
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


There once was a Wizard named Shmedley Thrumbledack and his story goes something like this ... 
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Wizard School
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Shmedley Thrumbledack’s Parents were powerful Wizards. So everyone assumed that Shmedley would also be a powerful Wizard; everyone that is, except Shmedley.

He had yet to be able to do the slightest magic. But that was why his Parents were sending him to Wizard School.

This particular Wizard School had a good reputation and claimed that even if you knew nothing about magic, they could make you a Wizard. You only had to put forth the proper amount of effort. 

What the proper amount of effort was, nobody would say.

Shmedley Thrumbledack was old enough to start Wizard School. Everyone expected him to go to Wizard School. And he had finally mastered saying Thrumbledack. 

Oh sure, Thrumbledack wasn’t that hard to pronounce. He had mastered that ages ago. But to make it sound like rolling thunder, as everyone who was a Thrumbledack should be able to do; that had taken longer. 

He had even added his own twist, making the Thrumble sound like rolling thunder and the dack sound like a bolt of lightning striking somewhere, but not too close. 

This thrilled his Parents no end. And they would have sat for hours just listening to Shmedley say Thrumbledack. But they were way too busy – always away at some Wizard meeting or function or attending to some other Wizardly duty.

Since Shmedley Thrumbledack’s Parents were powerful Wizards, they had gotten Shmedley a full scholarship to Wizard School. Well, it was almost a full scholarship. It paid for his tuition and room. Paying for his food was up to his Parents.

By the time his Parents had paid for a year of his food at the School, they had very little money left over. The Wizard School was out in the middle of nowhere. So the only place to eat was at the School. 

Shmedley’s Parents could not really afford to send him to Wizard School. But it was expected, so that was what they would do. 

Shmedley wasn’t certain that he wanted to go to Wizard School. But it was expected, so that was what he would do. 

Shmedley thought everything was set. In about a month, his Parents would drop him in town. Then the Wizard School Bus would take him to the School. 

The Wizard School also had a Train, but that simply cost too much.

It was always a mystery to Shmedley, or as he liked to say, a think-a-ma-what-um, how his Parents could be such powerful Wizards and yet have so little money. They had tried to explain it to him a kajillion times. But he couldn’t understand it.

About a month before Shmedley was to leave for Wizard School, his Parents took him to buy his books which also weren’t covered by the scholarship:


	How to be a Wizard in a Kajillion Steps 

	Wizard Math 

	Wandmaking 

	Herbal Lore and Ethics 

	Casting, Spelling, Grammaring, and other Wizard Poems 

	Formulaica 

	Dousing – The Art of Putting Out Spells Gone Awry 

	Proper Wizardetiquette



After buying those books, his Parents had no money left over. But he still needed a Wand. Nobody went to Wizard School without a Wand.

His Parents said weird things like, These books will last you all four years of Wizard School. So next year we won’t need to buy you books and we can buy you a Wand then. Certainly you can make it through one year of Wizard School without a Wand.

He said weird things like, We can trade in my Wizard Math book. I’m already ahead of the Fourth Years in Wizard Math.

His Parents said that he was required to have all those books, even Wandmaking which wasn’t taught anymore.

He ventured that if the books were required, surely a Wand was required. But the rules said nothing of the sort. They didn’t even suggest that you bring a Wand with you. But anybody who was going to go to Wizard School surely knew that they were supposed to bring a Wand.

Wandmaking was no longer taught. It had not been taught when his Parents went to Wizard School. So, they could not make him a Wand. 

He couldn’t borrow one of theirs. They didn’t have extras and their Wands were accustomed to them. They wouldn’t have responded well to him. And besides, what kind of Wizards would they be without their Wands?

Which was exactly what Shmedley Wandered about himself – what kind of Wizard would he be without a Wand?

But there was no answer, as there often never is. So Shmedley Thrumbledack would either have to go to Wizard School with no Wand or he would have to not go to Wizard School at all. And that was out of the question!

Finally, the day had come. He was packed, minus a Wand, plus a lot of books, and off to catch the Wizard School Bus. 

He thought he was ill-prepared. But such is never the case when one is embarking on the adventure which will change their life. Usually that person is unaware they are on that adventure. And usually that person, and this was especially true in Shmedley’s case, is unaware that they are prepared.

