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one


Why having an older sister is a pain:


• She never lets you touch her stuff.


• She bosses you around all the time.


• She acts like she knows everything.


• Your parents will let her do all kinds of things that you aren’t allowed to do.


• She gets all the new outfits and you have to wear hand-me-downs (even though her favorite color is green, which you hate).


I can think of a lot more reasons, but I would need more paper. Everyone is always surprised to find out Lucinda is my sister. This is because stuff has never spilled on her shirt and her hair never sticks up. She always remembers to say thank you, please, and excuse me. My sister always has her homework done on time, she never snorts when she laughs. Oh, and she can fly.


My sister is a pain.


I lay underneath the hedge in front of my school so I could peek out onto the sidewalk. There was large sign announcing COTTINGLEY FAIRY ACADEMY: TRAINING SPRITES IN THE ART OF FAIRY GODMOTHERING SINCE 1254. Of course the sign was enchanted, so when any humans looked over all they saw was the brass plaque that said cottingley private school in front of a small brick building. Our actual school was the size of a castle, but obviously that would stick out, so it was enchanted too.


A group of kids were coming. I hunkered down so they wouldn’t see me. It was the same group that walked by every morning on the way to their school. I’d been studying them since the summer. As a fairy godmother to-be, I was focused on learning all about humans, or humdrums as we called them, even though I was still only sprite status 2. It was important if I was going to be able to grant wishes someday.


“Willow? What are you doing down there?” My sister wrinkled up her nose. “Your clothes are getting all dirty.”


I spun around to glare at her. Why did my sister have to be so nosy and so loud? I motioned for her to be quiet. The girl named Miranda was in the middle of all of her friends. I scribbled down in my notebook what she was wearing.


“Are you spying on them?” Lucinda asked loud enough so they turned around to look as they went by. I scooted out from under the hedge quickly and whacked against the school sign. I stood up, brushing off my shirt. There was a big grass stain on the sleeve.


“I told you you’d get dirty.” Lucinda crossed her arms. She was only thirteen, but she acted like she was all grown up. “Why don’t you read about Humdrums in books like everyone else?”


“I like them; they’re interesting.”


Another girl wandered by, singing out loud with her music player. She would take a couple steps, stop and do a shimmy dance, and then start walking again. Her outfit had every color in the rainbow. Lucinda looked at me with one eyebrow raised.


“Okay,” I admit, “she’s a weird one, but those other girls were interesting.”


The girl saw us standing by the school gate. She took out her earphones and waved as she walked past. “Hi!”


Lucinda’s mouth pressed into a thin line before giving a stiff wave back. “Great, now the Humdrum is paying attention to us.”


“This isn’t my fault.” I hoped I wouldn’t get in trouble. Fairies weren’t supposed to attract human attention.


“Just like the mud all over your uniform isn’t your fault?”


Before I could say anything, my shirt puffed out with a whistle of wind and all the dirt and mud popped off and drifted back to the ground.


I spun around. “Grandma!” She was leaning against the school gate, her silver hair pulled back into a bun.


“We’re not supposed to use magic to grant our own wishes,” Lucinda said. “It’s against the rules. Number 10.4.01A.”


“Grandmas are allowed to break rules.” Grandma gave me a wink. “Especially when our granddaughters have a big birthday coming up.”


Lucinda’s mouth pinched shut. She was not a fan of breaking the rules. I also didn’t think she’s a big fan of fun. I didn’t have much when she was around, that’s for sure.


“Are you coming to school today?” I asked. My grandma had a full time wish-granting job in the human world as the principal of the Humdrum school, but sometimes she would teach a class for us.


“I just stopped by to drop off some cupcakes.” Grandma pulled a box tied with pink twine out from behind her back. In glittery letters it said across the top ENCHANTED SUGAR BAKERY.


I clapped my hands together. Enchanted Sugar was the best bakery in town, even the Humdrums thought so. My mom owned the bakery and made the best cupcakes in the whole world.


“Her birthday isn’t until tomorrow,” Lucinda pointed out.


“I think birthday cupcakes belong on Monday, it makes the week sweeter. Besides, I wanted to give you my present early.” She pulled a thick silver envelope covered with polka dots from her pocket.


I peeled the flap of the envelope open and slid out a thick piece of white paper. In shiny gold writing it said:


THIS CERTIFICATE ENTITLES WILLOW THALIA DOYLE


CENTERTO ATTEND RIVERSIDE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL


(A HUMDRUM SCHOOL) FOR A PERIOD OF TWO WEEKS.


My mouth fell open. I threw my arms around Grandma. This was going to be the best birthday ever!
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There were three things I wanted for my birthday:


1. To be an only child


2. To have a dog


3. To make a best friend of my very own


Even though I want to be an only child, there is no way my parents would get rid of my older sister. They seem to really like her. However, I was hoping the other two would come true. I know two things sounds like a lot, but it’s my tenth birthday. That’s a big deal. The big one-oh. Double digits. If there was a time to get what you really want, then this would be it.


I was supposed to be paying attention to our class on magical history, but I couldn’t stop thinking about my grandma’s present. I stuck my hand in my skirt pocket to touch the envelope to prove to myself it was real. I couldn’t wait to get home and figure out what I would wear tomorrow.


“Willow?” 


My head snapped up. Ms. Sullivan, our teacher, and the rest of my class were all staring at me.


“Yes, Ma’am?”


“I asked you to list the main causes of the Hiding.”


