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My name is Lacey Unger-Ware, and I can’t make your dreams come true.

Most people wouldn’t need to tell you that, but I do.

That’s because, for a couple of weeks, I was a substitute fairy godmother. You wouldn’t believe how hard it was—I almost got eaten by lions, and that was on a good day!

Now I’m out of the fairy-godmother business and happy to be an ordinary kid again. 

“Ordinary” rocks.
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OMG! It’s my wedding day!

I walk down the aisle in the most beautiful wedding dress you’ve ever seen: yards of billowing satin, a hundred pearl buttons down the back, and a train that goes on forever and ever.

The church is packed with people, and they all wipe tears from their eyes as the organist plays my favorite song, “I’m a Little Teapot.”

Hmmm…“Little Teapot” isn’t my favorite song, but I’m not going to let it ruin my special day.

When I reach the front of the church, my tall, handsome groom takes my hand. His golden eyes meet mine.

Golden eyes? That’s strange. But not as strange as his spiky white whiskers. Or his long, sharp teeth. Or his horrible tuna breath. 

We say our vows, and then the minister tells him, “You may kiss the bride!”

And Mr. Tuna Breath leans forward and sticks out his sandpapery tongue. Ewww!

I wake up with a shriek—and look into the golden eyes of my cat, Julius, who’s sitting on my chest and meowing. I don’t need to speak cat to know he’s saying, “Feed me! Feed me NOW!”

My little sister, Madison, is out in the hallway singing “I’m a Little Teapot.” It’s her favorite song, and it’s not fair that it got stuck in my dream.

I roll over and try to go back to sleep, but Mom pokes her head into the room and says, “Get up, Lacey. You don’t want to be late for the wedding.”

OMG! What if it wasn’t a dream?

Then I remember. We’re not going to my wedding (I’m twelve—give me a break!), we’re going to Sunny’s mom’s wedding. 

Sunny Varden is my best friend, and her mom—who everyone calls Gina, even me—is getting married for the second time at City Hall.

Sunny isn’t sure how much she likes Gina’s fiancé, Dwight. I’m not sure either—he treats me and Sunny like we’re five. But I do have to say he’s got beautiful white teeth. He should—Sunny says he’s always at the dentist getting them cleaned.

When we get to City Hall, Sunny and Gina are already there.

Madison lets go of my hand and tugs on the sleeve of Gina’s plain yellow dress. “Where’s your wedding gown?” 

Gina says, “This is it. Don’t you like it?”

Madison makes the same face she does when Mom tries to make her eat broccoli. “No! And where are all the people?”

“It’s just us,” Gina says. “Dwight wanted things simple.”

Madison hates simple. She tells Gina, “When I get married, it’s going to be very, very fancy!”

I believe her. Madison’s the only girl in kindergarten who wears a feather boa for juice break.

Madison looks at Gina suspiciously. “There’s going to be a cake, right?”

“Yes! Seven-layer lemon cake with buttercream frosting!”

“And frosting flowers?”

“A whole garden of them.”

Madison looks happy, but I notice that Mom and Dad keep glancing at the clock. I whisper to Sunny, “Where’s Dwight?” Sunny just shrugs, and then she looks at the clock, too.

Gina’s cell phone finally rings. “Dwight, honey, are you on your way?” I don’t hear the answer, but Gina goes as white and still as a statue. 

“Gina, what’s wrong?” Mom asks.

Gina drops the phone like it’s burning her hand, and Mom picks it up. “Dwight?”

As Mom listens, her jaw gets those lumps on either side of her face that mean she’s really, really mad. She hangs up the phone. “Dwight’s not coming. He just married his dental hygienist.”

No wonder his teeth were so white! 

Sunny puts her arms around Gina, and then we all do. But this isn’t a happy hug, it’s the saddest hug of all time. 
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Madison says, “Dental genies are evil!”

And she’s completely, 100 percent right.

Gina pretty much stays in bed for the next month.

This is extra sad, because Gina is just like Sunny, only grown up. Gina’s usually really energetic and happy—when there’s a sleepover at Sunny’s house, we have to beg her to stop giggling and let us go to sleep. Now all she does is sleep.

