
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Epsilon Sigma Omicron, who was called Epsi by his closest friends, kept a special log of his second year at Wizard School. He called it The Epsilogue. Its story went something like this. ...
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Prologue – The Pre-Story
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Oscar Henry Woodsaw had joined the rest of the Tensome at the end of our first summer after Wizard School. The rest of the Tensome were all together at Leesha Fourthchild’s house. Oscar Henry had been travelling with his two Hobo friends, when he happened to discover that he was not all that far from the rest of the Tensome.

After Oscar Henry Woodsaw discussed his plan with us for smuggling his Hobo friends Duosity Lemon and Hobo Sam onto campus, we all agreed that we should spend the rest of our summer together. First though, we had to ask Mr and Mrs Fourthchild if that was OK with them. 

They were delighted to host the ten of us. They didn’t know there would be four more mouths to feed (the two Tomtons and the two Hobos). Nor would they ever know about those four, as I disguised them as part of Oscar Henry. 

It wasn’t hard to do that since they were always hanging close to him, as though they were extensions of him. While I kept them hidden from Leesha’s Parents, I did allow the Tensome to see Duosity Lemon, Hobo Sam, Tomta, and Tomto.

We then each called our Parents to let them know we’d be coming home to pack. And then we’d be spending the rest of the summer at Leesha Fourthchild’s. 

Leesha, of course, wasn’t going anywhere and didn’t need to call her Parents. 

The couple who had been posing as Shmedley Thrumbledack’s Parents had disappeared. Shmedley didn’t know how to contact them, even if he had wanted to. 

And he was already staying at Leesha’s house. So he wasn’t going anywhere either. 

Oscar Henry didn’t want to call home. He told us his rather sad story about his Folks asking him to leave. They had said for him to go out on his own to figure out how to live in the World. 

We asked him to tell us the rest of his story. When he was through, we assured him that he had indeed figured out how to live in the World. It may not have been the way anybody else would have liked to live. But it was perfect for Oscar Henry. 

Oscar Henry called his Folks. Mama Ann talked to him for hours, when Papa Joe could finally get a word in edgewise, he had wonderful news. Papa Joe had built an extra room on the back of the house with a thirty foot ceiling. 

Papa Joe knew that his son was only nine feet tall. But he wasn’t taking any chances just in case Oscar Henry grew a lot more. He had been able to buy some cast iron furniture which would hold his son, no matter how large he grew. 

Mama Ann then took the conversation back and asked her son when he was coming home. Oscar Henry said that he would be there tomorrow. It was a long way back, But he could propel his wheelchair that fast, he was certain of it. Oh, and I’ll be bringing some friends. 

Bring as many friends as you want, dear!

Oscar Henry went hurrying off. The Hobos and the Tomtons all found places to ride with him on his wheelchair.
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Logue Roll – Let it Begin
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School began before we knew it. And classes for the rest of the Tensome were more intense than they had been the first year. 

Shmedley Thrumbledack had tested out of all four years of Wizard Math last year. So he didn’t have to attend that class. 

I was waiting until the end of the first quarter to test out of all of the subjects except Proper Wizard Etiquette. I was not anticipating any problems with bullies this year. Still, I was waiting to test out just to be safe.

Bullies tended to stay clear of the Tensome. The few who had approached us so far this year, had been put up to it by bigger bullies who were afraid to face us themselves. 

When these bullies did approach us, they didn’t get very far before they lost their nerve. The reputation of our confidence seemed to have preceded us onto campus.

The classes were interesting to me at the beginning. It helped me understand how the Professors thought. 

But after the first quarter or so, I’d get bored and would test out. Nobody would notice. So there was little chance of being harassed by bullies for doing so.

For the second year in a row, Shmedley Thrumbledack had shown up at Wizard School without a Wand. The Wizard School had continued to honor Shmedley’s scholarship. That scholarship paid for his tuition and his room. He had worked all summer to save up enough money to pay for his food. 

He hadn’t had to pay for the Bus, because Gloria Songmeister Gloria gave as many of us as wanted, a ride – flying in the air, carried by the copter made by her braids. 

He didn’t need to pay for books, since the books lasted all four years. And he already had those from last year. 

But Shmedley had not found as good of a paying job as Oscar Henry had. So all of his money went for his food. That meant he still couldn’t afford a Wand. 

The rest of the Tensome pooled our money together to buy him a Wand. But the Wand Makers said, If he’s supposed to have a Wand, he’ll be able to pay for it himself. 

This sounded strange. We were skeptical of that statement even being Formulaica logic. Even if it was true, we still didn’t like it. But we couldn’t buy Shmedley his Wand.

Shmedley had survived the first year partly due to his invisible fireman’s glove which kept him from being burned by spells cast at him by bullies. Ariel Lightwand the Left-Handed was the Teacher of How to be a Wizard in a Kajillion Steps. She had discovered on the first day, in Shmedley’s first class, that he did not have a Wand. 

No Teacher that first year had asked Shmedley to cast a spell. So he hadn’t needed a Wand. This year, they were not so lenient.

Shmedley was a Spring. A Spring is the opposite of an Offspring. It means that you never had any Parents. This is different from being an Orphan. Shmedley had thought that a Spring was a coil which bounces. And somehow he figured out how to bounce spells off himself. 

First he did this, by bouncing spells which were cast at him back towards the person who cast the spell. He could also bounce a spell which was cast by somebody, towards somebody else. That spell did not need to have been cast towards him in the first place. 

Shmedley could just grab the spell from wherever it was. Then he could bounce it in any direction he so chose.

Ariel let up a little when Shmedley demonstrated this ability. And somehow the other Teachers got the word that she had let up. So they followed suit.

Later on, Shmedley would tell me other ways in which he was a Spring.

The Spring is a certain time of year. It opens the door to Summer, to better things.

A Spring is a flow of water into a pool.

Shmedley didn’t know how to open the door to better things or how to be a flow. But he was glad that he wasn’t just whatever it meant to be the opposite of an Offspring. 

Somehow being the opposite of an Offspring must be important. But nobody, other than perhaps the Principal – Arlanda Florida – knew why. And she wasn’t saying. All she had said was, Being a Spring is a wonderful thing.

Springs were rare. Nobody remembered there ever having been a Spring who had become a Wizard. But it seemed that Shmedley was on his way to doing just that.

After I test out of my courses, except for Proper Wizard Etiquette, and have more time to study, I’ll see who else was a Spring and how they used their magic abilities. It may not be helpful, since they weren’t Wizards. But it will be interesting. 

I could start my research at the Library. But retired Professor Whinkle Pharglass might be a better place to start. His memory goes back pretty far.
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Principalogue – Where to Start
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