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In loving memory of Nathanael Blue Iliff, whose short life brought a little magic to all who knew him, and to Emmie, Kate, John, and Miriam, who loved him fiercely







Prologue

August 1

To the Headmasters and Headmistresses of Worldwide Schools of Magic

Every Tuesday for three whole months, I’ve left letters in my fireplace asking to join your wizarding schools this fall. Do you know how it feels to be ghosted by not one, not two, but ELEVEN schools of magic? There’s only one possible explanation: Your schools aren’t wheelchair accessible. Can’t you just spell my chair so it has wings or something? Come on, people! Let’s get creative. I’m willing to work with you!

Creatively yours, Lil Evers

PS: If I could bring along my best friend Scoot, that would be awesome. He really needs me.
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August 8

To the Headmasters and Headmistresses of Worldwide Schools of Magic (You know who you are!!)

As of today, I have not received my acceptance letter or my school-supply list. I know what’s going on here. You’re discriminating against me because of my cerebral palsy. You should know my dad is a very, very, very powerful attorney. He will sue you and your school if you don’t send my letter immediately.

Frustratedly yours, Lily Rose Evers
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August 15

To the Most Honorable Headmasters and Headmistresses of Worldwide Schools of Magic

Okay, so Dad isn’t an attorney! He’s a chef. But Mom is a professor of British literature, so that counts for something, right? Even though my parents are Muggles, I’m a very, very fast learner. Also, I studied magic the whole time I was stuck at home with stupid pneumonia last year. Also, if you include summer break, that’s nine whole months, or nearly all of fifth grade. Willow Street Middle starts this month, and I definitely don’t belong there. Please, please, please send my acceptance letter. Please!

Pleadingly yours (XOXO), Lil
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August 22

TO YOU ABLEIST JERKS WHO CONTROL ALL THE MAGIC SCHOOLS

Fine. You obviously don’t plan on sending my acceptance letter. Well, guess what? I don’t care. And second guess what? Scoot and I are starting our own school of magic. The Willow Street School of Magic will accept everyone who loves witchcraft and wizardry. Prepare for a major dip in your enrollment when word gets out.

No longer yours, Lil Evers







Chapter One

I master invisibility—NOT!

With cold October wind on my face, I roll past the graffitied wall, around the dumpsters, and up the trash ramp to Willow Street Middle School. In the distance, two brick smokestacks poke out over the treetops. I’ve thought about those chimneys a bunch in the year since they puffed out their last breaths, but today, I have other things on my mind. Actually, I have a single thought stuck on repeat: Don’t jinx it.

After two clumsy kicks, I pop open the door wide enough to wedge my wheelchair inside. A blast of steamy air rushes over me. Sweat rolls down my face, but I don’t dare break my concentration to jiggle off my jacket.

Shoving my joystick forward, I roll down the B Hall, past rows of broken, rusty lockers and crumbling floor tiles. Two kids, buried in their phones, trip over me. At least a dozen more pass without a word or even a glance in my direction.

Don’t jinx it. Don’t. Jinx. It.

The smell of pancakes and maple syrup floats from the cafeteria. Free breakfast. The one perk of attending the worst school in all of Eden Point, North Carolina. My stomach rumbles, even though I just finished a plate of Dad’s cheesy eggs. C’mon, Lil, focus. Sixty-six days into the school year and you still haven’t figured out invisibility. Don’t let this one get away.

I roll up beside a boy. Not just any boy. Even a sixth-grade newbie like me knows Rom Jacobs, Willow Street Middle football captain. His backpack is slung over one shoulder, and he’s peeling back the wrapper from a granola bar. Rom stuffs half the bar in his mouth and speeds up.

I speed up, too, then just to be on the safe side, repeat the invisibility charm I found on the internet last night—Ego omnibus evanesco. I’m kicking myself for not reading the fine print. Is this charm permanent, or does it wear off like sunscreen?

“Sup?” Rom says to a tall kid as we round the corner to the A Hall.

They fist-bump, and tall kid nearly runs me over.