My mom sends over a lot of casseroles and soup, but Gina doesn’t eat any of them. She only eats wedding cake. She tells Sunny that she paid seven hundred dollars for it and she’s going to eat it all, even if it kills her.

I feel bad for Gina, and I feel worse for Sunny. Sunny’s usually the happiest person I know, but it’s hard to be happy when your mom’s so miserable.
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Right now I wish I was home in bed eating wedding cake. Instead, at the end of a long day at school, I’m standing in gym class trying to make a free throw. And I really am trying. 

I don’t know why it’s so hard for me. After all, my whole family is athletic: Dad played football in college, Mom runs marathons, and Madison’s been dancing since she could walk.

I’m not a klutz, exactly. But I lack…talent. The only game I’m good at is Monopoly.

Since we started the basketball unit in PE, I’ve been practicing at home with Dad, and he says I’m getting better. I’m pretty sure he’s lying, but maybe he’s not, and maybe basketball is my sport. 

Makayla, a cheerleader who hates me (long story), shouts, “Throw the stupid ball, Underwear Girl!”

So I throw the ball and hope for the best.

Instead of going in the basket, the ball hits Makayla on the head. “Ow! You did that on purpose!”

I can tell she’s going to make a big deal about it, but then the bell rings and I make a dash for the door.

Mrs. Brinker, the PE teacher, stops me before I can leave. “Not so fast, Lacey. I won’t have horseplay in my gym.”

“But it was an accident! I couldn’t hit Makayla on purpose in a million years!”

“And I won’t have back talk! Run ten laps around the gym, now!”

Perfect ending to a perfect class. I do my ten laps and get hot, sweaty, and gross. Why does Mom like running? What is wrong with her?

I finally walk out the gym door, wiping my dripping face with my sleeve, and run right into Scott Dearden, my handsome boyfriend, who has the world’s longest eyelashes.

Actually, he is handsome, but he’s not my boyfriend. Last month Scott and I went to a football game together—almost a date! But his mom made him bring his three horrible little brothers, who kept singing “Scott and Lacey sitting in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G!” Scott and I were so embarrassed that we’ve been avoiding each other ever since.

“Uh, hi, Lacey,” Scott says.

“Uh, hi, Scott,” I say, wishing I didn’t look like I just ran ten laps. I desperately try to think of something cool to say. Something captivating and alluring. 

There’s a long pause. 

Okay, I can’t think of something captivating and alluring. I just need to think of anything. A few words I can make into a sentence.

“Scott! Are you here for basketball tryouts? I know you’ll be great!” But it’s not me who says that, it’s Makayla, looking all made-up and not sweaty.

Scott smiles at her. “Thanks! Yeah, Coach Overdale says I have a pretty good chance of making the team.”

Makayla says, “I’ll be cheering for you!”

Scott and Makayla keep chatting like I’m not even there, so I slink away.

When I reach my locker, Sunny and Paige Harrington are waiting for me.

Remember how I said I used to be a fairy godmother? Well, Paige was my Cinderella, and I helped make her dream come true.

And since Sunny helped me help Paige, we’re all friends now, which is amazing, because Paige is the most beautiful and popular girl in school and Sunny and I…aren’t.

I’m about to start complaining about my cruddy day when I notice how depressed Sunny looks. It’s so not like Sunny, at least not until the Dwight disaster. “You guys want to go to the mall?” I ask.

Sunny loves the mall. Even when she doesn’t have any money, she can spend all afternoon just walking around. 

But Sunny shakes her head. “I’d better see how my mom’s doing.”

Paige asks, “Should we make her some brownies? That always cheers people up.”

Another head shake from Sunny. “It’s wedding cake or nothing.”

I close my locker, wishing I had something to say to make Sunny feel better. But I just don’t.

Just then, Principal Nazarino passes us in the hall and we all shrink back a little. She’s not mean, exactly, but she loves telling kids what to do. I guess that’s why she became a principal. Today, though, she just smiles at us. “Sunny, are you ready for next Wednesday?”

“Next Wednesday?”

“For the mascot competition.”

Sunny shakes her head no, and Principal Nazarino looks surprised.

Let me explain: our school teams used to be the Lincoln Railsplitters, and the mascot dressed up like Abraham Lincoln and carried a great big ax. (Because that’s how rail-splitters split rails.) But when last year’s Abraham Lincoln chopped the tail off the Wolverines’ mascot, the school board said the ax had to go.

