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Chapter 1

It was with great trepidation that James
approached the empty driveway to his home. Normally his birthday
was a time of light-hearted celebration, but his grandmother had
been behaving in an uncharacteristically nervous and fretful manner
for the previous several weeks. This morning, she had made him
promise to go home right after school so they could discuss a very
important matter. He imagined that her recent anxiety stemmed from
this serious discussion. James was a short and slender boy, which
often made him a target for bullies, with curly, brown hair and
brown eyes. He had a long nose and large ears that made him feel
awkward and self-conscious, especially when some people made fun of
him and called him “Elephant ears.” James wished his magic would
kick in, so that perhaps someday he could learn how to make himself
taller and shrink his ears to normal size.

Black, storm clouds overhead rumbled
threateningly and he quickly let himself inside the house. The
unusual silence made him nervous. Typically, he could expect to
find his grandmother puttering in the kitchen or practicing her
magic in the living room while watching soap operas on television.
What made her absence even more strange was knowing that she had
intended to initiate a serious discussion with him right after
school. This didn’t bode well.

James couldn’t believe he was experiencing
such rotten luck only a day before his eleventh birthday. More
thunder rumbled and rain pelted the windows. James set his
backpack, which was quite heavy and loaded with school supplies,
beside the desk in his bedroom. He and his grandmother lived in a
spacious, three bedroom home with a meager yard. The only
landscaping was several mini palm trees clustered together in the
front but the miniscule lawn was always well-manicured. James
picked up the living room phone and dialed his friend, Tim.

“I thought you couldn’t come over this
afternoon,” Tim said before James could explain the situation.

“My grandmother wanted to talk to me but
she’s not home.”

“That’s weird. She’s always home,” Tim said.
“Do you think something happened to her?”

“Maybe,” James said cautiously. “She was
nervous about whatever she wanted to talk about.”

“Maybe she got caught up in some kind of
trouble.”

“Do you really think so?”

“Maybe. Do you want me and Beth to come
over?” Tim asked.

“Sure. I could use some company,” James
said.

“Okay. We’ll be over there in a little
bit.”

James hung up the phone and paced nervously.
He went over to the living room window and peered outside as the
rain continued to deluge the outdoors. The driveway was still
empty. James wondered what kind of trouble his grandmother could
possibly be in. If life was fair, this wouldn’t be happening to him
a day before his birthday. Soon, his two best friends, Tim and
Beth, arrived. Tim was the most adventurous of the three. He was
skinny with blond hair and green eyes. Beth was the most studious
of the group and she took her schoolwork very seriously. She had
long, curly brown hair, brown eyes and a long, aquiline nose.
James, Tim, and Beth gathered in the living room to discuss their
situation.

“Your grandmother still isn’t home,” Tim
observed.

“I’m sure she’s just running an errand,” Beth
said.

“I hope so,” James said.

“It’s strange that she would choose not to be
here when she had urgent business to discuss with you,” Tim
said.

“Did she really say it was urgent?” Beth
asked.

“Not really,” James said slowly as he tried
to remember precisely what she’d told him. “She said it was a very
serious matter and very important.”

“Have you searched the house for clues?” Beth
asked.

“No,” James said.

“That’s what we should do then,” Beth
said.

“What are we looking for exactly?” James
asked.

“Anything that might tell us what could have
happened.”

“What do you think happened?” James threw her
a challenging look.

“I really can’t say right now,” Beth
said.

“Let’s start with the kitchen. I’m hungry and
I’d like a snack,” Tim said.

“All right,” Beth said with annoyance. “We
can eat first and then start our investigation.”

James hoped nothing serious had happened to
his grandmother. The three of them went to the kitchen and rummaged
through the cupboards for something tasty to munch on. They finally
found some Oreo cookies. Tim poured himself a tall glass of milk
and enjoyed a bunch of cookies while James and Beth watched him
with undisguised impatience and disgust.

“You should build your strength,” Tim
advised. “We may need to do some serious magic.”

