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To my readers:

You are magical.

Love,

Wanda






[image: Chapter 1] TWO-FACED WITCH?


Okay, I have to read Lucy’s letter just ONE more time.

I’ve already read it, like, TEN times, but I can’t resist reading it again.

I’m giddy with excitement because, newsflash! This weekend is Friends and Family Weekend at Broomsfield Academy!

And do you know what?

My best friend in the whole wide, wonderful world, LUCY LANCASTER, will be here!

[image: Image]

Woo-hoo!

I study every detail of Lulu’s cutest stationery ever.

It has a pink-and-white polka dot border. Then in the lower left-hand corner there’s an adorable purse with a pink daisy latch and a yellow loop handle. Leaning against the purse is a pair of strappy, platform sandals with a daisy on top of the front straps over the toes.

So fun!

Oh, and Lucy’s name is engraved in pink at the top.

One word: love.

As I read Lucy’s letter, I can actually hear her voice ring through the words.


[image: Image]

Hey, Heideeeeeee!

I can’t believe I get to see you this weekend!

In PERSON! [image: ]

Somebody please pinch me.

Eeee! I can’t wait!

I already picked out all my outfits, and my bag is packed.

I can’t wait to meet your friends—not to mention your old crush and your new crush. They all sound amazing!

And what about Melanie? I CAN wait to see HER.

Lol! [image: ]

I know you’ve said she’s changed, so I’ll try to keep an open mind. It’s hard to forget how snooty she was in elementary school.

The WORST! And now she’s your BROOMMATE. I mean, it’s still hard to believe.

I’m literally crossing off each day on my kitten calendar. Only a few days to go! [image: ]

And don’t forget, you HAVE to give me a private tour of your school. I want to be able to picture you in all the places you go when we’re apart.

See you soon. [image: Image]

Your bestie 4-ever and ever!

LuLu Lucy

[image: Image]



I fold the letter and put it on top of my dresser. I’ll probably read it again before I go to sleep tonight, and then I’ll place it in the memory box with all the other letters I’ve received from Lucy so far this school year.

I can’t believe how long it’s been since we said goodbye to each other in my driveway, and then I got into the car and rode off to start living at Broomsfield Academy.

Lucy and I have never been apart this long before.

Will she look different to me?

Will I look different to her?

Eek!

Will our friendship be exactly the same? Or will it have changed?

So many questions!

[image: Image]

And what about my family?

I’m so excited about Lucy coming, but I also can’t wait to see my parents and brother. I’m sure Henry will be the same annoying but lovable little brother he always has been. And it’ll be great to have Mom and Dad here, but having Lucy is the ultimate icing on the cake.

[image: Image]

We’ll stay up all night talking—or at least until we get so tired that we start talking gibberish.

We’ll talk about my new—sort of—crush, Nick. I say “sort of” because I’m trying not to go too gaga over him like I did with my first crush, Hunter. That crush kind of got out of hand.

One word: understatement.

But I have a confession!

There is one topic I’m always nervous about when it comes to Lucy.

You see, she still doesn’t know I’m a witch.

Can you imagine hiding half your identity from your best friend?

This is the worst thing about being a witch.

Sometimes I feel like a lying, two-faced friend. I positively hate keeping my secret from Lucy.

When I give her a tour of the school, I can’t even show her the best parts, like the cool secret passageways to the fabulous School of Magic.

Ugh.

And I can’t tell her how I cast a spell to make my teacher’s dog talk, or how I gave myself Rapunzel hair when I goofed up a spell.

She would crack up SO hard if she knew!

Sometimes I wish Lucy had never forgotten that I’m a witch, after the whole Perfectus Malus incident back when we were in elementary school. But it’s good that she did. The rules are rules after all. Now that I’m studying magic at Broomsfield Academy, it seems harder than ever to keep this secret from her.

What if I weigh the pros and cons of telling Lucy I’m a witch?

Who knows—it might make me feel better.

Here it goes:




	PROS OF SPILLING MY SECRET

	CONS OF SPILLING MY SECRET




	- I’ll be honest and open.

	- I can never take my secret back.




	- Lucy will know the real me.

	- She’ll be mad at me for keeping this secret for so long.




	- I can share all my witch stories.

	- It might make her feel weird and left out this weekend.







This exercise reminds me of the time my mom went to traffic school for a speeding ticket. She had to relearn all the rules of the road and why we have them. She said it was really helpful.

Sometimes I need to review the rules of the witching world. As my mom and Aunt Trudy have always told me, being a witch is a privilege. And witches have to protect their identities. There really are no loopholes.

So there you have it. I have to keep my secret.

But this realization still gives me a little ember of sadness.

Right after I make the decision to continue to keep my secret, a sudden gust of wind blows through my open window.

Flutter! Flap! WHACK!

Lucy’s letter flies off my dresser, and the picture of Lucy and Bruce falls face down.

Weird, I think.

I pick up the letter and set the picture upright. I also take a long look at my friends’ faces.

I’ve kept this secret from them for as long as I’ve known them. And what they don’t know can’t hurt them.
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Right?