Abraham Lincoln without an ax is lame, so next Wednesday there’s going to be a new mascot competition. Sunny signed up for it weeks ago; her idea was to call the team the Lincoln Labradoodles—labradoodles are her favorite kind of dog. But before she started making the costume, the wedding happened (or didn’t happen).

The competition could be exactly what Sunny needs to cheer her up. So I say, “Sunny, I’ll help you make the costume. It’ll be fun!”

And Paige says, “I’ll help you, too.”

Sunny just shakes her head again and doesn’t even wait for me and Paige as she walks down the hallway and out the door.

I look at Principal Nazarino. “Don’t listen to Sunny. She’s going to be in the competition, and she’s going to win!”

Paige stares at me like I’ve gone crazy, but I still think this is just what Sunny needs.

Three hours later, I’m in the kitchen of my parents’ restaurant, the Hungry Moose, and I’m putting the finishing touches on a labradoodle costume for Sunny. It’s mainly made out of glued-together brown paper bags, but I think it’s going to be cute in that silly, mascot kind of way.

As Mom and Madison watch, I put the brown paper head on Dad and stand back. “Ladies and gentlemen! Meet the new Lincoln Middle School mascot!”

Madison says, “Daddy looks like a big poop.”

Mom puts her hand over Madison’s mouth, but I see that she’s trying not to smile herself. “Daddy does not look like a big poop. He’s a moose, like our restaurant. Very cute, Lacey.”

“He’s not a moose. He’s a dog.”

Mom and Madison both tilt their heads, thinking about what I’ve just said.

Madison pulls Mom’s hand off her mouth. “He’s the ugliest dog I’ve ever seen.”

Dad starts making barking sounds. “Woof! Woof! I’m an ugly, poopy dog!”

I know my feelings should be hurt, but I can’t help laughing. When my family’s right, they’re right. But now what am I going to do?
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That night in my bedroom, I look for mascot costumes online. I’ve got about thirty dollars from birthday gift cards, which seems like a lot of money. But thirty dollars won’t even pay for the shipping. Plus, there are no labradoodle costumes at all. Hardly anybody’s even heard of a labradoodle.

You have, right? A labradoodle is a cross between a Labrador and a poodle. Everybody knows that, except for eight billion costume Web sites.

As I scroll through page after page of costumes, what I mainly see is vampires and zombies. As much as I want to do something for Sunny, all these zombies are creeping me out.

I almost jump out of my skin when there’s a tap-tap-tap at the door. I get up to answer it, but no one’s there—not even a zombie.

A moment after I sit back down, there’s the same tap-tap-tap.

“That’s not funny, Madison!” I call.

Tap-tap-tap.

I’m ready to rush to the door again—and then I realize the sound is coming from the curtain-covered window.

Now I’m really creeped out. I’m this close to crawling into bed and pulling the covers over my head.…

TAP-TAP-TAP-TAP-TAP.

What is making that noise? I have to know, so I fling open the curtains.

On the other side of the glass, a three-inch-tall fairy with beautiful butterfly wings glares at me. It’s Katarina Sycorax, the crankiest fairy godmother you’d ever want to meet. When I was a substitute fairy godmother, Katarina was the fairy I was substituting for. But since that’s been over for a while, I never thought I’d see her again.

“Katarina!” I say.

“Stop gawking and let me in!” she shouts, as loudly as a three-inch-tall fairy can. “Do you want me to tap all night?”

I push open the window, and she flutters in and lands on my dresser. 

“What are you doing here?” I ask.

She takes her time fixing her wild, bright, red hair in the mirror. Then she finally turns to me with a bow, and, like she’s working from a movie script, says, “Greetings and salutations! Before I can inform you of your great good fortune, please confirm that you are, indeed, one Lacey Unger-Ware.”
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“Of course I am. Why are you talking like that?”

“Don’t interrupt! Confirm your name, or this is going to take all night.”

“Yeah, I’m Lacey!”

“Do it right!”

Giving her a little bow that I hope looks sarcastic, I say, “Yes, I am indeed one Lacey Unger-Ware!”

