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CHAPTER ONE [image: ] Both Worlds


There is an old story about a seer. Every day the seer sits in a market square, predicting futures for the right price. One day, she’s in the middle of a prediction when a friend runs up to her stall. Apparently, someone broke into the seer’s house and stole all of her possessions. As the seer runs home, the other vendors in the square exchange grins. It’s funny, they all think, that the seer could see the fates of others but not her own.

I was nine when Grammy first told me that story. I still remember walking with her, down by the very end of the greenway, listening to her voice as leaves trembled from their branches. Later, I read that story again in the appendix of the Cleary Family Guide Book. It’s a famous tale because it is one of the most common fears in the seer community. We worry about balance. We wonder what will happen if we spend too much time looking at other people’s futures. Will we forget to live our own precious lives? My solution: mix them up together in one big bowl.

That’s why I’m hustling through the movie theater’s parking lot, urging Jeffrey Johnson to hurry up. He might not know it, but we’re heading to the location of my most recent vision.

“Aren’t soccer players supposed to be fast?”

He’s half scrolling on his phone as he tries to keep up with me.

“Didn’t you tell me not to run through parking lots? You say that to me all the time. Like, more than my mom says it…”

I roll my eyes. He’s right, though. Last year, I saved Jeffrey’s life more times than I could count. And most of the incidents had to do with cars and parking lots. I have definitely given Jeffrey several stern speeches about his lack of awareness when surrounded by large, metal death traps. I guess it’s a good sign that he’s willing to take my advice, at least.

“You’re right. I just don’t want to miss the previews.”

He slides his phone back in his pocket and frowns. “You don’t even like the previews.”

That’s also true. And it’s kind of flattering that he remembered such a small detail. I check the time on my phone, eye the line of people waiting out front, and lead Jeffrey around them, straight through the main doors.

“Hey. Wait. Don’t we have to buy tickets?”

I wave my phone over one shoulder. “Already did.”

He makes a noise of surprise, and I already know what he’s going to say next. Not because I’ve seen this in a vision or anything, but just because I know Jeffrey. He has some very chivalrous concepts of what it means to go on a date. Even if we both technically got dropped off in his mom’s minivan.

“You don’t have to buy my ticket for this to be a date,” I remind him. “If Sophie caught you thinking like that, she’d sit you down for a thirty-minute presentation.”

He blushes a little. “So… this is a date?”

“Of course it is.”

I glance over and catch the effect that has on him. He looks around like he’s hoping that everyone within twenty feet of us has heard this very important announcement and knows we’re on a date. We’ve mostly gone out with the whole group of friends, but Sophie and DeSean already had plans tonight. Jeffrey did take me to dinner once, alone, which would have probably counted as a real date if the waiter hadn’t spent every possible second coming over to talk about how cute we looked. We barely got to talk to each other.

At some point this year, I did start thinking of Jeffrey as my boyfriend. And I’m pretty sure he thinks of me as his girlfriend? The only problem is that neither of us officially asked the other person out. Which is why if anyone in the world asked me if we were dating, I’d turn into a hermit crab and hide in my shell until the end of the universe.

Avery says we need to make things official. She’s in ninth grade this year, which means she knows a whole new set of dating rules that we’ve never heard of before. But there’s a big difference between knowing the rules and actually asking someone to be your boyfriend. Those two things are separated by a huge canyon of awkwardness that I haven’t been brave enough to jump across yet.

“Celia?”

I look back. Jeffrey’s standing behind the ropes with the ticket taker. I stare at him for a second in confusion. “What’s wrong?”

“My ticket? You—you scanned yours but not mine…”

He trails off, like he’s not sure if I actually bought him a ticket too. As if maybe this was one big miscommunication and he’s going to have to go back outside and buy his own. I wave those concerns away with one hand and backtrack to where he’s standing.

“Sorry. Just… a brain fart. Here.”

Did I really just say the words brain fart? Reaching out, I scroll down to let the ticket taker scan the second ticket so that Jeffrey is free to slip past him. He has a little smile tugging at his lips.

“Brain fart, huh?”

I snort. “That’s what Grammy always called them.”

“She’s so cool.”

My heart skips a few beats as we walk past the concessions. He always talks about Grammy in the present tense, like she’s still here with us. I want to feel like that’s true. I’m always reading her advice in the guide book or hearing her voice in my head. But deep down, I know that she’s gone.

