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Dedication

For my mom 

and my daughters, 

who make my life 

like magic
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Chapter 1

THE DAY HER best friend moved away, Grace left for the library early. She didn’t want to hear the groan and growl of the moving truck as it rolled down the street, or to see Katie’s face for the last time through a car window, just a tinted-out shadow of her real self. Grace wanted to feel like she was the one leaving, not the one being left behind.

So Grace grabbed a granola bar and hurried to the bus stop. She climbed the three bus steps, right-left-right, and sat in the sixth-row window seat. She put her bag in the seat next to her, even though there was nobody to save it for anymore, and ate her granola bar in twelve tiny bites. Threes and sixes and especially twelves usually helped settle Grace’s crackling nerves, but not today.

Katie’s house flashed by soon after, but Grace told herself not to look. The moving truck would block her view anyway. Or else the truck would be gone, and that would be even worse.

As the bus rumbled from one stop to the next, Grace sent her mother a message. That was the rule: if you’re going somewhere, call or text first, and take your phone with you. Grace always texted. The words came easier that way, even with her own mother.

I’m going to the library. By myself.

Grace knew the text wouldn’t make her mother come rushing home from work or say the right words to take away a piece of Grace’s hurt. She just wasn’t that sort of mother. She was more the sort of mother who would tell Grace that Katie had been a nice girl, but she’d only been around for a year, and surely there were other going-into-fifth-grade girls in the neighborhood, and why didn’t Grace introduce herself to those girls? Grace’s mother was the sort who always had answers, but they never quite matched up with Grace’s problems.

Grace leaned forward and let her hair fall in tangerine-colored curtains around her face. She thought of all the times she and Katie had sat next to each other on this very bus, of how they’d promised to grow their hair out together. What if Katie cut her hair now that she’d moved? And what if Grace never made another best friend? The fingers of Grace’s old fear crept up her neck.

No. Grace sat a little straighter and gave one stern shake of her head. I can’t let it drown me again. No matter how bad today feels.

Grace’s aching eased a little once she was off the bus and standing in front of the enormous arc of the Salt Lake City Library. Here was a building of straight lines and perfect curves, of peaceful spaces and friendly librarians’ faces. A building where being quiet wasn’t weird, it was following the rules. The library wouldn’t ever pack up and move across the country just because its dad got a job at a fancy university in Boston. Not that libraries had dads or jobs, of course, but that was the point. That’s why you could count on them.

Grace turned her face upward as she stepped through the great glass doors. She let the cool air of the library brush the summer heat from her forehead. Murmuring crowds ambled around her, their words rising and disappearing long before they reached the towering ceiling five stories above.

Even though the library made Grace feel small and alone, it was just the right kind of small and alone. She walked past the row of tiny shops inside the library—the florist with her bright blooms, the artists with their paintings and pots—and made her way down the stairs, right foot first, to the place she’d spent so many after-schools and Saturdays.

The children’s library.

Grace smiled as she walked beneath the shade sails that scalloped the skylights, grateful that the children’s library hadn’t changed while she was away. She remembered the first time she’d brought Katie here, how they’d sat together in the cozy reading attic and shared all their secrets. They’d even shared the embarrassing ones, like Grace’s fear that sometimes stole her voice, and Katie’s thumb sucking that had lasted past kindergarten. They’d folded paper stars and wished on them, then tucked them between the floorboards of the reading attic for safekeeping.

The memories washed over Grace in waves, returning the ache and pulling it away again. She had come to the library today to leave Katie behind, but maybe she had it backward. If trying to forget made her sad, wouldn’t it be better to just let herself remember? To look for the pieces of their friendship Katie had left behind?

A hope fluttered inside Grace as she rushed to the reading attic. What if the paper stars were still here? She felt between the floorboards until she’d reached every corner, but the stars were really gone. Grace gave up. She turned away from the reading attic and toward the books.

But then Grace noticed a tiny old woman rolling a cart toward her, and the start of a smile snuck onto her lips. Hazel was here! Grace had barely ever spoken to the old librarian with the wrinkled skin and wispy white hair, but she still felt like a friend somehow.