Beth was the more powerful one but Tim could
do some pretty cool spells as well. James’ powers had yet to
manifest, which really bothered him. Most wizards received their
magical abilities by the time their eighth birthday rolled around.
James would be turning eleven soon and he couldn’t so much as
levitate a penny.

“I can’t do magic,” James reminded his
friend.

“Yes, but we may need to track your
grandmother for quite some distance,” Tim said.

“We don’t know that anything has happened to
her yet,” Beth said. “We shouldn’t jump to conclusions.”

After Tim finally finished his snack, the
three of them ventured down the hall to James’ grandmother’s
bedroom. They gaped in astonishment as they stood in the doorway
gazing inside. The small, rickety table beside the bed which
normally held the telephone and alarm clock had fallen onto the
floor. The curtain rod had been torn from the wall and lay on the
floor amidst the tangled curtains. The picture frames that were
normally kept on the long, oak dresser had been knocked to the
floor along with the jewelry box which had flipped open and
released half its contents. A shattered, blue vase lay in pieces by
the dresser along with a bundle of artificial flowers.

“There was definitely a struggle in here,”
Beth said gravely.

“Your grandmother was kidnapped,” Tim
announced.

“Kidnapped?” James shot his friend an alarmed
look.

“We can do a tracking spell,” Tim said. “We
just need to get some of her hair.”

“No, we need to call the police first,” Beth
said.

James remembered something his grandmother
had said to him several times, which he’d dismissed until now. He
wished he’d listened to her more carefully.

“Remember how I told you Grandma was really
anxious lately?” James asked. “Well, she kept saying, ‘You need to
be more careful. You need to start keeping a vigilant lookout for
dangers.’ I didn’t think she was in any kind of trouble but I guess
this means she was trying to warn me.”

“Did you ask her about it?” Tim asked.

“Yeah. She said she’d explain later,” James
said.

“Too bad she didn’t tell you. Now it’s too
late,” Beth said gravely. “It’s time to call the police.”

She made her way over to the phone and picked
it up off the floor. Suddenly, the front door opened and footsteps
sounded in the living room. Beth’s eyes widened with fear and she
exchanged panicked looks with Tim and James.

“What do we do now?” James whispered
frantically.

“Let’s hide in the closet,” Beth whispered
back.

She carefully set down the phone and they
rushed over to the closet.

“James! Are you home?” James’ grandmother,
Louise, called out.

“It’s Grandma!” James exclaimed with
relief.

Louise suddenly appeared at the bedroom door
with her black cat, Princess, cradled in her arms.

“What are you doing in here?” Louise blinked
her bright, blue eyes at them with surprise. She was tall with
short, dark brown hair and a kind face that often gave the false
impression she was even-tempered and calm.

“We thought you’d been kidnapped,” James
said.

“Why would you think such a foolish thing?”
Louise frowned at him with puzzlement.

“Look at your room.” James motioned
helplessly at his surroundings. “You said I should be careful and
that you wanted to tell me about something serious.”

“Oh, dear.” Louise smiled apologetically at
him. “I had to catch Princess and put her in the carrier. She
thought I was taking her to the vet so I had to chase her all
through the house. Eventually, I trapped her in here but she put up
quite a fuss and knocked over a bunch of stuff. I wanted to talk to
you after school but I forgot that I had already made an
appointment to take Princess over to the masseuse. Look at how
relaxed she is now.”

Princess swished her tail with agitation and
looked around for a way to escape. She didn’t like being picked up
but Louise loved to carry her beloved cat around. Princess abruptly
wriggled and slipped free from her grasp. As soon as her paws hit
the floor, she dashed out of the room.

“I guess it’s time I had that serious
discussion with you,” Louise said gravely. “Let’s sit down in the
living room. It’s kind of a good thing your friends are here with
you because you may need their support in the future.”

James swallowed nervously at that remark,
which sounded foreboding. He wasn’t looking forward to whatever bad
news his grandmother was about to impart. He and his friends
followed her to the living room and they sank down into the plush
cushions of the two bright, red couches. Louise pulled up the
rocking chair so she could sit closer to them. She held herself
stiffly and her expression became anxious.

“You need to try to stay calm when I tell you
this,” Louise instructed him.

“Okay.” James said solemnly.