“Popcorn?” Jeffrey asks.

“Maybe later. I want to get to our seats.”

He frowns again. “Aren’t they reserved?”

I shrug back at him. “Just in case.”

Once again, Jeffrey is right. The seats are reserved. It’s a new thing, getting to pick your seat ahead of time. Grammy would have hated it. Half of the fun—in her opinion—was trying to navigate through the seat savers and sprawling families to find the best seats still available. She always said it was one of her greatest talents. I feel that sharp pain as I think about the fact that we’ll never walk up and down the aisles together again. It’s like touching my tongue to a spot where a tooth used to be. Painful and sensitive and irreversible.

“I think we’re in Theater Eleven,” Jeffrey says. “It’s over this way.”

I smile and let him lead the way, even though I’m seeing this hallway for the fourth time this week. It looks exactly the same as it did in my visions. The lollipop-red carpets with random silver squiggles. Movie posters advertising coming attractions with bright colors or obnoxious explosions. I glance at my phone and know that in about twelve minutes, this hallway will be deserted. And that’s when I need to come back to this spot.

Inside our theater, the house lights are still on. Commercials are playing as I follow Jeffrey up the stairs. He’s counting the rows and looks like an explorer trying to navigate through ancient ruins to get us to the right seats. There’s an older couple up in the back corner, and then a family down at the opposite end of our row. The rest of the place is pretty empty.

Which has me feeling nervous all over again.

Jeffrey and I have done a lot of hand holding. There’s been smiling and laughing and big hugs. But if becoming official feels like an awkward leap, the idea of a first kiss seems even more awkward. Avery’s tried to coach me on that subject as well—as our friend group’s resident expert—but every time I think back through her advice, only three things come to mind:


	Be careful about braces.

	Eat a lot of mints/gum beforehand.

	Don’t keep your eyes open. That’s super creepy.



I glance over to see if Jeffrey’s as nervous as I am, but he’s already plunked into his cushioned seat and he’s messing with the controls of his recliner. I sit down and now there’s just a pair of plush armrests between the two of us. The seats have us sitting so deep, though, that Jeffrey has to lean forward just so he can see me.

“Okay. So… do you remember everything that happened in the first movie?”

“Isn’t this the one where the best friend turned out to be a robot?”

He groans. “No, no, no… That’s a spinoff series. Okay. So in the first movie, we find out that there’s a malfunction in the space-time continuum. And the entire crew ends up going…”

For about five minutes, Jeffrey explains one of the most complicated plots I’ve ever heard. It has me smiling, though. He’s a really great storyteller. I’ve noticed this. The way he always wants to tell me about something that happened at soccer practice—or on his family’s beach trip. And the more passionate he is on the subject, the more dramatic the story gets. It’s one of my favorite things about him.

“… and that is when they realize that they’ve actually arrived at their own home planet, but before anyone else occupied it. So… they’re basically the settlers of their own future timeline!”

I nod enthusiastically when I realize he’s done with his summary.

“Time travel. Got it.”

He leans back in his seat, briefly vanishing into the massive puffs of leather. I laugh when he peeks back out. “This is a date… but you’re totally up to something. Aren’t you?”

I frown at him. “What?”

“You are!” He nods, confident in his guess now. “You’re doing your…”

He waves all his fingers at me like he’s performing a spell. The gesture always makes me laugh. One of the slight changes I made—based on Grammy’s advice—was including my friends and the people I cared about in what I do. I didn’t tell Jeffrey that I had used my gift to save his life specifically, but he knows I have an intuition about the future. The first thing he did when he found out was sit me down and ask me to tell him who’d win the next five Super Bowls. I had to explain that my gift didn’t quite work that way, but he wasn’t disappointed. More curious than anything.

I can tell Jeffrey and my friends are all slightly skeptical of what I mean when I say I can see the future. They just kind of assume I have good instincts or something. It’s always hard for someone who doesn’t have magic to fully believe that magic is real. Jeffrey has been more ready to accept the truth than the others. I waggle my fingers back at him.

“I’m pretty sure there aren’t any spells that involve magic hands.”

He laughs. “But I’m right. You’re here for that.”

“How’d you know?”

“Oh, there were lots of clues. You would be a horrible spy.”

I pretend to be offended. “Oh yeah? Like what?”