Rom high-fives two more kids and lifts his chin to a third. If I were any closer, my wheels would crush his toes, but he hasn’t so much as looked at me. I drive a chair nearly as big as Mom’s Prius and have flaming red hair. I’m hard to miss. Could this charm actually be working?

We close in on my stop at the Exceptional Children’s program, or EC, as most everyone calls our special education class. I relax enough to smile.

Never in a bazillion years did I think this would happen. Sure, I’ve been researching magic charms on the web for months, but they almost always turn out to be duds. There was that one time I found a summoning charm on magicrules.com. When I said it out loud, my dog, Clara, ran straight into my room and jumped on my lap. But invisibility? This changes everything. Wait until Dora and Scoot see me. Or don’t see me. That makes me snort.

Rom stuffs the last of the granola bar in his mouth, crumples the wrapper, and throws it on my lap. “Do me a favor and toss that,” he sputters as he jogs off.

With a long sigh, I swipe the wrapper to the floor. I want to yell something—anything. I don’t. My voice is way too slow and soft. Three or four words are all I can manage in one breath. Two if they’re long ones.

In Mr. Jasper’s world, the next part should go something like this: I casually power up the speech device attached to my armrest and select one of the quick replies we programmed in last week. The device blasts Rom with a witty comeback.

Mr. Jasper, by the way, is the EC teacher. It’s his first year at Willow Street Middle, too, and he means well, but he doesn’t live in my world. Thanks to my shaky hands, by the time I could even turn this thing on, Rom would be long gone. Besides, is there such a thing as a preprogrammed reply for when someone uses you as a human trash can?

“L-L-Lily, you didn’t wait for me.” Scoot hops from foot to foot outside the EC.

“Sorry,” I mutter. “Invisibility… trial.”

He frowns and rubs a hand over his short afro. “I thought we agreed to use my remote for that. Remember? Fake it till we make it. We said that.”

I sigh. I have to tell him. I have to let him know that propping me on a toilet in the staff bathroom while he drives my empty chair around with a homemade remote control is bananas. One hundred percent bananas. True, I have permission to use that bathroom, since it has the only accessible stall in the entire school, but if we got caught? We might as well wear T-shirts with bull’s-eyes on them.

“You’re my best friend,” I begin.

Scoot nods.

“And your inventions… are amazing… but—” I stop to catch my breath. In that pause, Scoot’s shoulders fall. I pivot. “The wands! Did you finish?”

Scoot grins and pulls a slim brown object from his backpack.

I turn it over in my hand.

“I wanna see! I wanna see!” Dora shouts. A tiny whirl of blonde hair and red Chuck Taylors cartwheels from our classroom. She pulls another wand from Scoot’s bag. “These will be fantabulous for trick-or-treating tomorrow!”

“T-T-Try the button on the side,” Scoot says.

“On three,” I say. “One… two… three.”

Puffs of orange dust shoot from the tips of the wands. They combine into one cloud that sparkles in the fluorescent lights before settling on the floor.

My mouth flops open like a caught trout.

“Guess what it is,” Scoot says, clapping.

Dora sniffs the tip of her wand. She puts it in her mouth and presses the button. Her eyes light up. “Tastes like summer at the pool and long car trips.”

“Ground-up Cheetos,” Scoot says. “And Lil’s activates lights under her chair. Just gotta hook it up.”

From down the hall, a tall woman with piercing green eyes marches toward us, her gray bun bouncing with each step. “Children, you need to get back in the EC,” Assistant Principal Nash says in a sickly-sweet voice.

“But school hasn’t started yet,” Dora protests.

“Honestly.” Ms. Nash sighs, pointing to a sign on the EC door. “I thought you’d have this down by now.”

She runs a finger under each word as she reads it loud and slow, like she’s talking to preschoolers. “‘Safety First! To minimize health-and-safety hazards, EC students are to avoid loitering outside their classroom before and after class. Thank you for your cooperation.’ Do I need to explain loitering, sweetie?”

I roll my eyes.

“The sign keeps changing,” Dora says, her arms crossed.

She isn’t wrong.