“Sometimes families have bad genes and they
inherit things. You’ve probably learned a little bit about
genetics. If your ancestors had lung cancer, the chances are
greater that you could get it so you shouldn’t smoke. Smoking is a
filthy habit by the way. If your parents or grandparents have high
cholesterol or high blood pressure or diabetes, there’s a greater
risk that you’ll have the same condition,” Louise babbled
nervously. “It all has to do with how lucky you are with your
genetics. There are all kinds of things you could inherit from your
parents. But that doesn’t necessarily mean you’ll catch all of
those things that your parents and their parents had. You can avoid
a lot of things by taking care of your body. Exercise regularly and
develop good eating habits. Don’t skimp on your vegetables.”

“What does this have to do with anything?”
James regarded her with confusion.

“Nothing really,” Louise said and her eyes
roved skittishly across the room as if seeking out hidden predators
that could be lurking behind a piece of furniture or the
television. “The thing is your family is cursed. They call it the
Kafka curse, which was named after your family, of course. One of
your ancestors defeated a very powerful and evil wizard who cursed
him. Your ancestor, Stephen Kafka, protected himself from the full
potential of the curse but it still hit him. The Kafka curse has
been passed down from generation to generation. It’s something that
we all have to live with.”

“Are you saying I’m cursed?” James asked.

“I’m afraid so. Your father was cursed as
well.”

“But you aren’t cursed anymore?” James
asked.

“I am, but it’s dormant now,” Louise said.
“You see, your curse is dormant until you turn eleven. That’s when
it becomes active and you need to be very, very careful.”

“I’m turning eleven tomorrow!” James
exclaimed.

“That’s why I had to have this serious
discussion with you. I didn’t want to tell you too far in advance
because I didn’t want to spoil your birthday.”

“It’s already ruined,” James said
dismally.

“Just calm down, young man,” Louise said.
“The curse isn’t too bad. It will bring you bad luck. And the
reason you need to be careful is because the bad luck it brings you
can cause you some serious injuries. But if you’re vigilant and you
do everything safely, you’ll be perfectly fine, as your entire
family has been. Your dad survived the curse just fine.”

“He died in a car crash. Couldn’t it have
been caused by the curse?” James asked.

“No, dear. Your father managed to make his
curse dormant once he was in his early twenties.”

“How did he do that?” James said sharply.

“I can’t tell you that now. It’s too
dangerous. I’ll let you know when you’re eighteen. Until then,
you’ll be too vulnerable and weak to make the curse dormant.”

“I promise I won’t try until I’m eighteen,”
James said.

“I’m sorry, but I won’t do it,” Louise said
stubbornly.

James swallowed nervously at the realization
that there was even more to know about this dreaded curse.

“The curse has the unfortunate side effect of
keeping your powers bound until it becomes active. That’s why
you’ve never received your magical abilities. Tomorrow, you’ll be
able to finally use magic. I know you’ve been memorizing spells so
you’ll be able to practice quite a bit,” Louise explained.

“I wish you had told me this before.”

“Your parents decided a long time ago that
you shouldn’t be told until shortly before your eleventh birthday.
They didn’t want you to suffer with the burden of knowing about
your curse when there was nothing you could do about it. I agree
with their decision, which is why I waited until now to have this
serious discussion with you.”

James mulled this over and excitement began
to pump through his body as he realized he would soon be able to
cast spells like his friends.

“One more thing I should tell you,” Louise
said. “Because your powers have been bound, when they are finally
released, your body will need to adjust. You’ll be accidentally
using your powers without conscious effort. It’s important that you
practice learning control so that you don’t end up doing something
unfortunate or causing an accident, which is part of your
curse.”

“So this is like a bad luck curse?” Beth
asked.

“Precisely.” Louise smiled affectionately at
her. “You and Tim can help keep James safe from these bad luck
occurrences.”

“Don’t worry. We will,” Beth vowed.

“I’ll finally get my powers sometime
tomorrow, right?” James asked.

“You’ll get your powers at the exact moment
that you turn eleven which will be at 4:07 P.M. If you were getting
your abilities in the morning, you would have to use a sick day
because your power will be too unstable to hide from the mortals at
school,” Louise said.