Hazel stopped to pick up a dropped binky and tickled the baby’s fat toes as she gave it back. She said something to the baby’s mother that made them both laugh. Then she straightened her ID badge and started forward again, and soon she reached Grace.

“Good morning! Can I help you find a book today?”

Grace blushed. It shouldn’t be hard to speak to somebody as nice as Hazel, but it was. She swallowed and urged a few words out.

“I’m just looking.”

The librarian smiled as she examined Grace through her thick glasses. “Yes, but looking for what?” Her knotted fingers touched the titles on the shelf. “Adventure? Mystery? Fantasy?”

Grace shifted in her shoes. “No, thank you.” Her eyes drifted back toward the reading attic. “I was looking for something else.”

The librarian studied Grace. “You’ve lost something, haven’t you, dear? Let’s check the lost and found.” Before Grace could protest, Hazel took her by the hand and led her to a storage room with a small desk tucked in the far-back corner. Could the paper stars be in there? Would they have seemed special enough to save?

The librarian gripped the arms of the chair and lowered herself onto the seat. She bent to open the bottom drawer of the desk. Grace knelt beside the drawer to get a better look at what was inside: mittens, Matchbox cars, headbands, bracelets, and a herd of tiny stuffed animals. Grace sifted through the drawer, but there were no paper stars. There was nothing left of Katie at the library after all.

But underneath the clutter, Grace’s fingers found something flat and smooth. She gripped the edge and lifted, careful to tip all the smaller stuff back into the drawer.

“Ah,” said Hazel. “I’d forgotten about the treasure box.” She scooted her glasses up her nose and took a closer look. “If someone lost this, it was years ago.”

Grace turned the object over. A brass lock sealed it shut, but it was clearly a book—not a treasure box. Maybe Hazel’s eyesight wasn’t so good. The book looked like the locked journal Katie had kept under her mattress, only bigger and older and much more mysterious. There was a picture of a compass embossed on the cover with a tiny brass arrow pointing toward the lock. It seemed to be telling Grace, Open me up.

Grace traced her fingers over the gold letters of the title. AMICITIA.

“It’s Latin,” said the librarian. “For friendship, I believe. I’m afraid the key must have been lost long ago, but a bright young mind might be able to figure out how to open it.”

“Amicitia.” When Grace formed the word with barely a whisper, it tasted like magic.

A longing grew inside her, so swift and strong that she spoke again.

“May I check it out?” Grace fumbled through her bag and offered the old woman her library card.

Hazel shook her head as she took the book from Grace and turned it over. “Oh, no, my dear.”

Grace’s heart fell. Maybe the librarian didn’t think she was trustworthy.

But then Hazel held the book toward her. “You can’t check it out with your library card. No bar code, you see? What you must do is promise to bring it back soon and safe. I don’t imagine the original owner will come for it, but there may be other children who would love a turn with a treasure box.”

“I promise,” said Grace solemnly. She took the book and slid it into her messenger bag. All the way home, she rested her hand against its leather spine. To the rhythm of the bus and of her own footfalls, Grace whispered the word, again and again:

“Amicitia.” Friendship. If it had found her with Katie, it could find her again.

Grace repeated the word in her mind at dinner, when her parents talked about patient profiles and tenure reviews and barely said a word to her.

Amicitia.

The word still echoed in Grace’s mind late that night as she studied the book and imagined what she might find inside. Tomorrow she’d try to open it, but for tonight, it felt wonderful to savor the mystery and think that anything could be inside.

Grace opened the shutters and saw three bright stars, clustered together in the northeast. And because there were three stars, she made her wish three times.

Amicitia.

Amicitia.

Amicitia.
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Chapter 2

OPENING THE BOOK proved to be much more difficult than Grace had imagined. For days, she studied the surface. She looked online for lock-picking solutions. She visited the secondhand store and searched through the key drawers. She even tried to open it with a tiny screwdriver and a toothpick. But nothing worked; the lock held fast.