The original one appeared on the classroom door a few days after school started for the year. That one said EC students were to remain in our classroom at all times. That afternoon, an email arrived in Mom’s inbox. Ms. Nash wrote that the school was testing a new program designed to keep “vulnerable” EC students safe and healthy by separating us from the rest of the school, and that if the program worked out, it would be permanent come spring semester. I felt terrible knowing that thanks to my pneumonia last year, the entire EC would spend this year stuck in our classroom.

Mom and Dad marched right down to the school. The next day, the original note was replaced with this watered-down version, but Mr. Jasper has taken this one down three times in protest. He’s right. Everyone else can go wherever they want. It’s not fair to single us out just because I got sick one time.

By the time I get up the nerve to say something, Ms. Nash is halfway down the hall. From the corner of my eye, I notice Colton Boswell and Liam Trainer headed our way.

“Trouble ahead,” I whisper to Scoot.

Scoot grabs Dora’s sleeve and pulls her into our classroom. I shove my joystick forward, then race after them. Colton makes a grab for my hoodie just as the janitor, Mr. Riddick, shuffles by with his push broom. I zoom into the classroom.

“Can’t hide out in the freak zone forever, losers,” Colton calls after us. “We still need to make arrangements for tomorrow.”







Chapter Two

We try to not poke the bear

“That was close,” I say. I roll up to my desk and unzip my backpack. “You okay?”

Scoot doesn’t answer. He slumps into a seat next to me.

“Gooood morning, Willow Street!” a voice crackles over the intercom. “It’s going to be an amazing day and year! Go Tigers!”

It’s Eva Sanchez, student body president. She always starts morning announcements the same way—so bright and bubbly, it’s almost like she’s trying to convince herself. I try to make Scoot laugh by moving my mouth as she talks. When she says, “Go Tigers,” I push a wobbly fist into the air. Scoot doesn’t even look up. I’m sure he’s still stuck on Colton.

Morning passes the same as always. First up is class read-aloud: a chapter book about baby animals. Seriously. In sixth grade. In fifth grade, while I was stuck at home with pneumonia, I read all seven Harry Potter books. Twice!

I know I probably shouldn’t be in the EC program anymore. When I started kindergarten, it made sense. I was a nightmare with my powerchair—we still have big gashes in the walls at home from those days. And if you think my talking is bad now, you should have seen me then! I could barely huff out a single word. I changed a lot over the next six years, but then I got sick and fifth grade ended without me. Okay, maybe it didn’t help that I skipped a lot of my home assignments, but they were so boring! Anyway, the district just rolled over my education plan from elementary school, so here I am.

If I do say so myself, middle school EC is pretty great. It’s the best of both worlds. I get to hang with Dora and Scoot and—except for read-aloud—we all have our own assignments. Mr. Jasper calls them “Individual plans to challenge and engage each of you.” That always makes me laugh because there’s only four kids in our class this year—us and this kid Benny who spends his whole day in the back listening to the sounds coming from the music room on the other side of the wall.
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After read-aloud, we have writing, history, and more writing; then at break, we finally get a chance to work on magic school. Dora and Scoot pull out their official Willow Street School of Magic notebooks and huddle around my chair. As always, Benny stays by the back wall. We tried for weeks to get him to join us, but he wouldn’t budge. If he could talk, I’m pretty sure he’d tell us to get lost.

“I pinned some ideas… for dorm rooms.” I power on my speech device and switch from Speech Generator to Web Browser—the one hack that makes this thing useful. A photo collage of cozy rooms with fireplaces, velvety curtains, and floor-to-ceiling books flickers onto the screen.

“Ooh, I want that one!” Dora says, pointing to a room with lots of space beside the four-poster bed.

“That’s for wheelchair… users,” I say.

Dora rubs her nose and points to the bookcases. “Then how do they get the books down?”

“Summoning charms… obviously.”

Dora’s face brightens. “Hey, can I bring a lizard to our magic school? You know, as our magical pet? I can see it now: Steve the Wizard Lizard.” She holds up her hands like she’s spotlighting the words.

