncle, and yet this tiny woman acted like she owned the place. She had the two grown men, both successful and well-respected, shuffling to their seats. What was it about her? She had to weigh less than a hundred pounds. She looked about as old and as harmless as Penguin, the Hendersons’ ancient terrier. Sitting on the sofa, she smiled at me and patted the cushion beside her.

“Now, my dear, why don’t you tell us where you would like to go to school?”

I looked at the two nearly identical brothers. My dad wore a pin-stripe suit, a heavily starched shirt, and burgundy tie. Uncle Mitch had on khakis and a button-down cotton shirt.  But they both wore matching scowls.

“I want to go to Norfolk High School,” I said, smiling into my grandmother’s dark eyes.

“The public school?” she asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

Uncle Mitch gave a small shake of his head.

“Why not?” I said, jumping to my feet.

Uncle Mitch looked at me. “They won’t take you.”

“They won’t take me?” I echoed. “What do you mean, they won’t take me? They’re a public school. They have to take everyone.”

“No, they don’t have to take those who may put their students at risk,” Dad said.

“Put their students at risk?” I repeated, feeling woozy. I sat back down on the sofa and, as if to complain, it let out a puff of dust. “They think I’m dangerous?”

“Do you know anything about this, Beatrix?” Dad asked.

“And if you can’t go to the public school,” my grandmother pressed, completely ignoring my dad, “what would be your next choice?”

“Don’t you think we should call an ambulance?” I asked, pointing to Bree.

“Let the Hendersons handle it,” my grandmother snapped. “I’m sure they’re more familiar with the emergency room than most.”

“You don’t even know the Hendersons,” I said, standing and heading to the door.

“Of course, I do.” My grandmother took my hand.

I was spellbound.

“But right now, there’s nothing we can do to help them,” she said, “and everything we can do to salvage your education.”

On the lawn, I could see Bree making the best of a bad situation by batting  her eyelashes at a blushing Dylan as he tried to help her up, despite Mr. Henderson’s obvious disapproval. In the distance, an ambulance wailed.

“Evelynn?” my grandmother pressed.

“Well,” I shot both my uncle and dad quick glances before sitting back down on the sofa, “then I guess I would want to be homeschooled.” But even as I said it, I knew it wasn’t true.

Through the window, Dylan grinned at me, but his smile faltered when he saw my dad’s glare. I wanted to go to Faith Despaign, if only to see Dylan again.

“You must call me Birdie,” my grandmother continued, squeezing my hand. “Faith Despaign is a wonderful school. Your great-grandparents both attended there, as well as your grandfather, your mother, and me.”

She must have read the surprise on my face. “Your mother never talked about Faith Despaign?”

“She never talked about you!” I blurted, pulling my hand free.

“Oh, naughty Sophia.” Birdie tsked. “And what does my daughter say about this turn of events?”

The two brothers exchanged glances as the ambulance’s wail grew louder. The Hendersons’ dogs began to howl. With a crunch of tires on gravel, the emergency vehicle pulled down our drive, and three paramedics jumped out.

“We haven’t been able to get a hold of her,” Uncle Mitch said.

“Well, aren’t you a couple of pansies?” Birdie laughed.

Both men bristled. Dad paced the room.

“I tried calling her lots of times,” I said, giving Birdie only half of my attention. I felt sick as I watched Bree being lifted onto a gurney. “Can I go with Bree?” I asked Dad.

He gave a short, brisk shake of his head without breaking his pace. “They wouldn’t let you in the ambulance,” he added in a softer tone. “It’s a Henderson emergency. They’re used to those.”

“She’s with that awful Fred, I suppose,” Birdie murmured.

I tore my attention away from Bree to look at my grandmother. “You know about Fred?”

Birdie fixed her dark eyes on mine. “She’s my daughter.”

“Yes, but . . .”

“This is settled,” Birdie said. “Evelynn must attend Faith Despaign.”

I looked back out the window. Everyone had their back turned to me, but Dylan’s smile flashed in my mind again. If he was Josh’s age, he’d be two grades ahead, so we probably wouldn’t share classes, but I could still see him . . . at least more than I would if I was homeschooled and stuck in my bedroom alone with a computer. I thought about all the stuff I’d miss if I were homeschooled—the prom, the games, the clubs.

Tears sprung in my eyes, surprising me. I tried to blink them back, but a few fell down my cheeks and landed on my hands clenched in my lap.

“I will pick her up tomorrow.” Birdie lifted herself off the sofa, and smoothed down her ruffled feather boa.

“Why?” Dad asked.

“So I can take her to school, of course. Mrs. Craig is quite looking forward to meeting her.”

“She is?” I asked.

Birdie cupped my face in her hands. “Of course, she is. She’s intrigued by your powers. We all are.”

Powers?

She turned and headed for the door. “I shall be here at noon,” she said over her shoulder.

From the window, I watched Josh, Dylan, the dogs, and Gabby walk across the field that separated the Hendersons’ property from ours. I really wished I could go with them. Birdie’s car followed the ambulance down the drive.

When both vehicles disappeared and our lawn was once again empty of anything other than trees and fallen leaves, I turned back to my dad and uncle. “Powers?” I asked.

Neither replied, but both studied the tops of their shoes as if they held some really fascinating text or information.

I tried another question. “Who’s we? What did she mean by that?”

Again—nothing.

I tried a third time. “Noon? Wouldn’t school start at like, eight?”

That got a response.

“Your grandmother has never been a morning person,” Dad said.

Uncle Mitch stood. “We need to tell her.”

“Tell me what?”

Dad rolled his eyes. “You’re right.” He turned to me and straightened his shoulders, as if bracing for a fight. “Your grandmother is a kook.”

“What?”

“She’s loony.” Uncle Mitch sat down, looking relieved.

Loony? Uncle Mitch didn’t use words like loony.

“She thinks she’s a witch,” Dad said.

“And is Faith Despaign a witch school?” My mind went to my sparking fingers. Witchcraft could explain a lot. Maybe.

Dad and Uncle Mitch both snorted.

“No, there’s no such thing as witches,” Dad said.

“Does Mom—”

“No!” Dad heaved a sigh. “Your mom and grandmother don’t speak.” He cleared his throat, as if what he was about to say might hurt. In all the years since their divorce, I’d never once heard my dad say anything unkind about my mom. “I didn’t agree with your mom about this. I think she was too hard on your grandmother. Birdie’s goofy, but not mean or malicious.”

I tried to put all of this information into a pattern I could understand. “Mom went to Faith Despaign, and she’s not a witch. So, I’m not being sent to a stateside Hogwarts?”

Uncle Mitch snorted again.

“Of course not. Look, Petunia,” Dad settled next to me on the sofa, “right now, your options may seem narrow, but they’re not. For you, the sky’s the limit. If you want to come and stay with us—we would love to have you.”

He must have read my expression, because he pressed on.
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