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    Inspiration and Influence (the Prince and the Pauper) are tricky twins.




    This book is gratefully dedicated to Mark Twain, Paul Brunton, and my wife Eleanor.


  




  

    The annals of hypnotism amply prove this possibility of making an external world exist before our eyes even though it is a form of consciousness and nothing more.




    —Paul Brunton, The Wisdom of the Overself
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    I have met people who could hypnotize you to do anything they want and you don’t know it.




    —Anthony Damiani, Looking Into Mind
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    It was, I believe, Matthew Arnold who first used this term “higher self,” and it is certainly expressive enough for our present purpose.




    —Paul Brunton, Inspiration and the Overself


  




  

    On Magic




    DO you believe in magic? Not ordinary magic. Not when a man with a sneaky smile pours water into his hat, and then pours it out as confetti. Or when he pulls, from that same hat, a terrified, kicking rabbit.




    No, I mean real magic. When something unbelievable happens. Something that changes your life in deep, amazing ways you might never have thought possible. That’s what this book is really about.




    Do you know someone very old? Someone who lived before smart phones, the Internet, or even TV? A person who has magical stories to tell about a childhood in a different world? This book is about that too.




    So pull up your eyes and start reading! If you discover some magic, please don’t brag. But it’s okay to recommend this awesome book to everyone you know.


  




  

    Disclaimer




    IF you start doing some amazing things after you read this book, the author assumes no responsibility. Ditto if you acquire any magic powers. If you learn how to make gobs of money from this story (or from any of Jerry’s adventures that follow), it is probably a coincidence. And if you learn how to awesomely influence your friends, please do not blame it on this book. Just be kind to those unsuspecting friends.
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    ONE




    JARED SHORE has tangled, sandy hair and big, brown eyes. He’s ten, going on a hundred and ten. At least, that’s what his mama says.




    “That boy is scare-your-socks-off smart,” she declares to anyone who will listen. “Just last week, Jerry taught his pet snake to dance. Dance, mind you! And he never got bit even once. But I felt kinda relieved when Slippy sneaked off into the woods.”




    His mama goes on and on, telling about how Jerry foiled two bank-robbers singlehanded. How he sold an old, broken hand mirror to a pushy man who came to the front door selling brushes. How he said the mirror was a Future Scope that could show glimpses of what was to come, including the first alien creatures to invade this planet. And how he secretly gobbled down five entire chocolate cakes at the church picnic. Then she makes a sweet, perfect smile with her false teeth, hardly noticing that her listeners are backing away, rolling their eyes like she’s totally loony.




    So what if the five chocolate cakes were cupcakes? So what if the snake “danced” by raising its head and swaying from side to side? Truth can be hard to get ahold of, like Slippy slithering away into the woods. But you can always know your own truth, deep down inside your heart.




    Jerry’s papa died fighting in the big war in 1942 when the boy was five, and his mama is still reeling from her grief. Some mornings, she sprinkles sugar on Jerry’s scrambled eggs instead of salt! Once she poured orange juice into her own coffee—and gave birdseed to Jade, the cat. She even wore her husband’s necktie to church, like a striped blue belt around her waist.




    Jerry laughs at his mama’s silliness, but he broke a finger hitting the wall of his room. Even after that, he punched his pillow at night for several months. In bed, the warm tears, running down the sides of his face, turned cold when they reached his ears. Staring up into the darkness, he could almost see his papa’s floating, smiling face.




    After receiving the terrible news, Jerry’s mama stopped weeping long enough to say, “You’re the man of the mansion now, honey.” Then she chuckled grimly, because their old house was so small and dilapidated.




    She might have thought Jerry didn’t understand, but he did. Oh, yes, he did! The man of the mansion brought in money. Fistfuls of money. And that very day, Jerry resolved to be a big moneymaker.




    He began by selling his old toys for high prices to his worst friends, the ones he didn’t mind swindling. The boy, it soon developed, had a golden, persuasive tongue. The cash he received was pure profit, but he spent it all on candy bars and strawberry sodas.




    When Jerry was seven, he sneaked into the local bank to learn more about money. Checks were the answer. If you had a check, they’d give you piles of money! But when he asked his mama where he could buy some checks, she cackled until she had a choking fit.




    One day, when Jerry was about to ask a lady at the bank how he could get a few checks, two tough-looking men came rushing in. They held out long, scary guns. “Freeze!” they shouted. “Down on the floor, and nobody gets hurt.”