I relaxed, at least it was an easy question. Hundreds of years ago Humdrums and fairies had been friends. Then some fairies decided it was more fun to play tricks on humans instead of granting wishes. The Humdrums didn’t like that at all and tried to lock up all the fairies they could find. Fairies had to go into hiding until Humdrums forgot we existed at all. We used magic to blend in, to disappear right under their noses, just like our school. Now they thought we were just imaginary. The Department of Fairy Safety decided it was safer that way and it would be better to avoid getting too close. The whole thing was messed up if you asked me. How were we supposed to grant wishes for Humdrums if we didn’t really know them?


“Ms. Sullivan, what do you think Humdrums would do if they knew we existed?” I asked, ignoring her question.


A boy in our class, Milo, grabbed his throat and fell into the aisle pretending to choke. He rolled back and forth, making faces. The two Van Elder twins started giggling. They were boy crazy. Even over Milo, who used to pick his nose up until last year. Ms. Sullivan rapped her desk with her wand and everyone went silent. No one messed with Ms. Sullivan when she had her wand out.


“Milo, you should try out for the Academy play if you want to practice your dramatics. As for your question, Willow, you don’t need to worry about the Humdrums figuring out you’re a fairy while you are on your Humdrum visit. I’m sure it will go just fine.”


Trumpets blasted in the hallway, indicating school was over. Everyone stuffed their books in their cubby and started to grab their things.


“Don’t forget to bring your permission slips back for the dragon farm!” Ms. Sullivan called out as everyone started to leave. “If you don’t have a slip, you can’t go on the field trip.”


Sasha and Adele stopped at my desk. They were my best friends. They were great, but they were friends with each other first. This made them each other’s best best friend and me the extra. The only other girls in my class were the Van Elder twins. They looked alike and were always finishing each other’s sentences. And there was no way I was going to be best friends with Milo the former booger-eater.


This is one problem with being a fairy; there aren’t enough of us to go around for everyone to have a best friend of their own. That’s why I wanted to go to the Humdrum school. I didn’t plan to tell anyone I was a fairy, but I did plan to make a friend. After all it was my birthday; if there was ever a time to get something I wished for, this would be it.
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How you know it’s going to be a bad day:


a.  You’re in trouble before you’ve even had a chance to brush your teeth.


b. You almost killed your know-it-all-sort-of-had-it-coming sister in a tragic magazine accident.


c.  You’re going to be late for your first day at Humdrum school.


d. Your pet hamster, Lester, is suddenly purple and the size of a pony. Hamsters should never weigh over two hundred pounds.


e.  All of the above.


Today was turning into an e, all of the above, kind of day.


Lester slammed into the bookcase. Then he whirled around and ran in the opposite direction. He didn’t seem happy about his new size. It was understandable. Lester was used to being a normal hamster.


“Take it easy.” I made my voice calm. Lucinda was standing on top of the sofa with her hands over her eyes.


I thought it was unfair that she wasn’t helping since she was the one who turned Lester into a giant purple pony-sized hamster. It was extra unfair because Lucinda’s always talking how since she’s older, she’s so much better at everything. Now we had a real emergency on our hands and she was no help at all. It was too early in the morning for this.


“Everything’s okay.” I was wearing my dad’s skiing goggles, Lucinda’s soccer knee pads, and some oven mitts. Lester’s generally a pretty good hamster, but sometimes he bites.


Lester tried to scurry under the dining room table, but he barely fit. His shaking made the table rock back and forth.


“What’s going on down here?” My mom shuffled into the room and put her hands on her hips. She didn’t panic when she saw a giant hamster in her dining room. When you have a fairy godmother for a mom it takes more than a bit of magic gone wrong to rattle her.


Mom sighed like she was really tired, even though she just got up. “Okay, someone needs to start explaining.”


“Lucinda did it,” I said.


Her eyes narrowed. “Willow hit me with a magazine.”


“I didn’t know it was her. And she was in my room. And she’s the one who did this to Lester. He’s academy property.” I pointed out the last bit because my mom was really big on being extra careful with stuff that didn’t belong to you.


Lester lumbered out from under the table and made a run for the kitchen. He didn’t make it three steps before my mom waved her finger in his direction.


There was a POP and then Lester was back to being hamster sized. I hurried over and picked him up, dropping him into his box. He scurried into one of his favorite toilet paper tubes. Mom surveyed the mess in the room. She snapped her fingers and the broom and bucket raced out of the kitchen and began cleaning up.


Lucinda sat on the sofa with Mom looking closely at her face. “It feels like my nose is broken. I can’t go to school with a broken nose,” she wailed.


“Willow, what were you thinking?” Mom asked, shaking her head. “You could have really hurt your sister.”


“I didn’t do it on purpose,” I pointed out. I didn’t feel that bad about smacking my sister with a rolled-up magazine. In a Humdrum family it wouldn’t be a big deal to hit your sister with a magazine, but there was nothing normal about our family. When I hit my sister she’d been the size of a horsefly. If Lucinda hadn’t dodged to the left at the last minute, she would have been a sparkly smear on the wall.


“I thought she was a bug,” I tried to explain.


“I don’t look anything like a bug, I look like Tinkerbell,” Lucinda snarled. She hated when I called her a bug. She did look like a bug when she was flying, even if she didn’t want to admit it.


“What were you doing in my room anyway?”


“I was practicing my flying.” Lucinda raised her chin in the air. My sister never missed a single chance to mention that she could fly. If you said there was a tornado coming, she would point out how hard it is to fly in high winds.


“Enough of that. Now, what happened to Lester?” Mom asked.


I crossed my arms. I wanted to hear how Lucinda was going to explain this.


“I don’t know. When she hit me I must have made a spell. I don’t remember. She hit me really hard.” Lucinda rubbed her temple.


I sucked in a deep breath. She was lying! “You looked right at him and did it. You did it on purpose.”
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