Streamers and confetti fall from the ceiling like I’ve just won the big prize on a game show, and the light in the room changes from normal to glowing pink. Katarina gives herself another look in the mirror: “So flattering!”

I shake confetti out of my hair, really confused. Then I think I know why Katarina’s here. “Oh my gosh! Are you my fairy godmother? Are my dreams about to come true?”

My dreams flash through my mind. Dreams about rescuing endangered tigers. Dreams about running through swanky New York stores with armloads of the latest clothes. Dreams about actually making a basket in PE.

Katarina says, “No! This is an even greater honor!” She pauses dramatically.

The light in the room gets even pinker; my heart pounds in my chest.

“You, Lacey Unger-Ware, have been selected by the Godmothers’ League to be a fairy-godmother-in-training!” Katarina waves her hand, and a tiny wand and a tiny envelope magically appear and float a couple of inches in front of my face. The envelope has a sparkly pink ribbon tied around it.

“What’s in the envelope?” I ask, plucking it out of the air. Then I notice some teeny-tiny fine print on the outside: Opening this envelope commits the recipient to the Godmothers’ League Training Program. Warning! There is no going back!

Wait a minute! With a sinking feeling, I carefully put the envelope down on the dresser and sit on the bed. The wand hovers near my head as I ask again, “What’s in the envelope? And what does it mean there’s no going back?”

Katarina ignores my questions and keeps speaking in the same movie-script way: “Before you can be admitted to the Godmother Academy, there will be a test of your intelligence, skill, and natural ability. A client has been selected for you, and her name is in this envelope. You have between now and the precise moment of the next full moon to achieve her dream.”

The envelope sparkles like it’s saying, Open me! Open me! The wand does a little twirl and sparkles, too, then floats up to my face again. I swat at it. “Go away!”

Katarina says, “You don’t understand what a rare privilege this is! The Academy accepts only a few girls a year. You’ll have a full scholarship and be instructed, fed, clothed, and housed, all at the godmothers’ expense.”

All right, the Academy sounds kind of cool. It might even be fun. “So it’s like a summer program?”

Katarina, happy to see that I’m finally a little interested, says, “It’s exactly like a summer program! A fabulous summer boarding school that lasts a hundred years.”

“A hundred years? That’s a joke, right?”

“Godmothers rarely joke. Although I just heard this funny one where a fairy godmother, an elf, and a pixie walk into a bar and—”

“A HUNDRED YEARS! What about my family! What about my friends?”

“A small sacrifice! In ten years, you’ll barely remember them.”

“But I want to remember them!” I grab the wand and the envelope and shove them back at Katarina. “I won’t do it!”

She doesn’t take them. “You ingrate! You’re actually saying no?”

“That’s right! No, no, no! Also, no!”

The pink light fades from the room, and the magic streamers and confetti vanish.

Katarina angrily flutters her wings. “I never imagined you’d be this stupid! No one’s turned us down in centuries—and Joan of Arc regretted it!” Katarina raises her pointy little chin. “So, that’s your final answer?”

“Yes!” I try to hand the envelope and wand to her again. “You can take these with you! I don’t want them!”

“They were made for you! They’ll turn to dust when the moon is full.”

“The wand isn’t even my size! It’s tiny!”

“When you get to the Academy, we shrink you down to match the wand.”

“I DON’T WANT TO BE THREE INCHES TALL!”

Katarina gives me a look that says, You are the stupidest girl in the world. (It’s quite a look.) Then she flies out the window into the night.

For a second I feel bad that Katarina’s so upset. I thought we were kind of friends. But come on! I’m not going to leave my family! I can’t believe she even suggested it.

The little wand and the envelope lie in my hands like they’re daring me to use them. And I can still almost hear the envelope saying, Open me! Open me! I’ve got to get rid of them.

I rush into the bathroom to flush them down the toilet. But what if they clog it? And what if it’s a magic clog that blows up the toilet and bursts all the pipes? I’d be grounded for…a hundred years.

I could throw the wand and the envelope into the trash, but Madison might see them and dig them out. A couple of zaps from her and we’d all be wearing tutus and living in a house made of Skittles. 

So I go back into my bedroom and hide the wand and the sealed envelope on the highest shelf, behind my oldest stuffed animals. 

