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“Is it true?” Cici shouted at her friend, someone she hasn’t seen in over a year. “What I heard about Filch? Is it true?” A red and white scarf wrapped around Cici’s toothpick of a neck. Her kind eyes blinked. “So is it true? Is he good? Is he nice? I heard he changed. Is it true?” Her red mittens, clasped together, lifted and dropped with every question. 

“It is,” answered her short friend, Karen, tucking her long blonde hair in her pink winter hat. “It is true. Since you’ve been gone, he’s changed—for the better, too.” 

“I knew it,” cheered Cici. “My Filch, good at last. I heard he saved Christmas, too.”

“He did,” her friend informed her. “He did save Christmas.”

“What happened to my Filch,” asked Cici, batting her eyes. “How’d he become so good and so nice?”

“Here let me tell you.” Her friend grabbed her. “It started with a school project. He was the last kid to pick a topic...” 

––––––––
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MR. WILLOUGHBY WAS a teacher in a red and white shirt with coal black buttons, his red pointy hat  hung over a part of his face. He looked at Filch, a young kid with a freckled face. 

The kid wasn’t paying attention. 

But the teacher got it. “Filch!” 

A black pencil twirled out of Filch’s hand. “Yes, sir.” He grabbed the pencil. 

“You still haven’t picked your topic,” the teacher informed him. 

“So,” Filch bellowed. 

“So? So? So?” Anger reddened the teacher’s round face. “If you don’t pick it, I will.” Mr. Willoughby pointed at himself with his thumb. 

“Excuse me, sir,” Filch said, not wanting to anger the teacher anymore, “but can you tell me the ones I have to pick from?” 

He told the boy. 

Filch thought and thought and thought. “Hmmm.” Then he thought some more. “Aha!” He snapped his fingers.  

“You got one,” asked Mr. Willoughby excited to hear his topic. 

“I do, I do got one,” Filch informed him. He pumped his fist, saying, “The mountain lizard, I’m going to do it on the mountain lizard.”

“Know why?” Mr. Willoughby played with his glasses. “If you don’t mind me asking.”  

“The mountain lizard’s Samurai Snow’s sworn enemy,” Filch said.  

“Is that so?” Mr. Willoughby hoped Filch’s reason was better than that, but whatever got him to pick a subject was fine with Mr. Willoughby.  

“It is, it is so,” chimed Filch.  

The bell rang. 

Filch and the rest of the students gathered their things. 

“Have a good day, children,” Mr. Willoughby prayed. He wiped his glasses on his red and white shirt.  

The class emptied. 

––––––––
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FILCH MET UP WITH HIS two friends, Gloria and Alexander. Gloria wore black-rimmed glasses and Alexander’s chubby cheeks reddened in the cold. 

Filch spoke,“Look who it is, the—”

Gloria turned and stopped him. “Don’t,” she warned him, her hand raised. 

Alexander lowered his voice. “I thought we were keeping it a secret, what we’re called.” 

“It’s not like I was going to say it out loud,” Filch said in the same tone as Alexander. Then he spoke in a normal tone, swinging his hand, “Come on, guys, don’t you have any faith in me?” 

“After last week, you’d think we’d know better,” Gloria said as they walked through the school grounds, snow falling around them. 

Alexander stuck his tongue out and a snowflake landed and melted on his long tongue.  

“Last week was a blip on the radar,” Filch informed them. “Like I said then—”

Gloria and Alexander knew what he was going to say. “It won’t happen again.” 

But Gloria knew better. “We heard it before to hear it again, but that doesn’t mean we’ll believe it again.”

Alexander spoke, “The mountain lizard, eh? You know how hard it is to find information on the mountain lizard?” 

Gloria knew what he was in for. She picked the mountain lizard once and had to change it to the snow leopard. More was known about the snow leopard. “Not much is known about them. That’s why nobody picked it.” 

“Then I’ll have little to write up,” Filch said happily. “This topic just keeps getting better and better.”

“But you have a word count to consider,” Gloria emphasized, her head tilted back and groaning out the words “word count.” 

“And word counts can’t be mucked with?” Filch asked. 

They walked off school property and onto the snowy back streets of Christmas Town. 

“I’m sure I can write up something,” Filch hoped. “I know. I’ll fill it with filler words.” 

Gloria liked his idea. She pumped her fist. “Here, here, filler words to the rescue.” 