“First, this theater is like ten minutes farther away than the one near our neighborhood on Pickard Road. And it’s playing this exact same movie at this exact same time.” He raises another finger as he counts off the clues that he’s gathered. “Second, you’ve checked your phone like five times since we got here… but you haven’t looked at your messages once. There are like eight unread texts. Which means you’re keeping track of the time…”

I can’t help grinning at that one. “Okay. That’s pretty clever.”

“And third,” he says, clearly excited to add some icing to the cake, “I just told you a whole plot to the last movie—and inserted your name into the story twice, but you didn’t even notice. Distracted! Which means you’re doing your…”

He waggles his fingers again.

I laugh. “Fine. You caught me.”

He does a little fist pump. “Knew it!”

“But for the record, I was distracted by you during the Wikipedia summary.”

And those words have us both freezing like we were shot with stun rays from the movie we’re about to watch. Jeffrey blushes. I realize that my words might mean more than they actually mean. I was just trying to say that, well, I was thinking about how much I liked him. But is the word distracted a code word for something else?

At that exact moment, the lights in the theater dim. There’s shifting around us as people reach for snacks or drinks, preparing for the previews to start. I’m thankful for the dark because I know I’m probably blushing, too.

Jeffrey’s still looking at me, obviously unsure if he should lean in closer or plunk back into the safety of his seat. My phone buzzes slightly and I realize it’s time. I need to get downstairs.

“I’ll be right back. I just have to save someone from making a huge mess in the lobby. I promise. Just this one thing, and then I’m all yours.”

Those words act like a second hit from a stun-ray. Because saying I’m all yours feels like a line straight out of a bad romance novel. Jeffrey is blushing and I’m blushing and before it can get any more awkward, I duck down our row. I’m trying to focus on the real reason I came here tonight, but that last line keeps replaying in my head as I navigate the barely lit stairs.

Very smooth, Celia. Very smooth.






CHAPTER TWO [image: ] A Free Drink


The real reason we’re here is my magic.

Since Grammy passed away, I’ve gotten nearly a dozen visions. It’s taken a lot of practice to understand what I’m supposed to do. Last year, all my visions were of Jeffrey dying. Every time I would save him, another vision of another death would follow that one. Grammy eventually broke fate’s grasp on him, sacrificing herself instead. I learned a lot then, and I’ve learned a lot since. It’s been really helpful to know Grammy’s theories about what kind of magic I have.

As I reach the hallway, I think about the letter she left me. Grammy had two guesses about what kind of seer I am. In the history of our family, there have been dozens of different magical specializations. Every time a new type of magic occurred, it was recorded in the Cleary Family Guide Book. Some of my ancestors only had one focused gift. Others had a talent for multiple branches of magic. So far, both of Grammy’s guesses about my powers have been right.

First, she called me a Precognition Engineer. The first word—precognition—really just means I see the future. The engineer part is where I’m a little different than my cousins or my older relatives. I feel like it makes me sound really official, like I went to college for magic or something. But all it really means is that I have the ability to move around my visions, investigating details, examining clues.

The other guess Grammy had was that I might be a Proximity Clairvoyant. I actually looked up both of those words in the dictionary after reading them in her note. Clairvoyant is another name for a seer, which makes me wonder why they didn’t just use the word seer for all these different titles. The more important word is proximity. That means how close something is. And so far, my powers only work when someone is really close by. I’ve never had a vision of someone’s future in Nepal or Australia. Not even down the road in our neighboring town of Buckden. Every single vision has been of someone that I’m actually close enough to help.

The hardest part has been figuring out what I should do to actually be helpful to people. It was easy with Jeffrey. He kept dying, so I kept saving him. Some of my recent visions don’t offer anything quite that clear. In some of the visions, nothing even goes wrong. I’ve studied up as much as I can, but the family guide book keeps repeating the fact that I’ll have to trust my gut. I’ve learned that even the smallest nudge can change someone’s day, which can change their year, which can change their life. Tonight’s case is a pretty easy one.

I glance down the hallway. There are brief bursts of sound from the nearest theater, vibrating with bass through the wall, but no one else is in the hallway. I aim for the side-door exit. Usually these are locked so that no one outside can come in. Everyone is supposed to enter through the main lobby to have their tickets checked first. These doors are only for people trying to leave the theater.

