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Preparing for the Test
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Magyck depends on the personality and skill of the Magyckian. Basil felt both swell-headed and nervous as he turned slowly, allowing Deezy to loop the sash of his initiate’s robe around his waist. Once the sash was tied securely, the genie draped the long end over Basil’s breast-plate. “You look smooth.”

Basil thought of Deezy as a friend, but in a School of Magyck, even friends can be dangerous. Today they were in a cavern that the genie knew far better than any of the students. This labyrinthine series of caves was the official home of the School of Magyck, and Basil should have known better how to navigate it, but he barely had time for lessons, much less time to explore. Students were shooed out at the end of each class. Basil could barely find the caverns where his classes were held.

Deezy turned Basil toward the obsidian mirror. “Every thread crisp and sharp.” Basil remained silent, worried.

Deezy snapped his fingers. Basil stepped back, tangling the sash about his legs. Deezy laughed.

“I’m about to take the most serious test of my life. Can’t you stop pranking me?”

“Want me to help you run some drills?” Deezy conjured water into the cup beside the mirror. Basil shook his head. “I’ll be fine.”

“You’re bad at water magic, and you know it.” Deezy poured the water onto his hand, where it formed a sphere. Then it floated over Basil’s head and formed a cloud.

“I can help you,” offered the genie.



Basil shook his head again. Rain tumbled from the cloud, soaking his hair but leaving his robe dry.

Basil snorted. “Can is not the same as will. You’ve just demonstrated why— other than the rules—I shouldn’t take help from you.”

“No tricks today.” Deezy adopted the classic genie pose, arms crossed, showing off his muscles.


“I’m good.” Basil headed toward the dressing chamber exit.

“No, you’re not.” Deezy’s voice became serious.



Basil opened the dressing room door and stepped through. Deezy appeared beside him in the passageway outside.


“At least let me watch ... and maybe jump in if ...”



“I gave all my passes to my family.” Basil strode through the flowstone archway and turned down the stalactite-topped hallway.

Deezy popped in front him, blocking his way. “I can sneak in— you just have to say the word.”

“I’m good.” Basil leapt up, grabbed a stalactite and swung athletically over the genie’s shoulder. “Besides, you let my mother fail the first time she took the test. She let you in and you—”

“She’s great at water Magyck. I can’t be in the same room with her—she messes me up.”

“She’ll be there. I gave her a pass.” Basil headed toward the cave entrance where a genie-style lamp greeted visitors with a warm blue flame indicating that no genie was trapped inside.


“She won’t help you. I can,” Deezy persisted.



“My daughter Amaryllis will be born next month. I need to pass this test now.” Basil copied the genie’s arms-akimbo pose. “Scram!”


“You can’t stop me.”



“I have to stop you.” Basil touched the girdle hidden beneath his baggy pants. Deezy began shrinking.


“Where did you get the Water Magyck?” Deezy gave him the truth-telling

eye from half his normal height.

Basil watched the genie shrink to the size of his palm. “From my mom.” He pinched the shrunken genie between his thumb and forefinger, and carried him toward the lamp.

“Does she know you have it?” piped the tiny genie’s voice.

Basil didn’t answer.

Deezy kicked at Basil’s index finger joint to break his Magyck flow. When that didn’t work, he struggled to keep from being inserted into the lamp. He blew into Basil’s right eye. “Whatever you do to me, I curse you double!”

Basil pushed the struggling genie down the lamp’s spout. The flame burned orange.

“For your own safety—” the genie’s voice cut off.
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Amy’s Twelfth Birthday

[image: ]




“You’ve practiced enough,” Mom hands me our tall silver pot filled with fresh mint tea. “It’s showtime.”

The handle is really hot. When I practiced pouring tea over my shoulder in the backyard, the pot was just sunshine warm. Now, with the freshly brewed tea, my fingers can barely hold it. I lift the pot up to my ear, tilt, and cascade the tea in a sparkling arc over my back. Steam warms my cheek. Bright green tea flows like a round narrow waterfall into the porcelain cup at my side.

I’m doing it. I’m a fancy tea pourer. Small emerald ponds glisten serenely in our delicate white cups. But then pale green freckles glisten on Grammie’s white tablecloth. When I practiced on the grass, I didn’t notice if I spattered tiny droplets. But now, on the bright white tablecloth, the shining spots prove I’ve messed up. I stare sadly at the tell-tale dots, wishing they’d disappear.

And – poof! They’re gone!

Grammie calls from the kitchen, where she’s making my pre-birthday dinner. “Where are you going to be at 4:32 PM tomorrow?”

“In the closed-up cave. The one with stalactites and stalagmites and bats.”

Grammie clears her throat. She thinks I won’t like what she’s going to say. Grammie is a Magyckian who makes Magyck girdles that help other Magyckians with Water Magyck. My dad was a Magyckian, too. But my dad’s dead, and Grammie doesn’t like to talk about him. Neither does Mom.


“If it’s closed, how are you going to get in?” she queries.






“Since tomorrow is my birthday, it might just open like a present.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“Then I’ll dig my way in.”



Mom dashes into the dining room. “Please don’t encourage her, Stelle. I want her to go somewhere fun tomorrow – in case she isn’t Magyck.”


“Mom! You said I can go wherever I want. It’s my birthday!”



Mom makes a long exhale. Both she and Grammie are keeping something secret from me.