By the end of the fifth day, Grace sat in her room, worrying and worn out with the book in her lap. She knew it was almost time to return it, “soon and safe” like she’d promised Hazel. The book would always be safe with Grace, but the “soon” part of her promise was much more difficult to keep.

When she heard her father come home from work, Grace hid the book in her top drawer, hoping she’d have one last chance to try to open it after dinner. She had just started for the stairs when the doorbell chimed.

“Sweetheart, could you get that?” her mother called.

Grace froze. She couldn’t prepare herself to say the right things when she had no idea who was waiting for her out there.

The doorbell rang again. Grace took a deep breath and made her way down the stairs—right foot first as always, then four more steps to the front door. She closed her fingers around the doorknob and closed her eyes too, just for a second. You can do this, she thought as she struggled to keep the fear from sinking through her skin. You are brave.

Just as Grace turned the knob, her mother appeared behind her and swung the door wide open. “Honestly, Grace,” she muttered as Grace stumbled out of the way. She smiled at the man on the front porch and traded him two folded bills for the bag of food he held out.

The warm, sweet scent of huli-huli chicken from Grace’s favorite restaurant floated in with the food, and Grace pushed her worries away as she followed it to the kitchen.

Grace and her parents smoothed their napkins across their laps and began passing the white takeout containers clockwise around the table. The sky darkened with a late-summer storm, and Grace was glad to be safe inside.

“How was your day, sweetheart?” her mother asked, just as Grace put the first bite of tender chicken and soft rice to her tongue.

Before Grace could answer, her mother’s pocket buzzed. She held up one finger to Grace as she pulled out her phone. Her eyes grew wide as she read the message, then she held it up like a trophy.

“Wonderful news! Doctor Rothschild needs hip surgery!”

Grace and her father stared. Doctor Whatschild? And how was that wonderful?

Grace’s mother bowed her head just a little. “Well, of course, it’s terrible for him, with such a long, painful recovery ahead. But they’ve asked me to deliver the keynote at the Caesarean Symposium in his place!”

Grace wasn’t totally sure her mom was still speaking English, but her father made the meaning clear.

“I thought you weren’t going to Boston this year because it’s the same weekend as my San Francisco trip,” he said. “I’ll be gone until that Sunday.”

“I can’t pass this up,” her mother begged. “It’s too important. I’m sure there’s a way to make it work.” Grace had never heard her mother sound this desperate, and it made her uncomfortable. “It was so nice when Grace actually had a friend to stay with.”

The words were true—it had been nice—but they still stung. Grace stared down at her napkin and refolded it across her lap.

“Isn’t there anyone else from school?” asked her father.

“No one,” said her mother. Grace silently agreed.

Grace’s father looked up from his calendar. “We could find a babysitter.”

A knot tightened deep inside Grace. The thought of having someone staying in her home—someone new she’d have to obey, someone new she’d have to speak to—was enough to make her take action. She cleared her throat before her courage faded.

“Or I could come to Boston.”

Grace’s parents looked at her like they’d forgotten she was there. “I’m sorry, honey,” said her mother, “but that won’t work. I can’t just leave you alone in Boston while I’m working.”

“I could stay with Katie,” Grace pleaded. “She told me to come visit.”

Grace’s mother cut in. “Katie lives in another part of Boston, probably nowhere near my conference. Boston is much bigger than Salt Lake, you know. Don’t worry, though. I’ll make it work.”

Grace pushed her food around with her fork as her parents’ conversation switched to Massachusetts geography and back around to important meetings, feeling much safer when they never said the word “babysitter” again. Finally, when she had rearranged things enough that it looked like she had eaten, she raced up to her room and locked the door.

Raindrops thrummed on the roof and lightning threatened from the clouds above. To settle the hammering of her heart, Grace pulled her favorite book of poems from the shelf. She sat pretzel-legged on her bed, reading to herself in a hushed voice. The familiar rhythms and words eased her mind, until she came to a poem she had only ever skimmed before:

    The Arrow and the Song

    by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

    I shot an arrow into the air,

    It fell to earth, I knew not where;

    For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

    Could not follow it in its flight.

