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CHAPTER 1
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BAM! April jolted awake and sat straight up. What was that noise? Swinging her legs over the side of the bed, she hopped to her feet. She wiped her eyes and grabbed her glasses from the desk. She shuffled to the window and pressed her face against the glass, her eyes scanned back and forth. I can’t see anything. The fog was as thick as pancake syrup.

She blinked her eyes. What is that? Standing at the end of her driveway was a figure. Is that an animal? It’s too big to be a squirrel. It’s not a deer. Squint. Focus. Is that a person? The figure moved. Her breath quickened, fogging up the window. Ugh! She used her hand to wipe the window so she could see outside.

The wind whooshed. Leaves on the trees flipped and flapped in the October wind. Close to the ground, the fog thinned out like strands of cotton candy being pulled apart. The bottom of the figure became clearer. Black pants. The fog lifted a bit more. Black shirt. The fog still covered the face. April slowly slid the window up and carefully pressed her face against the screen. The shadowed, ghostly figure took a few steps forward. OMG…is that a boy? Why is he standing there? He was staring up at the large tree that stood next to her house. “Fall,” he commanded.

A loud, cracking sound filled the night air. Her heart raced. Where’d he go? What’s he doing? I can’t see anything! She pushed up the screen to stick her head out of the window. She looked left. She looked right. Then she looked down at her father’s SUV, his ‘dream car.’ Mrs. Appleton would jokingly say, “Your dad loves that car more than he loves me!”

Her eyes widened. Boom-boom, boom-boom, pounded her heart. Lit now by the motion light on the garage and the full moon, April could see her father’s car was crushed by the large branch that had hung over their driveway. Oh no! Dad will be so upset. Who was that? What should I do? Should I go tell Mom and Dad? Before she got to her feet to go get her parents, she remembered, Wait! I am a witch, I can fix this!

She looked under her bed and saw her spell book, the Book of Magie, resting there. As a young witch who accidentally discovered that she has magical powers, she received the spell book from her trusted French-speaking friend, Eve, who moved here from New Orleans. Eve wasn’t a witch but her grandmother was. Her grand-mère, which is French for grandmother, owned the ancient French spell book when she was alive and then passed it on to Eve. Now that April had these powers, Eve believed the book was better off with April.

April reached under her bed to touch the cover of the Book of Magie. Now that she had done a few successful spells and taken a French class, she was pretty good at reading the spells with some help from her French-English dictionary.

She carefully slid out the heavy, leather-bound book and stared at it. This book is so cool, she thought as her finger ran down its brown cover and raised, braided trim. It reminded her of old books she’d seen at garage sales. The pages were as thin as tissue paper and she would read the spells when she was alone in her room.

She turned on the small desk lamp then knelt back down on the floor. Carefully turning the pages, she thought, I know I saw something in here about repairing broken trees, plants and rocks. She took a deep breath in; the book released an old-library odor as she turned the pages. Here it is!

At the top of a page halfway through the book was a spell with a pencil drawing of a tree split in half. She read the French title, Réparer. A spell ‘to repair’, perfect. She translated more of the spell as she read.

Maintenir l’élément que vous essayez de réparer dans votre main.

Hold the element that you are trying to fix in your hand. Huh, element? The pencil drawing showed a picture of a woman holding a small branch in her hand as she looked at the broken tree. Oh, I get it, hold something wooden to repair the tree and something metal to repair the car.

I can’t get a branch from outside because the alarm beeps when the door is opened. I have to find something in here. Her eyes searched the dimly lit room. Everything was in its place. Her stuffed animals, clothes, the chandelier. That’s it! She spotted the three-foot-long walking stick made from a branch at camp last summer. It was squeezed between her stuffed animals and covered in pink glitter and streamers. She grabbed it, and continued to scan the room for something metal. Ah, yes. She spotted the metal cup engraved with her name: April Isabella Appleton. Holding the cup in her other hand, her eyes went back to the spell book.

Repeat twice with your eyes closed:

The tree is what I want to repair,

Fixing the damage at which I stare.

Heal the ruin, mend what I see,

Cure all of the harm brought by the tree.

She stood up and looked out the window. The haze still covered the crushed car. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes and repeated the spell twice more:

The tree is what I want to repair,

Fixing the damage at which I stare.

Heal the ruin, mend what I see,

Cure all of the harm brought by the tree.

The tree is what I want to repair,

Fixing the damage at which I stare.

Heal the ruin, mend what I see,

Cure all of the harm brought by the tree.

Tight knots formed in her stomach. Wiping her sweaty palms on her pajama pants, she cracked one eye open. She slowly opened her other eye and the tree was repaired. Perfect, it’s back to normal! Her father’s car sat under the branch, unharmed.
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