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CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

MY friend, Marty Broomstagle, and I clustered around the sink in the old science lab with the other sixth grade students.

For our project each group needed to pick up a small dish, three tiny bottles of food coloring, and a cotton swab with dish soap dabbed on one end. We shuffled across scarred wooden floors as we jockeyed for supplies. Back at our seats we opened our books for today’s lesson.

The substitute teacher, Mr. Jymfitzle, walked around and poured a couple of tablespoons of milk on each dish. “Add a drop of food coloring into your milk close to the center. Write what you think will happen if you touch the cotton swab with the dish soap into the center.”

Following the directions, we each touched our swabs to the milk and watched as colors burst and moved around the liquid.

Marty tossed a couple pinches of dirt from his pocket onto the milk and food coloring mixture in the dish and swirled it. The milk turned deep purple and smelled nasty. “Hey, David! Have a taste of grape milk.”

“Ew. Weird. No way. I prefer plain milk to that junk.” I laughed.

Mr. Jymfitzle sat on a tall stool near Marty and me. “Now that you’ve seen what happens, write a paragraph about it.”

We wrote quickly and then closed our notebooks. Some students watched to see if the teacher was looking before a few dipped pencils into their mixtures and jabbed each other.

Mr. Jymfitzle held up his hand. “Stop. If you are finished writing, have one student from each group bring your dishes to the sink. Pour out the milk mixture. Then rinse and stack them on the side. Be very careful when you clean up, class.”

“Hurry up, Marty,” I said, “or we’ll be late for lunch.”

I nudged him with my elbow, hitting his hand that was holding the dish. His fingers let go. The dish sailed upward and then tilted as it fell. Dark milk spilled, as Marty’s hands fumbled to catch it. Liquid splashed the science teacher’s neck and white lab coat. The empty container landed beside the teacher.

“Nooo!” The teacher grabbed a handful of paper towels and dabbed at the mess. “Grrr. Worst nightmare….”

I couldn’t hear all of the teacher’s words, but Marty turned white and froze at the sink.

I leaned forward. “Did you say something, Mr. Jymfitzle? I’m sorry about this accident.”

The teacher snorted as he gathered the wet paper towels and dumped them into the wastepaper can.

The bell rang.

“Class dismissed.” The teacher’s eyes blazed as he watched us pick up our books. If it had been possible, I was sure smoke could have come out of his ears in front of his curling gray hair.

I grasped Marty’s arm. “Let’s go.”

“Wait. Shouldn’t we finish cleaning up?” Marty wiped stained hands on a paper towel and tossed it into the nearby can. He looked at the teacher and then at me.

“Go.” The teacher pointed to the door and continued to mutter.

I tilted my head. “Did you say something, Mr. Jymfitzle?”

He glared. “David Gonzales and Marty Broomstagle, you should never fool around when there’s a sub. You can be sure I’ll leave a note for your teacher.” He shook his head and sniffed his lab coat making a face at the smell and the purple stain. “What a mess.”

We ran out of the room and down the hall to our lockers.

“Wow, Mr. Jymfitzle is bonkers. I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to bump you.” I crammed my books into the top of my locker, pulled out my lunch bag, and then slammed the door.

Marty had opened his locker and was just staring into it.

“Marty?”

“What?” He shook his head and dropped his books. His foot pawed the floor.

One minute I saw a twelve-year-old boy The next a midnight-blue unicorn stood in his place with books on the floor beneath him.

“Holy cow, you’re a unicorn!” I fell against my locker in shock, relieved that no one else was in the hallway. I shoved Marty’s books into his locker and slammed it shut. Next I pushed him through nearby double doors and into the auditorium, which was empty because the students were at lunch. “We have to find somewhere you can hide. Come on.”

We stumbled up steps onto the stage. I helped paint scenery for plays and knew there were storage rooms with props that were rarely used. We headed behind several large screens and sets that were being painted for the upcoming school play. No one would be there until after school.

I opened a door in the back, but it was partially blocked by a portable blackboard and a couple of chairs. Pushing those aside, I yanked Marty’s iridescent mane and pulled him into the storage room. Chests and dusty props were piled high, and old torn curtains draped over several chairs.