    I breathed a song into the air,

    It fell to earth, I knew not where;

    For who has sight so keen and strong,

    That it can follow the flight of song?

    Long, long afterward, in an oak

    I found the arrow, still unbroke;

    And the song, from beginning to end,

    I found again in the heart of a friend.

Grace studied the poem’s title, and its first line, and its tenth. The flutter of an idea rose in her heart. She grabbed the locked lost-and-found book from her top drawer and traced her finger over the compass on the cover. What if she’d had the key all along? Maybe the arrow wasn’t pointing her to the key. Maybe the arrow was the key!

Grace grabbed tweezers from the bathroom. She held her breath as she gently wedged one end under the tip of the arrow. Then, with a pinch and a little pull, the arrow snapped free!

Now that it was resting in her hand, cool and brassy and a smallish kind of heavy, Grace knew she’d been right. It had to be the key.

When the arrowhead wouldn’t fit inside the lock, Grace tried the notched tail end. This time, as she turned the arrow, the lock sprang open. She took three deep, careful breaths, and finally she dared open the cover.

A thin border of each page remained, but the rest of the book had been cut away to form a small box. A small, empty box, except for the message printed on the inside of the lid in perfect black lettering.

     Take this treasure,

     Leave one of your own,

     And remember this truth:

     You are not alone.

Grace checked every corner and even tried to lift the lining, but the box was empty.

Take what treasure?

Disappointment grabbed at her heart, and Grace knew she couldn’t let this happen to anyone else. A treasure box should have treasure inside, especially if you’re allowed to keep it. I’ll just have to fill it with treasure myself.

On a clean piece of notebook paper, Grace copied her new favorite poem, “The Arrow and the Song,” in her very best handwriting. The page fit as perfectly inside the hollow opening of the box as the arrow fit into its cover.

Grace took another piece of paper and folded it into a star. She wrote a hint for opening the box in tiny capital letters, then tucked it into the edge of the book, wishing and hoping that the next girl would find it and know how to find the treasure too. Sad as she was to give the box up, she couldn’t help but be grateful that, just for a little while, it had made her feel less lost and alone.

The very next morning, Grace rode the bus back to the library. Hazel smiled at Grace when she saw the box. “Soon and safe,” she said. “Thank you, my dear. Did you ever find what you were looking for the other day?”

“Not yet,” said Grace, thinking of the poem and the new paper star. “But I hope I will.”
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Chapter 3

JADA AND HER dad had been driving on I-80 for almost a week. From now on, when people asked where she was from, she’d probably have to say I-80.

Jada liked to tell people she was from New York, even though she had moved to New Jersey when she was two years old. That’s when her mom had left them to become a big-time actress. That’s when she had started calling her dad by his first name for reasons she couldn’t even remember. Patrick had been taking care of them both on his tiny teacher’s salary ever since.

Which was why they were slowly baking themselves in an old yellow rental truck. Jada reached out the window and let the wind guide her hand into a gentle wave. She felt the sunlight on her smooth, brown skin—same as her dad’s—and wondered if either of them would ever fit in again.

They’d totally cleared out their apartment, but as she listened to her belongings rattling around in the back of the truck, Jada couldn’t shake the feeling she’d left something important behind. She knew she’d packed her art supplies, but what if all her art skills were stuck in New Jersey somehow? What if there was nothing in Utah that inspired her to paint?

Maybe I just feel like something’s missing because I had to leave Grandma J behind. Jada and her dad had lived lots of places, but none of them had been more than an hour or two from Grandma J and the house where Patrick had grown up.

Jada ran her fingers over the micro braids her grandma had done for her just before they left. The braids were thin as her shoelaces and a little wavy, just how Jada liked them. Perfect for running your fingers down when you felt a little unsure of things, like she did about pretty much everything right now. “Those ought to last until I see you again,” Grandma J had said as she tugged and twisted the tiny strands of hair. “Bet nobody in Utah can braid like your grandma.” Jada had no doubt her grandma was right.

