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Dedication

To Whoozit,

the prettiest horse I ever loved.
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It was a sunny morning in Shimmer Lake. All the young unicorns were playing in the field during recess. Sparkleton was chasing Willow, who was hunting for pixies. Their friend Gabe was admiring a mushroom that had just sprouted at the base of a tree.

Suddenly, a whinny rang through the air—

“Did you hear?” Rosie asked. She galloped up to her friends. “Dale got his magic!”

“Whoa,” said Zuzu. “What kind of magic?”

“Super-speed magic! He’s off training with the other speed unicorns now.”

“That means Dale will get to perform in the Solstice Parade!” Twinkle said. “Perfect timing! It’s only three days away!”

Every year, the unicorns in Shimmer Lake celebrated the longest day of the year with a parade. Any unicorns who got their powers that year got to show them off in the grand finale at the very end of the parade. It was a really big honor.
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“I’m glad I didn’t get my magic,” Gabe said. “I wouldn’t want to be the grand finale in that parade. What if I messed up?” Then he heaved a big, gusty sigh. “Besides, I’m too busy trying to grow a giant mushroom. And it isn’t going very well.”
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“I hope I get my powers soon,” Britta said cheerfully. “I want to have flower-garden magic.”

“I’m going to get wish-granting magic,” Sparkleton said.

Now, he didn’t know that for sure. You could never really know until you actually got your magic. But Sparkleton wanted wish-granting powers more than anything else in the whole world. He wanted wish-granting powers more than he wanted to watch his big sister, Nella, fall into a smelly bog. And that was a lot.

“Recess is over!” Gramma Una whinnied from across the field. “Gather round, younglings!”
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“What kind of magic do you think I’ll get?” Willow asked as they all trooped back across the field.

Zuzu tilted her head. “Maybe protection magic,” she said. “Because you aren’t afraid of anything.”

That was true. Willow wasn’t afraid of anything . . . not even things she should be afraid of, like heights. And goblins.

“I hope I get confetti magic,” Zuzu said. She pointed her horn across the meadow at some of the older confetti unicorns. They were practicing their magic. Clouds of confetti, glitter, bubbles, and sparks flew up. “Just looking at them cheers me up!”

That was what confetti magic was for—making people happy.

Gabe shuddered. “Blech! That would be my worst nightmare.”
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“Welcome back,” Gramma Una said. “Let’s get to work!”

Class went by in a blur. Sparkleton couldn’t stop thinking about how Dale had gotten his powers. Dale wasn’t much older than Sparkleton. Did that mean Sparkleton was going to get his magic soon? His heart beat faster just thinking about it. He’d have so much fun granting everyone’s wishes—and a few of his own!
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That evening, Sparkleton stared up at the stars instead of sleeping.

I want my magic, he thought. I’m tired of waiting for it. Maybe if I can spot a falling star . . .

Sparkleton had heard that falling stars could grant wishes. But how? What if he found a falling star and ate it? Would that give him wish-granting magic? Could you eat a fallen star? Maybe if you cooked it first . . . Maybe with some nice clover on the side . . .

Sparkleton drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, a loud noise woke him up.

Crash! Crunch! Thud!

Someone was galloping through the woods . . . in his direction!

“Help!” Gabe neighed as he burst into the clearing where Sparkleton’s family lived. Sparkleton had never seen him look so excited—or so alarmed!
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“Whazza?” Gramma Una said, shaking her head and standing up from her grassy bed. “Gabe, are you okay?”

“Oh—” Gabe said, looking around. He seemed to come back to himself. His ears flopped down, his mouth drooped into a frown, and even his mane and tail seemed to sag. “Oh no,” he said gloomily. “I woke you guys up.”

“What happened?” Nella asked. She nudged Gabe with her nose. “Hey, you smell different,” she said. “Like . . . like birthday cake sprinkles and the smoke from fireworks.”
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Gabe’s ears went flat back on his head. “Sparkleton,” he said, “I need to talk to you in private.”

Sparkleton and Nella looked at each other. Sparkleton swished his tail in a unicorn shrug. It was his way of saying I have no idea.

Gabe led Sparkleton to his mushroom cave. By the time they got there, Gabe looked like he was about to cry.

“Something terrible has happened,” Gabe said. Sparkleton’s eyes went wide.

“I . . .” He gulped loudly and then went on:
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Sparkleton couldn’t believe it.

“This is great news!” he said. He rushed over and bumped shoulders with Gabe in a unicorn hug.

Gabe didn’t bump back. In fact, he almost fell over. Then he gave a miserable sniffle.
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“Wait,” Sparkleton said. “Why are you sad?”

“It’s confetti magic,” Gabe said.

“Oh mud!” Sparkleton said.

Gabe whinnied. “Now I have to make confetti in front of everyone at the Solstice Parade!”
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Confetti magic was all about making people happy, which usually meant being happy. All the confetti unicorns Sparkleton had ever met were cheerful, silly, happy unicorns.

Gabe, on the other hand . . .

“I hate everything,” Gabe said. “Here, watch this.” He squeezed his eyes closed. A single, sad piece of confetti flew out of his horn.

Splat. It hit Sparkleton square on the nose. Sparkleton winced. The confetti was cold and damp. It did not make Sparkleton feel happy. It made him feel like there was a slug on his nose.
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“This cannot be my actual unicorn magic,” Gabe said. “Sparkleton, I think there’s been a terrible mistake.”

“You’re in luck! Terrible mistakes are my specialty!” a voice said from the mouth of the cave. Sparkleton turned to see Willow peering in the entrance.

“I heard your voices,” she said. “What’s going on? Gabe looks even gloomier than usual.”

Sparkleton and Gabe explained the situation.

“I’m not sure if it’s a mistake,” Willow said. “I’m not sure magic can make mistakes.” She tilted her head. “But you’re right about one thing,” she added.

“What?” Gabe said.
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“Ugh,” Gabe said. “I hate when other unicorns stare at me. Maybe I can run away and live with the goblins.” His ears pricked. “They probably don’t even know what parades are.”

“I love this plan,” Willow said. She pranced with excitement.

“Listen,” Sparkleton told Gabe, “maybe it’s not as bad as you think. Why don’t you come out of the cave and give us another demonstration right now? I bet you’ll get it this time.”

Gabe sighed. “Okay,” he said as he walked out of the cave. “But you aren’t going to like it.”

“Gabe,” Willow said once they were in the field, “can you make me some fireworks?”

“I’ll try,” Gabe said. He pointed his horn at the air above Willow. He closed his eyes. “FireworksfireworksFIREWORKS,” he muttered.

Golden, pink, and green fireworks shot out of Gabe’s horn. But instead of lighting up the sky above Willow, they set fire to her mane!

“AGH!” Willow yelled. She dropped to the ground and rolled around to put out the flame.
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“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Gabe yelled.

“Jump in the stream!” Sparkleton shouted. Willow’s mane was still smoking. They galloped to a nearby stream, and Willow stuck her head and neck in.
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Willow pulled her head out of the water.

“I’m fine, Gabe,” she repeated. “Don’t worry.”

“Oh, I’m worried,” Gabe said. “I’m very, very worried. In two days, I’m going to be humiliated in front of every unicorn in Shimmer Lake!”
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Sparkleton didn’t say it out loud, but he thought Gabe was right to be worried.

This wasn’t good.
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