––––––––
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LATER THAT NIGHT, GRANDPA Filch, a wrinkly old man with a snow coloured moustache, looked at his grandson, who grumbled, looking at his computer screen. 

“What’s got into you?” Grandpa Filch wondered.  

“A report—why?” Filch turned his gaze from the screen, then it returned to the screen. 

Grandpa Filch motioned with his hand, waving a naughty-naughty finger. “First things first. What on?” 

“The mountain lizard,” Filch spat. “I thought it would be easy.” He put his head on a hand. “But my report is half the length it should be.” 

“Did you use filler words?” Grandpa Filch asked.  

“All of them,” Filch informed him, “and it’s still—“

Grandpa Filch joined Filch in saying, “Half the length it should be.” 

“Well, aren’t you in luck,” Grandpa Filch said. “I know almost everything there is to know about the mountain lizard. I witness them in the Snowflake War.” 

Filch faced his grandfather. He was excited. “Do you know how long they live?” 

“Uh...”

“Because I already have that, at least I think so.” He scrolled through his tiny report. “Yes, I have it.” He counted the rest on his fingers. “I also have what they eat, they’re climbers, and they turn snowflakes into diamonds. You know anything else?” 

“I know even more.”

The news brightened Filch’s mood. He grabbed a pen and paper, ready to take notes. 

“Get ready,” Grandpa said, in a wondrous tone, “to be amazed.” 

––––––––
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THE NEXT DAY, FILCH stood in front of the class.

“And you’d think that’s all, but there’s more—a lot more.” Filch counted the rest on his fingers. “For example, the mountain lizard is blind when it’s born, stays skinny throughout its entire life, and their eggs are made of the strongest material known to man. Only a snow lizard can break ‘em. Amazed?” He swiped his fist, saying, “I bet you are.”

Karen, that short girl with long blonde hair, raised her voice. “What a bunch hogwash.”  

The retort shocked Filch. “Hogwash?” 

But Karen doubled down. “That’s right, hogwash. We only know what you said in the beginning of your speech.” 

Mr. Willoughby agreed, “That’s right, Karen.” He sat at the back of the class, a clipboard in his hands. “I don’t appreciate you making things up.” 

“But I didn’t make it up,” Filch whined. “I got the rest from my grandfather.” 

Karen had thoughts about Grandpa Filch. “Looks like your grandfather sent you down the wrong path. Giving you such information—he had to’ve made it up,” she said loudly.  

“He did not!” Filch made fist. 

“He did, too,” Karen yelled. “Look at it this way, Zilch Filch, if he knows it, we all should know it. What is he—an expert?” 

“Um, no,” Filch said in a small voice.  

“Looks like what I said stands.” Karen looked down her nose. “He made it up—all of it.”  

Mr. Willoughby reddened a sheet of paper. “I’m going to have to deduct some points from your presentation, Filch. And it was going so well, too.”  

“Really?” 

“I was going to give you top marks.” Mr. Willoughby motioned to Karen. “But if it wasn’t for Karen...”

“Zilch Filch strikes again,” Karen teased.  

Some of the other students laughed, watching Filch walk back to his desk with his head held low. 

He tore his report and sat, sulking. 

“Karen, it’s your turn,” Mr. Willoughby called. 

Karen hopped off her chair and strode to the front of the class. 

“Unlike Zilch Filch over there,” she informed the class, “I did my homework.” 

Mr. Willoughby perked up. “Off to a good start as always.”  

––––––––
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THE SCHOOL BELL RANG. 

Filch and Karen and the others gathered their things. 

Mr. Willoughby said, “Filch, can I see you please?”

Filch wondered what else as he approached his teacher. 

“Filch, I was going to let this pass because of your imagination and the entertainment value, but after talking it over with Karen, I decided to give you an F.” He handed him his grade. 

“An F!” Filch’s eyes bulged as he stared at the red-circled F. 

“She has a way of saying things that Karen.”

Filch seethed, crinkling the paper in his fist. 

––––––––
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GLORIA, ALEXANDER, and Filch were seated in the school cafeteria. 

Gloria added a tomato from one container to her sandwich. “Looks like good old Karen strikes again. If you can count on her to be anything, it’s herself.” 

Alexander spoke to Filch, “You okay? You haven’t touched your lunch.”