“So after a day I’ll have some control?”
James asked for clarification.

“You should have a little bit of control by
then.”

“Nobody else had trouble like that,” James
protested.

“Other people don’t have their powers bound
until they’re eleven,” Louise pointed out. She abruptly smiled with
forced cheer. “Now, let’s talk about something positive. What kind
of cake did you want for your birthday?”

“I wanted a coconut cream pie, remember?”
James had already told her his preference eight times but he now
realized why she had been so distracted.

“Oh, yeah,” Louise said. “I remember now. And
you wanted strawberry ice cream, too.”

“I wanted mud pie ice cream,” James corrected
her.

“That’s right,” Louise acknowledged. “I was
just testing you to see if you remembered what you had already told
me.”

Beth and Tim threw James sympathetic
looks.

“I’m going to lie down and take a quick nap
before I start dinner. If I’m still asleep at six, why don’t you
wake me up?” Louise said.

“Sure, Grandma,” James said.

“Okay. You guys run along and have fun,”
Louise said.

When she retired to her room, Beth regarded
James with commiseration.

“I’m so sorry about your curse,” she
said.

“That’s okay. I’m glad I’m finally going to
get my powers,” James said.

“Don’t worry. That curse doesn’t sound like
too big a deal,” Tim said, “unless your grandmother is lying about
your parents dying because of it.”

“That’s a terrible thing to say!” Beth
exclaimed with outrage.

“It’s okay,” James said weakly. “I should
consider the possibilities.”

“There’s no reason why your grandmother would
lie to you,” Beth said.

“Unless the curse will remain active for the
rest of your life,” Tim said.

“She would have just told him if that was the
truth,” Beth said.

“You saw how reluctant she was to tell him
about the curse at all,” Tim pointed out.

“Let’s stop talking about curses,” Beth said
forcefully. “It won’t do us any good.”

“We should be prepared,” Tim said.

“James, I’ll bet you’re so excited that
you’ll be able to finally start practicing magic. You’ve been
memorizing and practicing spells so you’re all prepared,” Beth
said.

“I’m looking forward to it,” James said.

He couldn’t take his mind off the curse or
his powers that were about to become unbound. The evening dragged
slowly until it was finally time to go to bed. James lay down
beneath the sheets and tried to fall asleep. Unfortunately, it was
difficult to do so. Finally, it seemed he’d just dozed off when he
abruptly awakened. A pleasant, giddy sensation coursed through his
body as though he’d just drunk three cups of coffee. He sat up and
flinched when his bedroom light turned on. The window abruptly
slammed open while his closet door and bedroom door burst open.
James let out a startled yelp and jumped out of bed. His
grandmother stumbled into the room in her blue nightgown looking
disoriented and panicked.

She blinked rapidly at him and she adopted a
faraway look, which he realized meant she was reading the energy in
the room. Louise smiled cheerfully at him but also looked
puzzled.

“Your powers have awakened,” she said. “It’s
strange because you’ve got them exactly twelve hours too early.”
She furrowed her brows with concentration and snapped her fingers
with realization. “Of course! You were born at 4:07 in the morning
rather than in the evening! I got the timing a bit mixed up. Happy
Birthday, James!”

“Why did the window and the doors pop open?”
James asked.

“It appears you have a proclivity towards
that kind of spell,” she said, “and perhaps turning on electrical
appliances. As I said, your powers are unstable because they’ve
been ready to be used but bound and trapped by the curse.”

“Oh.”

“I’ll need your help. Every window and door
in the house has opened and we need to get them shut and locked so
we can get back to bed,” Louise told him.


Chapter 2

James smiled exuberantly as he stepped into
the kitchen where his grandmother was preparing chocolate chip
pancakes for breakfast. Louise hummed cheerfully to herself as she
removed two of the pancakes from the skillet and set them on a
large platter on the blue Formica countertop.

“Good morning, James,” Louise said
amiably.

“Good morning, Grandma.”

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Great!” James said enthusiastically.

