

[image: image]




[image: image]




Dedication

For my siblings,

for always appreciating my valentines

For Andrea,

my amazing agent

and for Mabel,

my magnificent editor, who planted the first

teeny seed and believed that I could make magic.

There’s no one more magical than you!

—K.M.

To Yvonne—we don’t call it a storm.

—Z.S.
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1

A Magician’s Box

Squirt!

I squeeze a big glob of glue onto my Valentine’s Day box. Then I pour a million gazillion rainbow sparkles on the glue glob. Ooh-la-laddie! It’s so fancy!

It is three days before the big Valentine’s Day party. My first-grade class is decorating our Valentine’s Day boxes. All the valentines that I get from my classmates will go in this box. My box will be extra magical, just like me!

I am Bessie Lee. Gramma calls me Gah Yee, my Chinese name. Bailey, my ten-year-old sister, calls me annoying. And everyone calls me teeny. Because I am teeny. I am the teeniest at the restaurant tables. I am the teeniest at the movie theater. Most of all, I am the teeniest in my class and in my family.

Sometimes I call myself Teeny Houdini. That’s because I’m magic. Just like the greatest magician of all time, Harry Houdini. I am magic, for real. I made myself disappear at our fall talent show. Also, I have a magic hat, a magic wand, a special magic cape, and a real bunny, Baby Rabbit. Plus, Gramma gave me a book, Abracadabra: Magic for Kids. It’s full of magic tricks. Bailey helps me practice them if I beg her enough.
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Everyone likes my magic . . . Mom, Daddy, Gramma, Bailey, Baby Rabbit, Ms. Stoltz, and my friend Ella. The only one who doesn’t is . . . Margo.

Margo sits right next to me. She always tattles on me. Bailey says my teacher must have a funny sense of humor to put me and Margo next to each other in class. I don’t think it’s funny. Margo and I are opposites. Opposites means you are not the same AT ALL!

Right now, Margo’s making a heart on her pink Valentine’s Day box out of glue. She squeezes itty-bitty dots. Just one dot at a time. Just like Ms. Stoltz said. Margo always follows the rules.
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My box has different-colored paper hearts all over it. I cut and glued them all by myself. And then I stuck streamers everywhere. And added shiny stickers.

“Ta-da! A magician’s box!” I yell.

Ella comes over to look.

“It’s awesome!” she says.

“It just needs one more thing . . . ,” I tell her.

But I am out of glue. I look back at Ella’s desk to see if she has any left.

“Look at your box, Ella! I love it!” I say.

Ella colored her box turquoise, her favorite color. There are brown puff balls on the top. Each puff ball has a sprinkle of brown sparkles on it. I point to a puff ball.

“Those look like the chocolate snacks your mom packs you,” I say.

“Yeah!” Ella says. “My mamãe makes the best brigadeiros. They’re my favorite!”

Brigadeiros are Brazilian dessert balls. They are chocolate, chewy, and covered all over with chocolate sprinkles!

“Yummy,” I say. I lick my lips.
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I hope snack time is soon. But I have to finish my box first!

“Can I borrow your glue, please?” I ask.

“You bet,” Ella says, passing it to me.

I squeeze another glob of glue onto my box.

Oops. I squeezed too much out by accident. I pour purple sparkles on top. That’s better!

Margo turns toward my box.

“That is not a dot!” Margo scolds.

“Yes, it is. It’s a big dot,” I say.

She shoots her hand straight into the air. She is trying to tattle on me.

But Ms. Stoltz walks right past us to the front of the room. Phew. She rings the teacher’s bell. Ding. Ding.

“It’s time to clean up. Then, let’s all find a carpet spot,” Ms. Stoltz says. “I have exciting news to share with you all.”

I make my ears real big. I smile big, too, so she knows I cannot wait to hear the exciting news.

Soon, Ms. Stoltz is counting down.

“Five . . . four . . . three . . . ,” she begins. We are supposed to be sitting at a carpet spot by “zero.”

I make it just in time. But Margo slides into my spot next to Ella!

“Hey!” I say.

“I saved that for Bessie,” Ella says.

“Saving seats is against the rules,” Margo says. She sits crisscross-applesauce.

“Bessie, Margo’s right. Find another seat, please,” Ms. Stoltz says.

Margo smiles. She sticks her chin up and flips her hair.

I squeeze in between Gorkem and Chris. Good thing I am teeny because there is not a lot of room.

“Hey, who’s that?!” Chris asks.

He looks at a boy sitting between Ms. Stoltz and Brayden. The boy has black hair, like me. But I can’t see his face. He is looking down at his hands.

[image: image]

“Is he new?” Whitney asks. The whole class is looking at the new boy next to her now. The pretty beads in her braids jingle as she turns to say, “Hi, I’m Whitney.” Whitney is so nice. She always smiles and says hi to everyone.

But the boy keeps looking down.

“Is he in our class for good?” Ella asks.