Even Madison won’t find them there. 
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The next morning, I think I just dreamed that Katarina was here, so I climb on a chair and check; the little wand and envelope are still on the high shelf, right where I left them. I’ll be glad when the full moon comes and I can sweep the two little piles of dust into the garbage can.

Over the next couple of days, I fuss some more with Sunny’s mascot costume, but I finally give up. I’m just not crafty enough to make something that doesn’t look like poop, and I’m not rich enough to buy anything. I’ll need to think of something else to make Sunny happy.

On Saturday morning, I try to get Sunny to come with me to the petting zoo where I’m an intern. If bunnies and chicks don’t make you happy, nothing will. But Sunny says she wants to see if she can get her mom out of bed and back to work in her art studio. (Gina has a cool job drawing the pictures for kids’ books; she even volunteers with the art program at Lincoln.)

So I’m all by myself as usual when I arrive at the petting zoo. The animals are superhappy to see me, and I stop worrying and smile. This really is the best job ever. Everybody’s hungry, and I run around opening feed bins and scooping out food.

“Stop that, you little brats!”

Huh? I turn around and see Scott on the other side of the petting-zoo gate taking a basketball away from his three demonic little brothers. He tells them, “Don’t throw the ball at the meerkats!”

“Hi, Scott!” I call.

Scott smiles at me—and his brothers use it as an opportunity to run whooping down the hill out of sight. Scott sighs.

“Aren’t you going to go get them?” I ask.

“They’ll be fine. They don’t listen to me anyway.” He dribbles the ball. “Did you hear I made the basketball team?”

“That’s great!”

“Coach Overdale says I’m supposed to eat, drink, and sleep with this basketball.” Then Scott says, “Think fast!”

He tosses the ball at me and, not expecting it, I gawk like a dork and let it bounce away. The ball lands between Lewis and Clark, the goats, who try to eat it.

I say, “And that is why I’m going to flunk gym.”

“You’re not going to flunk gym.” Scott climbs over the gate and points at a feed bin. “Pick up the ball and toss it in, nice and easy.”

There’s nothing easy about this, but I fling the ball anyway.

“Ow!” Scott yelps. If you got points for hitting people on the head, I’d be a star.
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“Sorry.” I give the ball back to Scott. “I’m the worst.”

“No, you’re not. The problem’s with your follow-through. Let me show you.” He holds up the ball, looking like a basketball star. He shoots…

…and misses the bin by a mile. Scott turns red.

Curly, the sheep, baas, and I swear it sounds like he’s laughing.

The basketball rolls over to Gus, the pony, who gives it a swift kick with a hind leg. The ball whooshes into the feed bin without even touching the sides.

Scott whistles, impressed. “Nothing but net. Forget about me—you should let the pony coach you.”

I laugh. Somehow, Scott’s not being perfect at everything makes me like him even more.

Then Raymond, who’s in charge of the petting zoo, walks in, dripping wet.

“What happened to you?” I ask.

“Three crazy little boys jumped into the flamingo pond. I can’t catch them, so I’m calling the guards.”

Scott turns pale. “Gotta go!”

He grabs the basketball, jumps over the gate, and sprints down the hill toward the pond. 

In the afternoon, I knock on Sunny’s front door. Every month there’s a group demonstration in her karate class, and I always go with her and her mom.

While I’m waiting for Sunny to let me in, Fifi, the poodle who lives next door, barks at me. She’s got one of those fussy poodle haircuts, and pink bows on her ears. I wonder if dogs can be embarrassed.

The door finally opens, and Sunny comes outside, already dressed in her white karate uniform. She hands me a camera. “My mom wants you to take pictures.”

“Isn’t she coming?”

“No.”

I’m shocked. Sunny’s mom has never, ever, missed a monthly demo. “Why isn’t she coming?”

“’Cause she wants to sit in her bathrobe, eat wedding cake, and watch the Bridemonsters marathon on cable.” (Bridemonsters is this show where women go berserk when they get married.)

I say, “Your mom’s not getting any less sad, is she?”

“No.”

“Did you at least get her into her art studio?”

“No.”

“What are you going to do?”

“There’s nothing I can do.”

“But she can’t stay in her bathrobe forever!”

Sunny picks at the paint on the porch rail. “I’m not so sure.”

Sunny and I hardly say another word on the long, long walk to karate class.
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