Without warning, all of the cupboard doors in
the kitchen and the refrigerator doors swung open by themselves.
Louise yelped in surprise then her alarmed gaze shifted back to her
grandson.

“James, you can’t go to school today,” she
said.

“I’m not sick though,” he said.

“You’re not well. Your body needs to adjust
to your powers. They’ve been bound by the curse so it will take
longer than it does for other wizards,” Louise said.

“Ms. MacKenna was going to have a birthday
party for me today,” James protested.

“She’ll have to postpone it until tomorrow,”
Louise said firmly. “It’s too dangerous for you to attend school in
your condition.”

“What condition? I feel fine,” James said
sullenly.

“You can’t hide your powers from humans if
doors are opening by themselves all the time,” Louise said.

“Why does that keep happening anyway?” James
asked.

“As you already know, wizards usually have
the ability to cast one magical spell without practice or the need
to make an enchantment ahead of time. Your ability seems to be an
opening spell, which is very unusual. You also have an unlocking
spell built into it, which is also unusual since those spells
usually have to be cast separately. Last night, all of the windows
and the doors were locked but your ability unlocked and opened them
throughout the entire house.”

“Does that mean I have strong powers?” James
asked.

“Yours are definitely above average, but
you’ll find many people with stronger talents unless you dedicate
yourself to strengthening your talent,” Louise said. “Magic is like
any other ability. To become better and stronger, you’ll need to
practice.”

“That’s fine with me,” James said.

“While your body is adjusting, you shouldn’t
be practicing your powers excessively or it will take longer to
gain control,” Louise said. “You should take it easy for a few
days.”

“I don’t want to wait,” James said.

“You’ve waited a couple of years, young man,
I think you can wait just a bit longer,” Louise said sternly. “Now,
sit down and have some breakfast.”

“Okay,” James said sullenly.

Louise flicked her wrist and three pancakes
drifted up from the platter and dropped onto a plate, which drifted
over to James at the kitchen table and set itself down in front of
him. He smeared some butter and then poured syrup over them.

“Thank you for making chocolate chip
pancakes,” James said.

“You’re welcome. It’s your birthday and I
want you to have a special day,” Louise said. “I already called
your school and let them know you are sick.”

“I’ll be fine to go to school, tomorrow,
right?” James asked.

“We’ll see,” Louise said vaguely as she
turned her attention back to the pancakes.

James stabbed at the pancake on his plate and
wished he didn’t have to miss the birthday party at school. He felt
a sudden pressure in his forehead as all the cupboard doors burst
open. One of the doors had loose hinges and it dropped down onto
the edge of the bowl of pancake batter, causing the bowl to fly
into the air in James’ direction. A large portion of the batter
sprayed his face, chest and legs as well as the floor. James froze
in shock then wiped a bunch of the goop off his face.

“It has begun,” Louise whispered loudly.

“What do you mean?” James asked with disgust
as the batter slowly dribbled down his neck, arms, and clothes.

“The Kafka curse. Your bad luck!” Louise
exclaimed.

“I’m in for a long year,” James said
wearily.

“It’ll be nineteen years before your bad luck
becomes dormant again,” Louise said.

“There’s something I can do to get rid of
it,” James said.

“I can’t tell you that until you’re
eighteen,” Louise said fretfully.

She wrung her hands nervously and picked up
the white, plastic mixing bowl that had fallen to the floor. James
went to the bathroom to change out of his soiled clothes and into a
clean pair of jeans and a blue tee shirt. By the time he returned
to the kitchen, Louise had cleaned up the mess on the table and
floor.

“Now you know why I’ve been telling you to be
more careful,” Louise said.

“There’s nothing I could have done to prevent
that accident,” James pointed out.

“No,” Louise said fretfully. “However, you’ll
find opportunities to prevent accidents in the future. Believe
me.”

“I’ll be careful.”

“That’s a good boy,” Louise said cheerfully.
“Why don’t you watch some television?”

James went to the living room and sat down on
the long couch facing the television. Princess was curled up on the
other end of the couch. She lifted her head and gazed suspiciously
at James before leaping off the couch and dashing out of the room.
He returned to the kitchen to tell his grandmother about this
strange behavior.