Shmedley Thrumbledack may not have had a Wand, but he did have these things going for him:


	He was way beyond the Fourth Years in Wizard Math. He knew exactly what a kajillion was. He knew that there often was no answer. And he knew that often, the answer was out of the question.

	He knew special words like think-a-ma-what-um, some of which his Parents did not even know.

	And, he could say Thrumbledack correctly, rolling it like thunder and adding his own emphasis of a lightning strike at the end.



Shmedley Thrumbledack did not know it, but he thought like a Wizard. In fact, he thought like some of the most powerful Wizards.

But, it was also true that he did not have a Wand. And even Wizards who are not powerful have a Wand. Wand and Wizard were pretty much synonymous in Shmedley’s mind.
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The Bus to Wizard School
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So Shmedley Thrumbledack boarded the Bus to Wizard School. His Parents assured him that he would make friends immediately if not sooner, the moment he entered the Bus. 

Of course his Parents had taken the Train to Wizard School. They were mostly assuring Shmedley out of guilt over not being able to pay for him to take the Train. And they were mostly assuring themselves. 

Shmedley liked his Parents for the most part and he knew they were trying to do the right thing sending him to Wizard School. Plus, he wouldn’t see them for several months. 

So, he let this frustration go. After all, he had several other frustrations he could hold over their heads.

Nobody made friends with him. He tried, well he tried once. If anybody paid attention to him, they made fun of him. 

As he boarded the Bus, some students tried to trip him. But he had always been best at chinese jump rope and double dutch, even if they were considered girls’ sports. So they had no chance of tripping him.

Shmedley had no problem finding a place to sit. It may have only been a Bus, but it was a Wizard School Bus. And that meant that there were a myriad of places to sit. (A myriad is way less than a kajillion. It is even less than a jillion. But it still meant there was plenty of room.) And there were not that many students riding the Bus. 

Most of the students who were going to Wizard School were riding the Train. Shmedley smiled to think how much more crowded the Train was. 

Then, he pouted. 

Shmedley Thrumbledack didn’t realize it, but when he pouted, he set up an invisible shield around himself. The only things which could get through that shield were a Teacher’s stare, his Parents’ repeated attempts at getting his attention, the dinner bell, and other children who wouldn’t harm him:


	The kind ones

	The younger ones

	And those who were just passing through without a thought in his direction



Shmedley pouted for most of the trip. His Parents said he could pout for the kalongest time. When he pouted he was mostly not disturbed. When he wasn’t pouting, it wasn’t for long, because somebody would start disturbing him. And then he would pout again.

It was a long Bus ride to the Wizard School, so Shmedley settled into the alcove of seats near him. He reasoned, as only a very powerful Wizard would do, that since he didn’t have a Wand and since there was no chance that he would get a Wand and that since he would need a Wand, he should read Wandmaking and figure out how to make himself a Wand. 

Wizards like himself who were not powerful might have thought of that. But they would have also reasoned that only a few could make Wands, therefore there was no chance of them making a Wand. So why even bother reading Wandmaking. 

Wandmaking was a thick book. It discussed Wandmaking in general. Then it discussed how to make each of the various types of Wands of which there were more than a few. Lastly, it discussed how to make a Wand respond correctly to its owner or user. 

Shmedley read. It had to be the most boring book in the World. He hoped his other textbooks wouldn’t be this boring. And immediately they weren’t. 

But he didn’t know this yet. He only knew that this book was extremely-excruciatingly boring. Shmedley understood every word he read. But none of it made sense. It was as if the book had been written for those who already knew how to make Wands, which of course it was. 

Shmedley soon fell asleep. He attempted to read more of the Wandmaking book from time to time on his trip when he was awake. But he wouldn’t get very far in it before he fell asleep again. He managed to make it through the first three chapters. Then he just gave up and fell asleep for the remainder of the trip, which was almost enough hours to get a really good sleep, but not quite. 

It was really a shame that Shmedley hadn’t just read the last chapter or that he hadn’t managed to make it all the way through the book including the last chapter; because if he had read the last chapter, he would have realized that he already knew how to make a Wand respond to its Wizard. 
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