Except for the guy I saw in my dream. The same guy who is standing outside on the sidewalk right now. I know his name is Vincent because it’s printed in small black-and-gold letters on the front of his shirt. He’s peering through the glass doors, hoping someone notices him, as he tries to keep three bags of fast food and a tray of drinks secure in his arms. Right on cue, an older woman exits the bathroom. In my vision, she’s the one who goes over to help him. But in this live version, I decide to intervene.

“Don’t worry. I’ve got it.”

She pauses mid-step, smiles at me, and heads back to her theater. Vincent, who is wearing an outfit that matches the rest of the movie theater’s employees, heaves a huge sigh when I open the door for him.

“Hey, thanks so much,” he says. “I’ve been out here for like five minutes. Flynn said he was going to let me back in.…”

In my vision, Vincent walks through the door at this point. Only it’s usually the older woman who lets him in, and his elbow always snags on the strap of her purse. The motion catches him by surprise. He stumbles, dropping everything he’s holding onto the floor. I have no idea why this moment mattered enough for me to get a glimpse of it, but I do know Vincent needs my help.

“No problem,” I say. “It smells good.”

He nods in agreement, adjusting to pass by me. That’s when I see the slight twist in his new future. It helps that I’ve watched this accident four times. There might not be a purse strap for him to catch on, but my words are enough to distract him. His eyes are briefly on me, which means he doesn’t see the snag in the carpet that his foot presses right up against.

I’m already moving—guided by my memory of the visions. With my foot still planted to keep the door open, I twist the upper half of my body. Away from the exit, back toward the theater hallway. Vincent stumbles and the drink tray flies out of his hands. Disaster is inevitable. But in the middle of my twist, I lean down slightly, and it’s just enough to let me catch the tray before it crashes to the ground. Vincent steadies himself, securing the bags of food, and then stares in awe at the spot where he thought the drinks were about to spill.

“Wow. Close call.” I carefully straighten. “Here are your drinks.”

His eyes just keep getting wider.

“You caught that! Yo. That was amazing.”

“It was a lucky catch,” I say. “Here.”

He takes the offered drinks, thanking me profusely. I watch him start down the hallway again, way more cautious this time, before he turns back around unexpectedly.

“Hey. Do you like orange drinks? Take that front one. On me.”

“Oh. I’m fine. Really…”

“Trust me,” he says. “You just saved my night. Take it. As a thank-you.”

I imagine Jeffrey’s reaction to me walking in with a soda from some random fast-food place. After a brief hesitation, I take the offered drink and thank Vincent.

“That’s so nice! Have a good night!”

A thread of gold light flashes through the air. I was waiting for it. This is a very new thing for me, but I’m pretty sure it’s a good sign. It feels like a confirmation that I did the right thing. It’s almost like a special effect in a video game—when you finally find the secret door or use the right key. I know I’m the only one who can see the magical threads that hum in the air between the two of us. They hum and swirl until Vincent turns the corner. The golden light vanishes. I know I’ll probably never see him again, but that sensation that I’ve helped him hangs in the air, almost like a chord of music that’s just out of earshot. I have no idea what would have happened if he’d spilled the drinks. Maybe Vincent would have annoyed his friends. Or maybe he’d have been fired for making a big mess. Maybe nothing would have happened at all.

But the bright thread feels like a confirmation of what Grammy always taught me about being a seer. Our most sacred duty is to bring out a person’s best possible future in this one wonderful life. I smile at that thought, take a quick sip of my newly earned soda, and head back into the movie. A final preview is playing. Jeffrey squints as I come down the row.

“Hey,” I say. “Got this for you.”

He inspects the cup and sees that the logo on the side doesn’t match the movie theater.

“But… where did you get this from?”

I waggle my fingers at him and raise both eyebrows.

“Magic.”

He smiles as I sink into my seat. I get a glimpse of the expression on his face. It’s what I always loved about magic—especially about Grammy’s magic. The ability to leave people wondering. That sort-of-lost but kind-of-found look that people would have on their faces after meeting with her for the first time. It feels nice to carry on that legacy.

It also feels nice when Jeffrey deliberately sets his newly gifted drink in the opposite cup holder. The movie’s opening credits are starting when he sets his other hand slightly across both armrests, palm up and open in a clear invitation. I smile to myself and reach out, letting my fingers tangle with his. I briefly imagine Grammy leaning over and saying what she always used to say when we went to the movies. This is the one with Brad Pitt, right?