“I’m afraid that’s part of the Kafka curse.
It makes animals nervous. You’ll get used to it, dear,” she
said.

James seriously doubted he’d ever become
accustomed to Princess running away from him whenever she saw him.
He settled down on the couch again to watch television. He jerked
his attention away from it when his grandmother walked breezily
toward the front door.

“Where are you going?” James asked
swiftly.

“Out to get your chocolate peanut butter pie
and some pizza for dinner,” Louise said.

“I wanted coconut cream pie,” James said.

“Oh, yes!” Louise exclaimed and snapped her
fingers. “That’s right! Don’t worry! I’ll get the right thing!”

“I can go with you.” James leapt up from the
couch and headed for the front door.

“No, you can’t leave the house. Your powers
are adjusting.”

“I’ll be fine,” James said.

“No, I insist. You need to stay here.” Louise
eyed him sternly.

“Are you sure you should leave me alone on
the first day of my curse?” James asked pointedly.

“All right.” Louise’s gaze roved the room as
if searching for hidden dangers. “You can come with me to the
grocery store.”

Louise took him to Publix in her silver
Toyota Camry. She kept glancing nervously at him as if expecting
something. She nabbed a cart as they entered the grocery store and
headed directly for the bakery. She made her way to the display
case where one of the bakers noticed her and asked if he could
assist her in any way. The baker was a short, portly man wearing a
white uniform.

“I’m here to pick up an order of a coconut
cream pie,” Louise said.

“What was your name?” the baker asked.

“Louise Kafka.”

“Let me check here,” the baker said.

He went over to the holding area and looked
over the desserts.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t see anything,” he
said.

“That’s not possible. I ordered it almost a
week ago,” Louise said in a panic-stricken voice.

“Let me check through the orders to see if I
can find anything,” the man said apologetically. He shuffled
through a file of papers but shook his head slowly. “There’s no
record of your order here.”

“How can this be?” Louise said in a
high-pitched, squeaky voice.

James shuffled nervously at her side and his
face flushed in embarrassment as nearby shoppers turned to see what
the commotion was all about. He felt a brief pressure in his
forehead just before all of the glass refrigerator and freezer
doors in the bakery shopping area swung open. One of the doors
smacked a thin, elderly woman in the rear end as she slowly ambled
forward. She yelped in surprise as did the employees who had been
previously gawking at Louise. Nearby shoppers and the employees
gazed at the open doors with bewilderment. A couple of people began
closing the doors.

“My grandson had his heart set on a coconut
cream pie,” Louise said.

“We make them fresh daily. There are three
left in the cooler over there,” the baker said, pointing across the
room to the display near the entrance of the bakery.

“I only need two,” Louise said before pushing
her cart over to the display cooler.

“Why didn’t he just say that in the first
place?” James murmured in a low voice.

Louise ignored him and smiled with relief
when she gazed down at the coconut cream pies. She picked two of
them and placed them in her cart.

“It looks like you had nothing to worry
about,” Louise said. “Do you feel better now, honey?”

“I wasn’t worried,” James said.

“You don’t need to pretend with me. Feelings
are natural,” Louise said airily. “Let’s go over to the ice
cream.”

They had just turned down the appropriate
aisle when James spotted the principal of his school, Charles Pratt
slowly heading towards them. A cold dread washed over James as he
realized he would probably be recognized. Mr. Pratt was a short,
pudgy man with black hair, brown eyes, a stubby nose, and a
permanent frown of disapproval on his face. He was extremely strict
with the uncanny ability to catch anyone who played hooky.

“That’s my principal!” James whispered
urgently to his grandmother.

“Mr. Pratt! Of course, I recognize him,”
Louise said. “Let’s go over and say hi.”

“Grandma! I’m supposed to be at school,
remember?”

“Oh, dear. He’s heading right for us,” Louise
said. “I need to create a diversion.”

She furrowed her brows with concentration.
Abruptly, the package of broccoli in Mr. Pratt’s cart leapt out and
hit the floor. Mr. Pratt grumbled moodily as he stooped down to
pick up the vegetables.