I wrinkle my nose. “Steve?”

“After my dad,” Dora says.

“Works for me.” I shrug, then poke Scoot, who still hasn’t said a word. “You good with lizards?”

“L-L-Lizards are fine, although a three-headed dog that could guard our stuff would be better.” His eyelids flutter and his hands flap. “Or maybe a snake—a constrictor or something with venomous fangs.”

We both know this has nothing to do with dorm pets.

“I have an idea!” I say. “Wanna connect my lights?”

Scoot sprawls beside my chair, his long, skinny legs twitching as he works. If the school nurse came in right now, she’d probably think he’s having a seizure or something, but it’s actually the opposite. Twitching makes his brain work better. When he’s done, he pulls himself to his knees.

“T-T-Try the button,” he says.

I press it, and along with the blast of Cheetos dust, purple lights flash beneath my chair.

“Sooo cool!” Dora and I say.

We do a little happy dance, and Scoot finally smiles.
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At lunch, we take our usual place at the back of the cafeteria line. Mrs. Truman sticks out a gloved hand and plops our usual serving of lumpy, disgusting mystery meat on our trays. The good stuff is long gone. That’s what happens when your class is scheduled last for lunch.

We sit at our usual table by the trash cans and watch the usual people walk by without even looking at us. The cafeteria is so quiet, you can almost hear people chew their food. It reminds me of last year when I was in the hospital with pneumonia. Mom would wheel me down the hall to the lunchroom for a change of scenery, but even that was more upbeat than this mopey place.

The only people talking are the popular kids. They’re huddled around their usual table, too. Eva and her best friend, Hayley, are chatting up Rom Jacobs and a couple of other guys from the football team. I watch them as I push mushy canned fruit around my plate. Hayley wraps an arm around Eva and plants a kiss on her cheek. Eva leans her head onto Hayley’s shoulder. I wonder what it’s like to have a friend like that. I mean, Scoot is the best friend anyone could possibly hope for, but if I threw an arm around him or, God forbid, kissed him, he would go all kinds of bananas. Even touching hands is usually a hard pass for him.

“You done with that?” Dora says, poking a finger into my roll.

“I am now,” I say, pushing my tray toward her. I’ve barely touched my lunch—not only because it’s gross, but also because I hate eating in front of other people. My shaky hands make everything messy. Even bread.

Dora stuffs the roll in her mouth, grabs both of our trays, and motions toward the exit. “Let’s bounce,” she sputters.

I give her two thumbs up. Since Dora went to a different elementary school, I’ve only known her a few weeks, but I can already tell she’s going to be a great friend. Maybe not a kiss-on-the-cheek kind of friend but definitely the carry-your-tray-without-being-asked kind.

I follow the rest of the ECs into the courtyard and to our bench under the maple tree. Despite the cold morning, the afternoon has turned hot—the usual for fall in North Carolina. Students are stretched out in the sun like napping cats. A gust of wind sends bright red leaves, old snack wrappers, and scraps of notebook paper swirling.

Dora pulls out her wand and pretends to cast a spell on a leaf as it floats to the ground.

“W-W-We’re finishing the robes today,” Scoot says.

“Halloween’s gonna be fantabulous!” Dora spins, then stops in front of Benny, who’s sitting on one end of the bench, staring at a pile of leaves. “Are you coming?”

Benny rubs a hand over his short brown hair. He looks at Dora like she’s speaking a foreign language.

“Are you coming trick-or-treating with us?” Dora asks. “Tomorrow night?”

Benny blinks at her, then turns back to the leaf pile. Dora shrugs and continues swishing and flicking.

“Let’s practice spells,” I say.

Dora jumps up and raises her wand. “On three!”

We’re used to stares when we practice our spells in the courtyard, but now that we have actual wands, it seems the entire school is laughing and pointing. Even worse, Colton and Liam are headed straight for us. My stomach feels like it just hatched about fifty lizards. There’s no place to hide out here.

“We’re ready for Halloween, too, aren’t we?” Colton says, elbowing Liam. “I can almost taste this year’s donation.”