Jada had seen the way their friends and neighbors and even her grandparents had raised their eyebrows or wrinkled their noses when Patrick told them where he and Jada were moving. But Utah was where her dad’s new job was, thanks to some old friend of his Jada had never even met.

“We’re almost there,” Patrick said. “Half an hour, tops.” He nodded out the window. “This is Park City, where all the famous movie stars come for a film festival every year.” He pointed off to the left. “And that’s the Olympic ski jump, and the track for the first Olympic women’s bobsled!”

Jada looked at the twisty track and the ski jump, bright green in summer, but her mind was stuck on the first thing her dad had said about Park City. Maybe someday her mom would become a famous movie star and then she’d come to Utah. (Seriously, they came to Utah?) Maybe Jada wouldn’t have to find a way back to New York if she wanted to see her mom again.

The truck groaned up one long, last stretch, then purred as it passed the summit. The air conditioner began to hum, and by the time they rumbled down the canyon, Jada had almost cooled down. After one last bend in the freeway, Salt Lake City spread across the valley before them.

So far, Jada didn’t see how the city got its name. She had pictured a giant lake right in the middle, salty and stagnant and disgusting. But all she could see besides city was scrubby sagebrush and a deep, jungly ravine.

Jada squinted at her dad. “So where is it?”

Patrick smiled. “The house? Just a few blocks north.” He eased off the freeway at an exit marked “Sugar House.”

“No, the salt lake. But now that you mention it, where’s the sugar house?” Utah was weird. Jada’s fears were already confirmed.

“This neighborhood is called Sugar House, I guess. But let me know if you see any real sugar houses!” He stroked his scruffy cross-country driving beard. “Although we probably shouldn’t stop. A house like that wouldn’t be weather resistant. Plus a witch would probably live there.”

Jada shivered as she imagined a cackling witch in a candy house. “Don’t joke about stuff like that! And don’t forget, you promised you’d shave when we got here.”

“I know, I know. As soon as I find my razor in all those boxes.” Patrick pointed away from the mountains. “I think the Great Salt Lake is out there somewhere.” But now that they were off the freeway and into the neighborhood, Jada couldn’t see beyond the row of roofs in front of her.

The moving truck grumbled past rows of well-kept houses with perfect yards. Jada wondered whether she’d like having a house of their own. She was used to smelling five kinds of dinner as she came up the stairs after art class and trick-or-treating without having to leave their apartment building.

“Home sweet home!” Patrick said with a smile. He stopped the truck in front of a tiny, ancient house.

Jada stared out her window at the scraggly grass growing up through the driveway and the sagging front porch. Two cracked windows flanked the front door like sad, tired eyes. “This is it?”

Patrick hopped out and started to unhitch their tiny Toyota from behind the moving truck. “What do you think? I got the landlord to lower the rent because we’re going to fix it up.”

“Patrick, it’s a dump.” A stray cat crawled out from a half-dead hedge and hissed at them as it ran away. A witch really would live here.

“Don’t think about what it looks like now,” Patrick said. “Imagine what it could be!”

Jada’s art teacher had always told her she had a truly awesome imagination. The trouble was, he also told her she had a keen, sharp eye. And Jada’s keen, sharp eye told her this house was a disaster. Even if they fixed it up, she’d still be stuck in a weird city that called itself sugar and salt either because Grandma J was right and everybody was white, or because there was no flavor anywhere.

Later, as Jada struggled to get her mattress up the front steps, half a dozen men around Patrick’s age appeared. Every one of them wore the same smile and the same haircut.

The tallest man held out a basket of apples. “Welcome to the neighborhood!” He smiled even wider to show off his extra-white teeth. “Have some apples! They’re from the tree in my backyard.”

Sure they are, thought Jada.

“Can we move this stuff for you?”

Jada frowned. “Move it where?”