“Marty, what happened? I know your Uncle Zef said your family can change magically into unicorns on Halloween, but why now and here?” I shook my head and walked back and forth in front of Marty. “With my luck you probably can’t talk. Hopefully, you can understand me.”

“I can understand you and I can talk.” Marty tried to sit on a chair but only succeeded in knocking it over. “Calm down, David. I’m the one with the problem, not you. Mr. Jymfitzle said he wished I would become my worst nightmare. How could he do this? Is he a wizard or what?”

“Shh! We don’t want anyone to find you.” I looked around for a better hiding place. Pulling a few chairs from the wall, I took the old curtain and draped it over Marty’s back.

He sneezed. “Ew. That stinks.”

“Stand back by the wall and put your head down. Let’s hang this hat over your horn between your ears.” I settled a cowboy hat on his head and tied it snuggly underneath. “That’ll hide your gold horn. It will be bad enough if people realize you’re a small horse.”

I sat on the floor beside him. “Here, I’ll share my lunch with you.” Two sandwiches, a candy bar, and an apple later, I collected the garbage and stood. “I’ll be here at the end of the day. Don’t leave this room and keep quiet.”

“Yay, no class,” Marty said. “I guess that’s one good thing about this. I still can’t believe I’m a dark blue unicorn. We’ve always been white ones. How can we get Mr. Jymfitzle to fix this?”

“I don’t know. I’ll stop by his classroom and talk to him. See you later.” I hurried out of the storage room and went to my classes. I hoped Mr. Jymfitzle would be is in his room after school.

At the end of the day the bell rang. I headed to the science room, knocked, and opened the door. The teacher was putting on his coat to leave. My eyes widened. His face was purple.

“Mr. Jymfitzle, are you okay?”

“No, I don’t feel well.” He sighed. “What do you need, David?”

“Ah, Marty isn’t well either, sir. In fact he’s not himself at all. He thinks it had to do with what you said to him.”

“Doubtful. He must’ve added something to the milk mixture that wasn’t supposed to be there. Then he spilled it on me. It’s probably what is making us ill. We need to drink plenty of water and get a good night’s sleep. Goodbye.” Mr. Jymfitzle ushered me out of the classroom and then left the building.

I stopped at our lockers for my coat and books and Marty’s things, and then shoved them in my backpack. I had to get him home. Hopefully, his parents would know what to do.

At the storage room, I eased open the door. “Psst!” I whispered. “Marty?”

Walking toward the snoring that came from the back by the wall, I noticed his horn glow through the cowboy hat like a personal nightlight.

“Marty, wake up. We have to get you home.”

He raised his head and looked at me with half-open eyes. “David? I had the strangest dream.”

“You can tell me on the way home. Let’s get out of here before they come for play practice. We can’t let anyone see you like this.”

I straightened his hat and adjusted the old drape over his back. After putting on my coat, I opened the door and looked around the stage.

“Let’s take one of the side exits. Once we’re outside, I’ll get on you and we can run to your house.”

I led Marty to the exit.

As soon as the door opened, an alarm rang.
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CHAPTER 2

 

 

 

OH, no! I had forgotten about the alarms.

Holding onto Marty’s mane, I pulled myself onto his back and struggled not to slide off. “Run!”

Yells and honks filled the air, as we dodged cars and busses leaving the school. I leaned close to Marty’s head as we sped toward the outskirts of the town where his family lived. Without a saddle, I bounced up and down.

We turned down a gravel road and approached his farmhouse. We stopped at the broad porch that wrapped around three sides of the white building. I slid off Marty and ran up the steps.

“Mr. Broomstagle, we need your help!”

Marty clattered up the steps, shook off the old drapes, and stood beside me. His hat was perched on the tip of his gold horn.

Mrs. Broomstagle opened the door. Mr. Broomstagle was behind her. Their eyes grew large as they saw the midnight-blue unicorn beside me.

“Marty?” Mrs. Broomstagle squeaked. She opened the door wide to allow us to enter.