She’d say that before every movie. Even if it was a cartoon. My heart sinks suddenly in my chest, like a too-heavy anchor. I remember that, no matter what I do, Grammy will never sit down to watch another movie with me ever again. I swallow once, fighting back tears.

A little voice reminds me that this moment is just one of the many reasons Grammy sacrificed herself for me in the first place. She wanted me to live and have fun and hold hands and so much more. When I’m sure that I’m not going to cry, I snuggle back into my seat and adjust my grip on Jeffrey’s hand.

It’s just enough to let me forget, for a little while, about the gaping hole in my heart. I know it’s still there, and I know it still hurts, but I can focus on the small victories of the evening instead. Vincent is out there having a far better night than he would have had without my help. Meanwhile, I have Jeffrey and I have my magic, and for now—that feels like more than enough.






CHAPTER THREE [image: ] Magic in the Courtyard


It’s called pivoting.”

Sophie shakes her head. “But you’ve got two thousand posts about sandwiches. You’re the sandwich guy. I don’t get how you can just stop posting about sandwiches.…”

“Because now I post about Slug,” DeSean says. “It’s brand pivoting. Any time you’re moving to a new app, you can mix things up. Besides, people love Slug! I’ve had ten thousand new followers just this month.”

Sophie’s jaw nearly drops at that number. Earlier this year, DeSean bought a designer dog that might be one of the three most adorable creatures to walk the earth. It was hard enough for Sophie to accept the fact that DeSean had a legion of followers just for making sandwiches. He’s literally famous in other countries for it. One of his recipes got featured on Good Morning America. Now she’s having an even harder time understanding that Slug—a three-pound teacup pug—can really have more influence on social media than the rest of their school combined. She also wasn’t super thrilled that DeSean bought a designer dog instead of a rescue. That argument lasted for pretty much the entire month of October.

We’re out in the courtyard. It’s been our place since sixth grade, and now it feels like it really is our place. Over the years, we’ve slowly moved from our corner table to the main table. The one that’s always reserved for the eighth graders who choose this spot for lunch and have put in the most time. It’s mostly our crew—DeSean, Sophie, Jeffrey, and me—but there are a few kids who crash with us every now and again. I can’t help glancing over at the corner table where we started. There’s a group of sixth graders there. I spy Nick Stone, our class president, passing out flyers for the upcoming winter dance. When school kicked off earlier this semester, they all kind of just ended up out here. Maybe they didn’t know where else to go. But that led them to each other. I’ve watched over the past few months as they’ve formed their own friend group. People who weren’t sure where they fit, until they realized how well they fit together. Like our crew did.

“If you say pivot again,” Sophie threatens, “I’m going to stab you with this spork.”

DeSean starts to protest but hesitates at the look on Sophie’s face. We all spot Jeffrey making his way toward us, tiptoeing through the random groups while balancing his lunch tray.

“Hey, Jeffrey,” DeSean calls. “What’s it called in basketball? When a player keeps one foot on the ground, but turns around using the other foot…”

Jeffrey frowns as he takes his seat. “Pivoting.”

Sophie growls at both of them. DeSean starts laughing hysterically. Jeffrey, as usual, looks slightly lost. “What?” he asks. “Not a basketball fan, Sophie? I was gonna see if anyone wanted to go to the game tonight. The last one was wild. We hit a half-court shot to win it at the buzzer. Tonight’s game is getting so much hype.”

Sophie shakes her head. “You lost me at basket… or ball… or buzzer. Or hype… I don’t know. It was one of those words.”

Jeffrey looks my way. “Want to come?”

“If I have to watch people sweat at each other, I prefer soccer.”

He laughs. I can see how happy that comment makes him. The soccer team’s season wrapped up a few weeks ago. I went to more athletic events in a month than I’d gone to in my entire life. Jeffrey was a captain this year. He started at center back, which meant he was always shouting things to the other players. It was kind of fun to see him like that. He’s kind of shy most of the time but not out on the soccer field.

“What about you, DeSean?” he asks.

DeSean nods. “Sure. My sister can drive us.”

“Oh. Right.” Jeffrey looks a little embarrassed. “I meant to talk to you about that. Tatyana sent me a bill in the mail for the last time she drove us to a game. Remember? Back before break?”

“No way.” DeSean scowls. “She said it was free.”

“The bill looked very official. It had the JoyRide logo and everything. My mom was the one who opened it. She thought I’d signed up for some kind of crowdfunding app on my phone.”