Colton grabs for Dora’s wand, but she’s too quick. She hides it behind her back and points a finger at him. “We’re not afraid of you.”

I swallow hard. Since Dora didn’t go to elementary school with these jerks, she hasn’t learned to not poke the bear. Note to self: Teach Dora to not poke the bear.

In a flash, Colton grabs Dora around the waist. Liam wrestles the wand from her hand. They’re tossing it back and forth when a whistle blasts through the courtyard. The principal, Mr. Cooper, marches toward us. Colton drops Dora’s wand and kicks it across the red clay.

“You losers should fill her in about how Halloween works around here,” Colton hisses.

A large dark hand rests on his shoulder.

“Just making plans for tomorrow, Mr. C,” Colton says, raising his palms.

“My office. Both of you.” Mr. Cooper brushes off Dora’s wand and hands it to her. He runs a hand through his short, wiry hair, then turns to the kids still lounging in the courtyard. “I know I’m new here so I don’t know how things used to be, but I won’t tolerate this kind of behavior in our school.”

“But we didn’t do anything,” one boy protests.

“Exactly,” Mr. Cooper says, “and you should be ashamed for it.”

Everyone watches as he spins around and marches from the courtyard.
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For the rest of the day, Scoot sits at his desk with his coat over his head. As soon as the school bell rings, he bolts from the EC. I look for him at his locker, but he isn’t there. I think I know where he went.

I coast down the trash ramp and past Mr. Riddick, who’s tossing garbage bags into the dumpsters. A few houses up Willow Street, I roll onto Scoot’s driveway. Before I get to his house, I veer onto a pathway leading into woods. Gravel crunches under my wheels, making my teeth rattle. I roll into a clearing where three rusty pickup trucks rest beside a metal garage. Above the door is a freshly painted wooden sign. ADAMS AUTO REPAIR. CASH ONLY. APPOINTMENTS REQUIRED. Classical music pours from the open door. I roll inside to find a pair of legs poking out from under a truck.

“He beat you here today, Lil,” a raspy voice says.

Grandpa T rolls out from under the truck. Grease streaks his dark brown skin and stains his white hair. He holds up one finger, and his face scrunches up.

“Achoo!” He buries his sneeze in his elbow, nearly smacking himself with the wrench he’s holding. “Sorry, Lil. Caught this cold that’s been going around, and it’s got the best of me.” His red, puffy eyes suddenly go wide. “Now you stay back there, you hear?”

I shake my head. “I’m fine. It’s just… a cold.”

Ever since I was sick, everyone is so overprotective. They all think I’m made of spun sugar that will collapse at the lightest touch.

“Scoot here?” I ask, changing the subject.

Grandpa T waves his wrench toward the back room. “He flew in like a bee to honey. I don’t know what he’s on about, but you know where to find him.”

In the back room, Scoot stands in front of a workbench filled with wires, bolts, and other spare parts. An old wool blanket covers his head and chest. He’s twitching so hard, the whole thing shakes. This is Scoot’s thinking place.

Seeing him like this takes me back to the first time we met, when we were five years old. I had been throwing sticks for Clara in my front yard when Grandpa T waved me over. He said his son and grandson had just moved in with him and his wife, Pickles, because his daughter-in-law recently died from The Cancer. I had no idea what The Cancer was, but I nodded politely anyway.

He told me his grandson’s name was Jackson, after his dad, but they called him Scoot, because for the first three years of his life, he didn’t walk but scooted on his knees. This I understood, because before I used a wheelchair, I scooted on my knees, too. Grandpa T put a wrinkled hand on my shoulder. Scoot needed a friend, he said. Would I mind being Scoot’s friend?

We rolled up the path to this garage, Grandpa T coaching me the whole way. “My boy Scoot, he might talk. He might not. If he does, he’s like an old engine. It takes him a second to warm up, but once he does, he’s good to go, so you just wait.”

Scoot didn’t talk that day. He spent the entire afternoon tinkering and twitching under this same wool blanket. It was a nice change. Everyone always wanted to talk so much. When I was about to leave, he wound up something and placed it on my palm. A tiny camel made from paper clips, rubber bands, and other scraps marched across my hand. We’ve been best friends ever since.