Filch was still in a mood, a dark cloud hanging over his head. “Not hungry.” 

“You mind?” Alexander asked. “My mother only packed one.” 

Filch moved his Tupperware closer to Alexander. “Help yourself.” 

Alexander dug in, eating his sandwich and snacks, but he left the sliced red apples and raspberries. “I had what I wanted, but I left you the good parts.” 

Gloria looked at what was left over. “The good parts. Raspberries!” She turned to Filch. “Hey, I’m sure you’ll feel better by the end of the day.” 

“You think?” 

“I know,” Gloria spoke with confidence. “It always takes that long for a bright idea to enter my head.” 

––––––––

[image: ]


AT THE END OF THE SCHOOL day, Filch walked behind Gloria and Alexander, turning down Snowflake Street, where the three of them lived. 

Gloria stopped, turned, and spoke. “Hey.” 

“Yeah?” Filch asked, still in a mood.  

“If you know what’s good for ya, you’ll let the sun come out tomorrow,” Gloria hoped. “Remember, to tell me your bright idea. I’d like to know, okay?” 

“Okay,” Filch remarked.  

“Well, I got to get going,” Gloria said. “Goodbye to the both of you.” 

And with that, they separated, Gloria turning down her driveway and walking into her family home. 

Alexander and Filch walked on. 

––––––––
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LATER THAT DAY, AS a full moon crept across the sky, Filch sat on his bed when his mood brightened. He smiled an open mouth smile. “An idea, a brilliant idea.”

––––––––
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“IF IT’LL HELP.” GLORIA stood in the schoolyard. 

“After school?” Filch held his red gloved hand out. 

“After school.” Gloria held her hand on top of Alexander. 

“But what if they’re home?” Alexander wanted to know. 

Gloria answered, “Why would they be home? It’s Karen’s big night tonight.” 

––––––––
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AS KAREN SPUN HER BATON, in the school gymnasium, decked out in silver snowflakes and over-sized Christmas ornaments, Gloria, Alexander, and Filch walked to Karen’s house, a two storey structure, the corner of the street hugging the front and side of the house. 

Filch carried a heavy white bag. 

Windows glistened in the moonlight. 

Christmas trees glowed in the darkness of the living room. 

Outside, Christmas lights sparkle. 

“You guys ready?” Filch dropped the heavy white bag. 

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” Gloria reached into the heavy white bag and brought out a handful of rocks. 

“Alexander?” Filch took some rocks from the heavy white bag. 

Alexander breathed out a cloud, which slid along his reddened cheek, then disappeared behind him. He pointed to himself with his thumb and tilting his head back a bit. “Call me Ready Eddy.” More clouds came out of his mouth, travelling along his reddened cheeks. 

“Well, there’s no time like the present,” Filch said. “This will teach you, won’t it, to make fun of me? Zilch Filch.” 

Gloria, Alexander, and Filch tossed rocks at the windows.

“Harder, you got to throw them harder. Like this.” Gloria threw a rock. 

Glass shattered. 

“Yes, I got one.” 

The other two threw harder, whipping their arms. 

More windows shattered. 

“I got one, I got one,” Filch cheered.  

“I got one, too,” Alexander beamed.  

“That’s great, guys, get another one.” Gloria gathered some more rocks.  

“This feels so good.” Filch clutched his rocks. 

Alexander threw a large one. 

“Let’s get the ones in the back.” Filch ran to the back of the house, with the bag of rocks slung over his shoulder. 

A broken window dropped a shard of pointed-glass, which landed in the soft snow. 

––––––––
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“THIS ISN’T A GOOD STORY,” shouted Cici, “not good at all.”  

“I know, but how do you expect kids to learn their lesson? By doing the wrong thing,” her friend answered. “Now would you let me continue?”

“Please continue.” 
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A red car turned, then drove down the snowy road. It turned into a driveway, its headlights shining off the broken glass. 

“What happened to our house?” Karen, in the backseat, clutched her baton. 

“I don’t know.” Karen’s father, a man of average height in a light blue jacket, drove.  

Karen’s mother, a woman with bags under her eyes, turned to the father. “Honey?” 

“Wait here. I’ll give it the once over, then get back to you guys.” Karen’s father opened the car door as he unbuckled his seatbelt. He got out, then looked around. When he came back, he leaned till he was eye level with Karen’s mother. “It looks like they’re gone.”  
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