DeSean’s already texting. “Tatyana… always trying to squeeze a dollar… Let me message…”

I can’t help smiling. DeSean’s big sister saved me a few times last year. I’m not sure how big Jeffrey’s bill is for her car ride service, but I’d pay it myself if that wouldn’t look suspicious. She’s worth her weight in gold. Though I’ve told Jeffrey about my family’s slightly different way of viewing the world, he has no idea that Grammy sacrificed herself for him. Which means he also has no idea that Tatyana helped save his life. Twice.

“She said that it was a ‘clerical error,’ ” DeSean announces. “We’re good for tonight.”

Jeffrey glances at me and mouths the words clerical error. I shrug back because I’ve never heard that term in my life. Sophie launches into another subject. I’m reaching for my lunch box when the scent of freshly baked cookies wafts into the air. I perk up a little because it’s one of my favorite smells. But as I glance around the table, I realize no one packed cookies. Even if they had, I’m not sure how they’d get them to smell like they’ve just been pulled out of the oven.

That’s so weird…

My stomach tightens uncomfortably when another scent reaches my nose, barely hidden beneath the first: a familiar campfire aroma. I’m starting to look nervously around the courtyard when it happens. I’m pulled away from my friends. A curtain of darkness. And then the expected vision arrives before me.

Except it’s very unexpected.

I’m still in the courtyard. Just a few yards away from our table. My stomach jolts uncomfortably because I finally notice that I am still very much sitting at that table. I stare for a few seconds, not even breathing. Usually I can see everyone else. I can move around the vision at will. But this is the first time that I’ve ever seen… me. Is that future me? Present me? Some alternate-dimension version of me? It’s hard not to notice that the scene matches exactly with what I was just experiencing. Jeffrey’s there. Sophie and DeSean. The entire surroundings of the courtyard are identical to the previous moment.

“What is this?” I ask.

Those words unlock the vision. Without warning, my school-provided journal opens. All by itself. My eyes go wide. The other version of me also stares in disbelief. We both watch as the pages turn on their own. The journal cycles through before landing on a blank page. I’ve quietly moved closer, tiptoeing across the grass. It’s like I’m afraid of scaring… myself.

Writing appears in the journal. Carefully drawn letters. Repeated over and over again. I see the name written freehand. I see it in bubble letters and as an acrostic. It’s written in thirty different colors. Random flowers appear on the page, the occasional flourish or heart. It spells out:

P A T R I C K

I’m trying to figure out what’s happening when panic overcomes curiosity. My journal now has the name Patrick written inside it. Not once or twice. Dozens of times. Jeffrey’s literally sitting right next to me. Without thinking, I reach out to slam the journal shut. The other Celia—the real me?—does the same thing at the exact same time. The journal closes and the vision snuffs out.

All the sound and color of the courtyard come rushing back to my senses. There’s no longer a scent of cookies in the air. No hint of a campfire, either. Sophie, DeSean, and Jeffrey are all staring at me, though.

“Well?” Sophie asks impatiently. “What is it?”

I frown at her. “Huh?”

“You just slammed your hand down like a gavel. Usually that’s followed by an announcement. Maybe a dissenting opinion. I don’t know. Something. Pretty sure you just woke the dead with that sound.”

I stare at my hand, then at the journal underneath it.

“Did any of you see that?”

Now they’re all really watching me. This is my inner circle. Three of the people who—besides family—know there’s something different about being a Cleary. That doesn’t stop them all from looking slightly concerned. It’s easy to accept that I have an instinct about what’s going to happen next. Not so easy to accept the idea that I’m seeing random things manifesting in the air that no one else can see. Besides, I’m not exactly eager to turn the page and fact-check this one in front of them. The name Patrick scribbled in my journal wouldn’t be a fun discovery for Jeffrey, even if I’m dead certain none of them are written in my handwriting. It had to just be happening in my vision, though. There’s no way words can appear in a journal out of thin air.…

“Sorry. There was a massive spider…” I pick up the journal, inspecting underneath it, and pretend to make a surprised face when I find nothing. “Must have missed it.”

“Bold move,” Jeffrey notes. “Going for the direct hand smash.”

“My dad stepped on a spider one time,” DeSean adds. “And babies came rushing out. It was legit something you’d see in a horror movie. Never seen him jump that high.”