Grammie pops in from the kitchen and asks suspiciously. “Have you been in there before?”


I may as well tell her – she’ll figure it out anyway.



“I squeezed in when there was still a tiny opening. About 5 years ago, right before it closed up completely. The oil-lamp on the stone shelf at the entrance looked like the kind that might have a genie. It was lit with a bright orange flame, like it was waiting for me – so I thought it had to be Magyck. But I didn’t rub it and try to get the genie out. You warned me about genies, and I was being careful.”

Grammie’s face becomes even more worried. “Are you sure you didn’t maybe touch the lamp?”


“Well ... I touched it. But nothing happened.”

Grammie shakes her head. “What else did you do in the cave?”



I don’t want to tell her that the cave closing might be my fault. Right after I left, stones fell down the hillside and closed the cave completely. But it didn’t happen while I was in the cave, so maybe it wasn’t my fault.

Instead I tell her, “I saw a few bats. I explored down one of the passageways to see where they were coming from, but it was dark. There were lots of turns and extra corridors. And piles of rocks. I was afraid of getting lost, so I turned around and came home.” I stop talking, hoping I’ve told her enough.

Grammie’s hands and face are smeared with pink icing. I can smell the sweet tangy dragon fruit juice and a whiff of pungent mountain berries. She must be making Schisandra Cake for my birthday.

“I made this cake for your dad on his birthdays, too.” Grammie’s voice is wistful.

Magyck shows up the moment you turn twelve years old, at the exact time you were born. It’s either then, or never.


“Your dad died because of Magyck.” Mom stiffens.



“If you are Magyckal, I’ll help you learn Water Magyck,” says Grammie.

I glance over at the couch. The mound of knitting on the couch tells me Grammie is making another girdle. I wonder if it’s for me – for if I do become Magyckal.

Mom and I sip the mint tea from our white cups, without saying a word. It’s been hard for us to talk to each other lately. Instead of looking at me, she examines the tablecloth. Looking for spots. Then she smiles. Her biggest smile.

“All that practice paid off. You didn’t spill a speck. I’m so proud of you!”

I don’t want to disappoint her, but I don’t want to give her an excuse not to trust me. “It’s Grammie’s Magyck tablecloth,” I say.


“I’m sure your practice did the trick,” she replies, and gives me a hug.

Grammie winks.



Mom takes a long sip of the mint tea, then closes her eyes. “Does it have to be that cave?”

“All the other caves around here are boring. No stalactites. No stalagmites. No dead bodies. Not even a trinket left behind from a Magyckal ritual. This one has bats and I’m sure somebody Magyck used to live there. Maybe still lives there now, even though it’s closed up tight. Or maybe there’s a secret entrance that I haven’t been able to find.”

Mom shakes her head. “I heard what you told Grammie. What else did you do in the cave?” Mom always knows when there’s more to the story. I don’t look at her, listening for the tone of voice she uses for hypnosis. I speak truthfully but carefully.

“I heard a few drips. There were splats, too. I explored down one of the passageways to see where the bats were coming from, but it was dark. I was afraid of getting lost, so I turned around, and came home.” I stop talking, hoping I’ve told her enough.

She hugs me, and gives me a kiss. I turn to my grandmother. “Grammie, I love your tablecloth.” I kiss her cheek. She tastes sweet and tangy, like dragon fruit icing.

Grammie whispers, “Let’s keep the tablecloth Magyck a secret from your mom for a while. Let her think you really did pour that tea without a splash.”

That doesn’t quite feel honest, so I change the subject. “I love your pink cake. Can we have dessert first?”

“Maybe a little.” She grins. Then she becomes serious. “I know you’re excited about tomorrow, and I know you want to be Magyck.”

Mom interrupts. “I hope you are normal. I think life is better if the rules for how things work are the same all the time. When you.re Magyck, sometimes the rules change—so you keep trying to find the holes in the regular world, the places where Magyck can change things. It gets frustrating when familiar places don’t work the same every time.”

It’s not up to Mom or Grammie or me if I get to be Magyckal. Either I was born with Magyck or I wasn’t. Even my wanting to be Magyck won’t change anything. So, I change the subject. “Spending tomorrow at the cave will be fun. Please...!”


Grammie looks at me sharply. I can tell she’s going to say words she thinks I don’t want to hear. “That cave is the old Magyckal School. The Master Magyckian closed it after your dad died.”



Mom gives her the Glare. Grammie and Mom never talk about how my dad died. But Grammie is looking fierce. “Really! My dad died in that cave?” Grammie gives Mom the look.

Then she turns to me and asks in her sneaky-gentle voice. “What did you do when you were inside the cave? Besides touch the lamp?” Mom watches us both carefully, but doesn’t say anything.

Grammie saved me with her Magyck tablecloth, so I owe her. But she might be furious when she learns what else I did in the cave. She could trick me into talking, so I go ahead and tell her everything.

“The wide hallway to the left was wet and slippery. So, I chose the narrower passageway to the right. I carried the genie lamp to light the way toward the flowstone. The floor of the cave was bumpy with translucent lumps. The genie lamp made the lumps glow.

“Near the flowstone, I came to a hole in the floor. If I hadn’t been carrying the lamp, I’d have fallen in. It was a steep, wide tunnel leading down into a lower cavern. A breeze from it made my lamp flicker. The pathway divided around the opening, making two narrow trails, on either side.
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