Today, I roll up beside him and hear pops and clinks coming from under the blanket.

After a few minutes, Scoot says, “I-I-I don’t think I can go tomorrow. Trick-or-treating, that is. I’m way behind on my work here.”

This is even worse than I thought.

I try to keep my voice calm and steady. “Don’t let last year… wreck this year.”

“Not just last year. The year before, too. This is year three of stolen candy.”

“This year,” I say, “hasn’t… happened yet.”

Scoot goes completely still.

“Bad luck ain’t no different from this cold—Aaachoo!—it’s catchin’.”

I turn to see Grandpa T leaning on the doorframe. He blows his nose, then looks at us with watery eyes. Scoot lets the blanket drop to the floor.

Grandpa T shakes a handful of crumpled tissue at us. “The more bad luck you have, the more you think you’re gonna have. You gotta break that cycle, Scoot. You gotta get out there and make your own good luck.”

Scoot’s arms and legs twitch as he stares at the floor. We wait. Grandpa T and I know we have to wait.

Finally Scoot says, “W-W-We need to finish the robes.”

“You know where… they are,” I say quietly.

After another minute, Scoot lays his invention on the worktable like he’s putting a baby bird back in its nest. He climbs on the back of my wheelchair. Grandpa T gives us a tired wave as we roll from the garage and back up the path.

My house is just three up from Scoot’s. Before we get to the front walk, we pass the mailbox Mom and I painted last summer. You can tell Mom wrote the words, because the white lettering is perfectly straight. THE EVERS—LILY, OWEN & KATE. I painted the pink and yellow flowers on a vine that twists around our names. They’re kind of messy, but Mom and Dad said they’re perfect because nature is messy. I pull open the mailbox on the off chance that our mail has come early. It’s empty.

We’re halfway up my front walk when I notice how sad and dark my house looks. On fall afternoons, there’s usually music blaring from open windows as Dad preps orders for his catering business. Today, Clara stares at us through the closed living room window. When we get close, she puts her paws on the glass and wags her tail. Scoot fetches the house key from the flowerpot while I roll to the ramp on the side of the house. The garage is shut, too, and the kitchen is dark. Where’s Dad?

As soon as I ask the question, I know the answer. I gasp. They’re gonna kill me. I promised Mom before she left for the university this morning that I wouldn’t forget. I race down my driveway toward Willow Street.

“Wh-Wh-Where ya going?” Scoot says, running to catch up.

“I have a thing,” I say. I push my joystick to full throttle and veer onto the sidewalk.

Scoot takes a flying leap and jumps on my chair. We zoom back to school and up the trash ramp. Scoot opens the door and I zip inside.

“G-G-Good luck,” he calls after me. His voice echoes down the dark, empty hall.







Chapter Three

We magic our way out of a pickle

I roll like a NASCAR driver toward the front office, then squeal to a stop outside. The lights are still on, although Ms. Lincoln, the receptionist, is not at her desk. I roll up to a closed door. MR. EVERETT COOPER, PRINCIPAL is scribbled across a scrap of paper that’s taped to the frosted window. Voices filter through to the hall, and I can see hazy images moving inside.

Roll right in and beg forgiveness, I tell myself. Tell them you were worried about Scoot.

I’m reaching for the door when a voice inside says, “Dr. and Mr. Evers, we don’t deny Lil is bright, but she needs to show it in the classroom. If she would just use her speech device for talking—”

I freeze. That voice belongs to Mr. Jasper. What else does he have to say about me?

“Lil got that device from the district last year.” Mom’s voice is high and squeaky. “Two weeks later, she got pneumonia. We had to figure out how to use that thing on our own. We’ve done our best under the circumstances.”

I chew my lower lip. Which circumstances? The one where I spent six weeks watching the mill smokestacks breathing over the treetops from my hospital bed? Or the one where Mom taught university classes from her bedroom with Clara scratching at the door? Or where Dad quit his head-chef position to sell casseroles from home? All thanks to me and my stupid lungs. There were a lot of circumstances in the last year. I’d like to forget most of them.