    Some people panicked, gasping and screaming. Others dropped obediently to the floor, only to get tripped over. One man actually peed in his pants. One lady fainted dead away. Then the screaming and shrieking grew even louder. “Quiet!” one of the men yelled. “Or we start shooting.”




    During the commotion, Jerry slid beneath one of the teller’s gates to hide. He didn’t want to get shot! The teller wasn’t there, but as Jerry crawled behind the counter wall, his hand pressed down on a little bump in the rug.




    Instantly, a loud, clanging alarm rang out. The robbers snarled angrily. After a brief huddle, they turned and fled … right into the arms of four policemen! Fortunately, they had been driving by and heard the alarm.




    Before long, one of the policemen was shaking Jerry’s hand. “Quick thinking, son,” he told him. But when Jerry asked for a reward, the policeman laughed and slapped him on the back. “No flies on you, boy!” he chortled.




    So that was how Jerry, in his mama’s words, foiled two bank-robbers singlehanded.
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    TWO




    NOW that he’s ten, Jerry gets ten cents a week for doing chores and a nickel to put in the collection plate on Sunday. A dime buys two Hershey bars, two Pepsis, or two Cokes. Comic books are ten cents, and he loves Plastic Man. If you look for Plastic Man’s red and yellow colors, you can often spot him disguised as a chair or even a big vase before he appears as himself.




    Jerry makes good money now. How? By dealing in valuable objects. Magical objects! Every once in a while, he mysteriously acquires a new one. And there are rumors, cleverly started by Jerry himself, that he possesses weird magical powers. If he feels like it, he can give you bad luck for a week. Or headaches and even a green rash.




    Jerry has a shimmery, rainbow-colored mist around him. It’s called a mystical aura, and it’s visible only to someone with similar powers. And he’s learning to “cloud your mind,” like The Shadow, so you can’t see him at all! Some of the kids in Jerry’s school shiver at such thoughts. Others laugh and scoff, but only when he’s too far away to hear them.




    Jerry owns a clear, shiny object that resembles an empty glass jar for preserves. But it’s really a Bad-Dream Protector. It keeps nightmares away for sure, unless they’re sent by an evil Wizard, and there’s no earthly way to stop those. If you’re having a spell of bad dreams, you can rent The Protector from Jerry for fifty cents a night.




    Jerry also has a cool thing called an Enchanted Viewer. It looks like an empty cardboard toilet paper roll, but appearances can be deceiving. Hold The Viewer up against the wall, and you can see right through it! You can only see a little circle of what’s on the other side, but it’s still amazing. You don’t get to see through solid matter every day.




    Jerry is accepting money for peeks into the girls’ locker room at the gym. For only a dollar, he’ll let you use The Viewer, as soon as it’s ready. The thing is, its powers are “temperamental,” and it hasn’t quite “activated” yet. But the money keeps rolling in.




    Some of the guys are getting impatient for a look through The Viewer. One day, Cromer Borkin, a clumsy bull of a boy, corners Jerry. “I paid you two weeks ago,” he says, wheezing through his fat nose. “Let’s have some action!” Cromer is very strong. His hobby is pushing down old dead trees in the forest. Then he thumps his chest and roars with laughter.




    Willie Fielder, a sly, sneaky boy who sits next to Jerry and copies his answers on tests, grabs Cromer’s arm. “Careful,” he whispers. “Remember the green rash. The bad luck, too. You don’t need to mess with them things.”




    Cromer shrugs off Willie’s hand. “That’s a bunch of bull,” he growls. “You ever seen a green rash? I wanna look through The Viewer now!”




    Jerry gives Cromer a cold, powerful look. “You can’t rush magic,” he smoothly declares, though he feels pretty quaky inside. “The Viewer is temporarily discombobulated. Once I tried to hurry my Future Scope, and it stopped working altogether. I had to get rid of it.”
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    Two days later, Peter Wardly comes to school with fire in his eyes. He’s a tall boy with a face like a dignified rat. Peter marches right up to Jerry and demands his buck-fifty back. “I paid you for three nights,” he complains, holding up The Bad-Dream Protector. “And last night I dreamed of a slimy monster with razor-sharp teeth. It ate off both my legs before I woke up.” Peter stamps his newly restored foot. “Stick this gyp up your butt and gimme back my money!”




    By this time, a crowd of curious kids has gathered. Evidently, Peter is willing to brave the headaches, the bad luck, and the green rash. The kids all stand in a gaping ring around Peter and Jerry.




    Some of the girls are growing suspicious. Their good-luck rusty-nail charms might be fakes too! Eva Ning softly hisses at Jerry. Molly Kewel sneers. They finger the charms that hang on loops of string around their necks.
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