Ms. Stoltz puts her finger over her lips. This means we have to be quiet.

I use my fingers to “zip my lips,” like Bailey always tells me to do.

Ms. Stoltz says, “I have two bits of exciting news! First, we have a new student. This is Jae Jin Kwon. He would like us to call him Jae. Right?”

Ms. Stoltz turns to face the new boy. His head is still down. But he nods.

“Great!” says Ms. Stoltz. “We’re so happy you’re a part of our class! Friends, let’s all make him feel welcome. Can we all say hi to Jae?”

“Hi, Jae,” we all say together.

Jae gives a small wave. He still does not look up.
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Maybe he is shy and scared. Just like me last year. I was new and had no friends yet.

“My second bit of news is about Valentine’s Day,” Ms. Stoltz says.

“YAY!” I shout. I cannot wait for Valentine’s Day.

Ms. Stoltz smiles at me. She says, “Yes, Valentine’s Day is only three days away. Our party on Monday is going to be extra special. We are going to give each other secret valentines this year.”

Secret valentines? Ooh-la-laddie!

What is a secret valentine?!
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2

A Special Task

At the carpet, Ms. Stoltz reads us a story. This one is about a grumpy bear and a gigantic box of chocolates and a secret valentine.

Margo sits tall and straight. She is still like a statue. Ella leans on her elbows, but she is being a good listener, too. I bounce-bounce-bounce in my seat. It is hard to sit still.

She reads a lot more pages. Finally, the story is over. Ms. Stoltz asks, “So, what makes a valentine special? What is a valentine really about?”

Margo raises her hand. She says a lot of things. But I am looking at Jae. He is not listening, either. He is picking the fuzz off the carpet. Why is he all the way in the back? Did he move when Ms. Stoltz started reading the story? He looks so sad.
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I try to move back so I can say, Hi! I’m Bessie! I’ll be your friend. I start to shuffle. But Ms. Stoltz stops me. She touches my knee. She makes her lips go in a straight line. So I stay still.

Ms. Stoltz continues speaking. “For Valentine’s Day this year, we are going to do something different. We will give class valentines AND one special valentine. Just like in the book. And you cannot tell anyone who your secret valentine is. We will not worry about who gave us what. We will focus on the message that we write to our secret valentine.

“You’ll find out your secret valentine during Choice Time. I’ll call you over one by one. Then, you’ll pick a name out of a hat.”

When it is Choice Time, we get to choose what activity we want to play.

Ella runs over to me.

“Whitney wants to play talent show again. You can show us a new magic trick! Want to join us?” Ella asks.

“I do!” I say. “But I want to play with Jae today. Next time!”

I walk super-duper fast to the Play-Doh center. I follow the rules. I do not run.

Gorkem, Brayden, Chris, and Jae are at the table already. And . . . so is Margo.

Everyone is playing with Play-Doh. But Jae is not. He’s reading a big-kid book. It has no pictures! He must be smart.

“Hi! I’m Bessie!” I say.

Jae looks up at me. Then he looks back down at his book. He does not say hi back.
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I plop down onto a chair. No one took the purple Play-Doh. Hooray! I grab it and smush it in my hands.

“He doesn’t talk,” Brayden says. He makes a pepperoni pizza out of red, orange, and yellow Play-Doh. Then he puts it over his face. “I am Pizza Man! I have cheese power!”

The boys and I giggle. Jae does not.

“That’s gross,” Margo says. “It’s not supposed to go on your face.” Brayden sticks his tongue out at Margo. But he takes the pizza off his face.

Margo rolls her eyes. She’s hogging all the pink Play-Doh.

I try to talk to Jae again.

“Jae, what’s your favorite color?” I ask. I shape my Play-Doh into a bunny, just like Baby Rabbit. Except Baby Rabbit is white and brown. Not purple.

Jae does not answer. He looks at Margo’s pink Play-Doh. Then he hides his face in his book.

“He doesn’t talk,” Brayden says. “Remember?”

“I don’t think he speaks English,” Margo says. “Try another language.”

“I speak Turkish!” Gorkem says. “Merhaba, Jae. Merhaba is hello.”

Jae turns to Gorkem. He opens his mouth. But doesn’t say anything. Then he hides his face in his book again.

“You try, Bessie,” Margo says. “I bet you speak the same language.”

“Why?” I ask.

“You know,” Margo says, “because you look the same.” She looks at me. And then at Jae.

“I thought he was in your family,” she says. “You really look the same!”

I look at Jae. We do not look the same. Except for our hair color.
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Jae still doesn’t move.

“We do not,” I say.

Chris looks at me and says, “I don’t think you look the same.”

“Me either,” Brayden says.

“Me either,” Gorkem says.

Jae still says nothing.

Margo shrugs her shoulders. “Where are you really from, anyway, Bessie?”

“Here!” I say. “Where are you from, Margo?” I ask.

“Here,” Margo says. She rolls her eyes again.

“Stop, Margo,” I say. I look right at her
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