The conversation spins toward spiders and scary movies, and only Sophie keeps watching me closely. She raises an eyebrow and I give a subtle shake of the head that says: Not now. We can talk later. Because honestly, I need to figure out what actually happened before I can talk about it with anyone else. Step one: check to see if there’s actually writing in my journal.

The bell rings ten minutes later. Sophie offers to come over tonight to study, and I know she really wants to know what’s going on. I accept because I really do want to make an effort to keep my friends involved this time. No more flying solo.

Jeffrey walks me down to social studies. The whole time, the journal feels like it’s burning a hole through my book bag. I’m embarrassed by even the possibility that I might be walking around with something that has some other boy’s name written all over it, but that feeling slowly gives way to curiosity after Jeffrey ducks into his language arts class. I’ve never had a vision manifest like this one. For some reason, there were two scents? And the fact that I saw myself for the first time? It’s all so strange, and Grammy taught me to ask questions about anything outside the norm. I’ve only ever seen my kinds of visions. A moment where I can explore and walk around and examine things that are happening to other people. What does it mean that the magic happened in a different way this time?

“And who on earth is Patrick?”

The minute bell rings. I take my seat in class, casually glance over one shoulder to make sure no one is watching, and flip to the page from my vision. There’s no way… But my heart literally stops beating in my chest. Sure enough, there’s an entire page full of scribbled versions of the name. Patrick with a heart. Patrick in red letters. Patricks running left and right across the page. I put the journal safely back in my bag and smile to myself.

I’ve enjoyed a few quieter visions recently. The ones where I show up and give events a little nudge in the right direction. It was a nice change from last year with Jeffrey’s repeating death visions. But this one has my spine tingling with excitement. This is something new. It’s something I’ve been secretly hoping might happen.

Finally, a new challenge.






CHAPTER FOUR [image: ] Two Clues


The kitchen is empty when I get home.

One thing I’ve learned about losing someone you love is that you don’t just lose them once. You lose them again and again. In quiet moments, where their noise or their presence once filled certain spaces. I used to come home and find Grammy in the middle of baking something. Or maybe she’d be sitting at the table, sipping a tea with a book on her lap. I can still picture her looking up at me as the door creaked open. Smiling as she dog-eared a page or burned some muffins, knowing it was the part of the day that we both looked forward to the most.

Those memories fade as I hear the sound of music thumping from Mom’s room. Unnecessarily loud music. I sling my backpack onto the kitchen table and march upstairs. Mom’s firm works from home two days a week now. It’s been nice to have a slightly larger slice of her, but her taste in music is questionable at best. I glance through the open door. Mom’s in the corner of her room, hunched over her Peloton, sprinting hard. A live voice is screaming at her:

“You are the change! You are the hill! You are the conqueror!”

I raise both eyebrows before waving. She sees the movement and motions for me to wait a second. There’s one final pump coming. I can tell by how the music rises to an absurd level and the way Mom rises up slightly in her seat to pedal faster. The voice encourages her again:

“Hero mode! Dig deep! We’re all climbing giants!”

A minute later, the music cuts off. There are directions for a cooldown. Mom slides smoothly off the bike, wiping her face with a towel as she walks over.

“Climbing giants, huh?”

She grins. “I like that guy. Keeps me engaged. It’s really been helping me focus in the middle of the day. Honestly, anything that gets me out of my chair and moving is a good thing.”

I nod at that. “Well, you might want to turn down the music next time. Pretty sure you’re going to be hearing from Mrs. Monroe next door. That was probably loud enough to knock all the figurines off her shelves.”

Mom shakes her head. “Actually, Mrs. Monroe’s the one who requested I turn it up. The speaker on her bike broke, but she still likes to do the organized rides. We text each other workout times and she listens in.”

“You’re telling me Mrs. Monroe is on the other side of that wall? And that she has also climbed giants?”

“Yes.” Mom raises her voice. “Good workout, Emily!”

There’s a loud whoop from our neighbor on the other side of the wall.

“Very normal,” I say.

“Yeah? And since when did you care about normal?”

I grin at her. That’s a Cleary question if there ever was one. Grammy used to say it to Mom, who always says it to me. It’s the kind of thing we’ll pass on in our family forever because really there’s no such thing as normal in the Cleary ancestral line. Either you’re a part of a magical generation like me, which means you see glimpses of the future, or you’re like Mom, and you had to grow up with a parent who knew which night you were planning on sneaking out, no matter how well you’d planned it. Not much room for normal in either of those situations.
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