“Quick, go!” Louise said.

James didn’t need to be told twice. He
swiftly turned the corner and his grandmother followed close
behind. She accidentally rammed into him and knocked him down. As
he picked himself up off the floor, Louise peeked around the corner
and yelped with alarm.

“He’s coming! We need to hurry down this
aisle before he sees you.”

James dashed down the aisle and peeked just
in time to see Mr. Pratt turn the corner. It looked like he was
going to go straight but he abruptly halted then looked in the
direction James was standing. James quickly ducked behind the
corner before he could be seen. He peeked cautiously from the floor
and saw Mr. Pratt heading down the aisle toward him with a look of
deliberation on his face. James couldn’t believe the rotten luck,
but had to remind himself that he should be expecting situations
like this because of the Kafka curse. He ran down the aisle,
turned, and walked swiftly half a dozen rows before turning again.
He walked briskly down the aisle and wondered where his grandmother
had gone.

James reached the end of the aisle and looked
back. He gasped in astonishment when Mr. Pratt appeared. The
elementary principal was walking swiftly and looked like he was
going to pass right by but abruptly halted at the last minute and
turned. James leapt around the corner before he could be seen. A
couple of shoppers threw him disgruntled looks as they walked by.
James peeked around the corner from the floor where it was unlikely
Mr. Pratt would be looking. He was dismayed to find that the
principal was heading right for him. James groaned softly with
anguish. He couldn’t believe this! Surely the family curse wasn’t
bringing him this much bad luck!

James dashed down the aisle parallel to the
one Mr. Pratt was taking. He quickly reached the end and turned to
look down the one he’d just left. Mr. Pratt was swiftly walking
away from him down the aisle. He abruptly halted and turned to look
behind him. James managed to duck back around the corner and
wondered if Mr. Pratt was turning the cart and making his way
toward him again. His heart beat wildly in his chest and anxiety
made him want to flee from the store. He bent down and peeked to
find Mr. Pratt standing at the far end, gazing thoughtfully in his
direction. James ducked his head back and ran halfway across the
store before turning down another aisle. He wished he could find
his grandmother. Mr. Pratt was certain to find him at any moment.
James had memorized an invisibility spell and decided it was time
to use it.

He could feel the magic bubbling inside him
and prepared to use some of it. He had never had the opportunity to
work with magic before so he wasn’t certain if he could control it.
James brushed aside his doubts and cast the spell. He looked down
at his arms, which slowly faded until he was no longer visible. For
some reason, he felt the remaining store of magic in him burst out.
Fatigue made him suddenly weak and the cash register drawers opened
as well as the automatic doors. Out of the corner of his eyes,
James saw a blue flash of light. He turned to see what it was but
there was nothing there. James flinched when Mr. Pratt turned the
corner beside him. James hastily leapt to the side to avoid being
hit by the principal’s cart.

Mr. Pratt raced by him, but abruptly halted
and then slowly turned as if sensing him. James couldn’t believe
that even now, he was unable to evade Mr. Pratt. James turned and
fled to search for his grandmother. Soon, he found her in the
bakery.

“Grandma, we have to go,” he said.

“James? Where are you?” Louise asked.

“I’m invisible.”

“How did that happen?” Louise asked
sharply.

“I had to make myself invisible because Mr.
Pratt keeps finding me,” James said.

“That’s because he’s a psychic. He can sense
when something is wrong.”

“How do you know that?” James asked in
astonishment.

“Everyone knows.”

“I never heard about that before.”

“All wizards know. I guess parents don’t tell
their kids about it,” Louise said.

Suddenly, Mr. Pratt entered the bakery and
made a beeline for her.

“Do I know you?” Mr. Pratt said.

“Yes, we’ve met at parent-teacher conferences
a couple of times,” Louise said.

“I’m Mr. Pratt, the principal of Gulf Gate
Elementary.”

“I’m Louise, James Kafka’s grandmother.”

“James. You called in to the office and






































































cover.jpg
THE BAD LUCK
CURSE

THE KAFKA LEGACY SERIES
) BOOK 1 '

Jason Flanigan