Dad clears his throat. “When she got her strength back, Lil spent a lot of afternoons at the Museum of Ancient Egypt by her mom’s office. Between that and my old Harry Potter books, she got into magic big-time. Did you know the Egyptians were the first magicians?”

The room goes quiet. I put my palm on my forehead. Way to read a room, Dad.

“Anyhoo,” Dad continues, “Lil leaned hard into researching magic schools. Her mom and I were pretty obsessed with magic at her age, too, so we played along. Lil figured out how to connect that speech device to the internet and went to town making her own school of magic. She has a curriculum, schedules—even the school crest. Pretty remarkable if you think about it.”

“Forgive me if this comes off as insensitive, Mr. Evers, but if Lil had spent more time using her school-issued device to complete actual schoolwork we might have avoided this meeting altogether.”

That sickly-sweet voice can only be one person. I didn’t know she would be here.

“Excuse me?” Mom says, her voice as shrill as a smoke alarm.

“Oh, believe me, I feel terrible for you and your family,” Ms. Nash purrs. “This sort of disruptive illness is exactly why I developed the Safety First Initiative. And while the school board has reminded me the SFI is just a test and we can’t draw any conclusions until the end of the semester, I’m sure we’ll find protecting weaker children from illness, bullying, and other safety concerns will improve their school experience.”

“We received your messages,” Mom says, her voice tight, “but in case you’ve forgotten ours, let me make our position clear: Lil needs educating. Leave the protecting to us.”

I take a deep breath. Better get in there before smoke starts pouring from Mom’s ears.

“Sorry,” I mumble, rolling into the office. I stare at the floor, but I feel five sets of eyes on me.

“We’re just talking about your school year, Lil. How do you feel it’s going?” Mr. Cooper asks.

I shrug. I know what they want to hear. Should I just say that? Tell them a day at Willow Street Middle is like a day at Disneyland? That this school pushes me to be my best every day? I don’t think Mr. Cooper wants the truth.

“Can you tell us there?” Mr. Jasper asks, pointing to my speech device.

I swallow hard. Mom and Dad give encouraging nods. It’s the least I can do after showing up a half hour late.

“Take your time,” Mr. Jasper urges. “There’s no hurry.”

I flip on my device. A keyboard flickers onto the screen. Up top is a box—I think the official name is Text Display, but I call it the Speak button or sometimes Dark Pit of Doom. I begin typing, nice and slow like we practiced, and watch the letters pop up in the box. One word. Two. So far, so good. Across the room, Ms. Nash checks her watch. I speed up, and bingo! There it is. A mistake. Great. I backspace and try again. My cheeks burn. Why is Mr. Jasper putting me through this? He knows how much I hate it.

After about a million minutes, I hit the Speak button, then cringe as a robot voice says, Do you know how many wizarding schools there are in the world?

Ms. Nash flashes me a smile, then turns to Mom and Dad. “Dr. and Mr. Evers, our school is failing and our budget is pushed to the brink. Certainly you understand that we can’t put more resources toward a student who isn’t taking full advantage of what she already has.”

“I believe Lil asked you a question,” Mom says through gritted teeth.

Ms. Nash’s face goes cold.

“Go on, Lil,” Mr. Jasper encourages. “Tell us how many wizarding schools there are.”

I type some more.

Eleven. Do you know how many are wheelchair accessible?

Ms. Nash takes off her glasses and rubs the bridge of her nose.

I go back to my keyboard.

None. Just like Willow Street Middle.

“Willow Street meets all federal standards for accessibility,” Ms. Nash says.

Mr. Jasper gives a little cough. Ms. Nash glares at him. He glares back. For just a piece



































































OEBPS/images/9780316581288.jpg
Fake magic.
Real trouble.






OEBPS/images/Art_sborn.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_ded.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
foo’é'd

Susan Haas with Lexi Haas

(L](z)

LITTLE, BROWN AND COMPANY
New York Boston