The men laughed, and the leader spoke again. “Into your house, I’d assume.”

Jada’s dad stepped in before she could answer. “Actually, that would be great. It’s been a long day.”

Jada wouldn’t let anybody else touch her art supplies, but the grown-ups cheerfully hauled almost everything else. After only an hour, all the big stuff and even the boxes were in the right rooms. The way-too-nice guys left and said to let them know if they could do anything else to help.

When Jada and her dad got sick of unpacking, they heated some soup on the stove. Jada was grateful for her first home-cooked meal in over a week, even if Campbell’s from a can wasn’t totally home-cooked. They sat with their soup bowls on the uncracked parts of the front porch and looked up at the mountains.

Patrick sighed. “Aren’t they amazing?”

Jada had to admit it made a beautiful picture—the sharp gray edges of the mountains against the curves and colors of the late-summer clouds. But she didn’t have to admit it to Patrick.

“Yeah, it’s amazing. Now anytime I want to look back toward our real home, there won’t be anything stopping me. Except the Himalayas.” Jada knew the Himalayas were in Asia, but it was hard to imagine that even Everest was much taller than this.

Patrick laughed. “They’re called the Wasatch Mountains, I think. And you don’t need to look back. Awesome school, the great outdoors, bigger house, perfect job. Everything will be better for us here, kiddo. Just wait.”

Jada dragged her spoon across the bottom of her soup bowl. If she looked up now, Patrick might think she was about to cry. If she looked up now, he might be right.

He doesn’t get it at all. It’s not a matter of better or worse. It’s just a matter of home.

Patrick let his spoon clatter against the edge of his bowl. “Yuck. That’s enough of that. I’ll make something good tomorrow if you help set up my classroom—your grandma gave me her secret chicken roll-up recipe. Then we’ll really feel settled in.” He sat up and slapped Jada’s knee. “Hey, speaking of settling in, are you ready to hang it up?”

Whenever Jada and her dad moved into a new apartment, the first thing they hung on the wall was their framed print of Brownstones—the painting that had made Jada want to become an artist just like Jacob Lawrence. That one scene told a whole story, and Jada had studied it and loved it since she was little.

Jada’s dad stood on their stained couch and pounded a nail into the wall. Then he stepped aside and handed Brownstones to her. “You do the honors this time.”

Jada stretched her arms to grab the edges of the frame. She threaded the wire over the nail extra carefully, then straightened the picture and stepped back.

When she looked at the painting, Jada knew that the mountains wouldn’t keep her from seeing everything she’d left behind. Brownstones opened a window to the world of bright colors and deep browns where Jada really belonged—the ladies talking, the kids playing, the brick buildings close together. And there, in the corner window, the white-haired woman who reminded Jada of her grandma.

Jada had never felt so totally alone, like she’d been kicked out to the wrong side of the canvas. Patrick’s hand startled her when it dropped onto her shoulder. “It looks pretty good, doesn’t it?” he asked. Jada had to agree.

Hours later, Jada lay wide awake, sweating inside her sleeping bag since she hadn’t found the box that held her bedding. Patrick snored gently in the next room as thunder rumbled in the distance. Before Jada could finish wondering whether it would rain, the first drops hit the shingles. And before she could wonder whether this fairy-tale house was really made of sugar, whether it was safe to be here at all, the first drops fell from her ceiling and slapped against the foot of her sleeping bag.

The roof was leaking. Perfect.

Jada dumped her winter clothes out of a plastic storage bin and set the bin on her bed to catch the drips. Then she gathered her sleeping bag in her arms and snuck into her dad’s room.

“Patrick, wake up.”

Snores.

“Patrick, the roof is leaking.”

One loud question of a grunt, then louder snores.

Jada sighed. “At least scoot over.”

Patrick rolled toward the wall, and Jada seized the moment. She spread her sleeping bag on her dad’s wide bed and slithered down inside.

Jada watched raindrops race down the window, hoping her dad was right. Maybe even in this strange new town of sugar and salt, there could be
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