Mr. Broomstagle looked up and down the street as we walked inside. “Were you followed?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know. We ran here as fast as we could. This happened to Marty right after science class. He hid in a storage room until we could leave.”

Mr. Broomstagle crossed his arms and frowned at Marty. “Son, what did you do?”

Marty shook off the cowboy hat and hung his head. “Nothing, really. We were mixing up milk and food coloring to see how it changed and moved around in the milk. Then we cleaned up.”

I tapped Marty’s long, unicorn neck. “Wait, you added some dirt and mixed that in, too. It stank and turned purple. When it spilled onto Mr. Jymfitzle, he got mad. I saw him after school. His face had turned the same color of purple.”

His mom gasped. “Marty, where did you get that dirt?”

“Uh, from the barn. On Dad’s workbench. I thought it was sawdust or something. It had a sparkle to it, so I thought it’d be fun to use in school. Maybe sprinkle it around to make kids think it was magical.”

Marty’s parents looked at each other and frowned.

Mr. Broomstagle cleared his throat. “There are things you don’t know, son. One of them is the fact that I was trying to figure out why we are unicorns only on Halloween. I was hoping to discover if the dirt that Zefron gave me from his trip to the magical land of Faire Haven would make us be unicorns on other days. He told me unicorns lived there. He wasn’t sure if they were like us or not. Could they change into humans, if they were here?”

He paused to glance at me. “David, Zefron said you traveled there and know about us. This information must be kept secret. If this world knew, we’d be in trouble, sold to a circus or even experimented on. We can’t allow that to happen.”

I nodded. “I understand completely. Your secret is safe with me.”

Mrs. Broomstagle moved a few chairs around and closed the curtains. “Marty, would you like to stay here or in the barn?”

Marty raised his head and moaned. “Not the barn, Mom.”

“Fine. You can sleep in the living room.” She sighed and shook her head. “Oh, Marty, why are you always getting into mischief?” She wiped tears from her eyes.

Mr. Broomstagle put his arm around his wife. “We’ll fix him, Connie.”

She nodded. “I hope so.”

“Your dirt must work, huh, Mr. Broomstagle?” My eyes lit up at the thought of the magic that dirt must possess.

He scratched his head. “Yes, but why is he dark blue?”

I turned to Marty. “Maybe it’s the food coloring. We had red, blue, and a small bit of yellow. I dumped all except the blue into the milk. Marty, you added that. Did you spill any blue food coloring or milk on your hands when the dish dumped on Mr. Jymfitzle?”

“Yeah. Some purple milk spilled on me, so I wiped my hands on paper towels before we left class.” Marty looked at his dad. “You can fix this, right?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know how long it will last. It should wear off at some point.”

Marty moaned. “Do I have to stay like this? Can’t you change me back, now?”

“How much of the dirt did you use?”

Marty’s head drooped. “Just a couple of pinches.”

“Then you’ll probably be okay by morning. I hope.” Mr. Broomstagle scratched his head. “I’ll go out to my workbench and check on how much dirt is left. David, call your parents and let them know you’re here. I can drive you home shortly.”

A few minutes later Mr. B returned from the barn and stood in front of Marty. “You’re in luck, son. You did only take a small bit of the dirt. Maybe this will teach you to stay out of things you don’t know anything about.” He patted Marty’s head and then turned to me. “David, you ready to go?”

“Sure.”

We got into Mr. B’s old Ford pickup truck. Driving down the road we chatted about school.

“What was the science teacher’s name, again?”

“He was a sub. Mr. Jymfitzle.”

“Hmm. That name sounds familiar. I think there is a Jymfitzle family or two around here. You said he got sick from the mixture that Marty threw on him?”

I shifted uncomfortably on the seat. “I bumped Marty’s hand that held the dish. The liquid splashed Mr. Jymfitzle’s neck and lab coat. After school his face had turned purple.”

“Huh. Did he look strange in any other way?” Mr. Broomstagle turned onto the road leading to town.

“I don’t think so. Why?” I stared at a purple bird flying toward us
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