So don’t worry, Heidi, I reassure myself. This weekend will be a total blast. I mean, what could POSSIBLY go wrong…?

Okay, please don’t answer that.






[image: Chapter 2] QUEEN HEIDI


Clang! Clang-clang-a-lang!

That’s the dinner bell. Yup, they still use an old-fashioned dinner bell here at Broomsfield Academy, and it makes my stomach growl every time.

Before I head to the cafeteria, I first do a quick beauty check. I zip to the bathroom and help myself to Melanie’s super-red blush.

Don’t worry.

She’s totally cool with me borrowing her makeup.

She actually encourages it, because according to Melanie, I’m seriously ordinary.

As if!

Maybe I’m not as EXTRA as Melanie, but I know that I’m a seriously special person.

I dab red blush across the tops of my cheeks with my finger, like Melanie taught me.

She is, in fact, a genuine beauty queen, and her beauty tricks are amazing—even if I don’t like to admit it to her face.

And I never would’ve thought fire-engine-red blush would look good on anyone, except maybe a clown, but it DOES.

It makes you look like you’ve been out in the sun—sun-kissed, you could say.

[image: Image]

I magically twist my hair into a bun. I’ve gotten really good at this.

My hair practically does itself!

To top everything off, I smear on some pink lip gloss, or as I like to call it, bubble-gum slime.

I dash to the Barn, where the cafeteria is, and slip in the side door.

There’s Nick, my sort-of crush.

He’s reading something on the bulletin board and doesn’t see me—yet.

Melanie’s flirting tips flick through my mind.

No hair flip since I have my hair up in a bun, and big eyes are definitely not my thing. I tried big eyes on Hunter, and he mistook me for the big, bad wolf, as in: My, what BIG EYES you have!

It was mortifying.

So, I go with a compliment instead.

“Hey, Four Square king,” I say casually.

[image: Image]

Nick looks at me and flashes his braces, which happen to be on every single tooth.

His smile is so dreamy.

He has his dark hair swept back from his adorable widow’s peak. His hairstyle looks effortless and sooo good. His brown eyes sparkle.

One word: adorable.

“Excuse me?” Nick says dramatically. “What do you mean, Four Square queen? You totally knocked me off the Four Square throne yesterday!”

Actually this is true. I did get Nick out, which was a first for me. I’m definitely getting better at Four Square.

I put my hands up and give a smirk, like, Yeah, I know I rock.

“It feels good to be royalty,” I tell him.

Nick laughs and shoulder-bumps me as we walk toward the cafeteria.

The arrow on my inner crush-o-meter just went off the charts.

“Well, don’t get too comfortable, Heidi, because I’m coming for your crown!” he teases.

We both laugh, and I have to say, it’s pretty hard not to rush this crush.

“So will your family be here this weekend?” I ask.

Nick holds the cafeteria door open for me. “My parents and my best friend, Max, are coming. I’m really excited!”

I playfully swat Nick’s arm with the back of my hand.

“That’s great! My family and my best friend are coming too. Her name is Lucy, and she is my absolute favorite person in the whole world.”

Nick smiles. “Hey, I have an idea. Maybe we can all hang out together! Me and Max and you and Lucy.”

Whoa, did Nick just say we should all hang out together?

I’m IN!

“That would be a blast,” I say. I try not to sound too eager as my heart thumps loudly with sheer happiness.

Eeeeee!

[image: Image]

Nick waves to some friends at his table, which unfortunately is not my table. One of these days we’ll be assigned to the same table.

Fingers crossed!

[image: Image]

“Catch you later, Queen Heidi!” he shouts as he waves goodbye.

I pretend to adjust my crown. “Later, King Nicholas!”

And I’m pretty sure there’s a halo of hearts circling around my head right now, and my feet are floating off the ground.

[image: Image]

But I still have to eat, so I head for the main food station. It’s Make-Your-Own-Grain-or-Noodle-Bowl night. Yum!

I load up a bowl with rice noodles, grilled chicken, shredded carrots, and sliced mini cucumbers. Then I drizzle peanut sauce and put roasted peanuts on top. I grab a water and zoom to my table.

As soon as I sit down, my two besties at Broomsfield Academy, Sunny and Annabelle, give me an intense look.

“We saw you talking to Niiiiiick,” they say, singing his name.

I blush, laugh, and cringe—all at the same time.

“You will never believe what just happened! Nick said his best friend, Max, is coming for Friends and Family Weekend, and he asked if Lucy and I want to hang out with them!”

Sunny and Annabelle look at each other excitedly.

“Wow, Heidi, you’re acting so calm about it,” Annabelle remarks, and then smiles. “Well, calm for you.”

I laugh out loud, because on the inside I feel like there are a thousand butterflies in my stomach, but I roll with it.

“It’s the new-and-improved Heidi, that’s all,” I joke.

Sunny gives me a friendly kick under the table. “Well, he must really like you!”

Annabelle puts her arm around me and Sunny. “Of course he likes her. Everyone likes Heidi!”

Well, not EVERYONE! I think. But then I realize that Annabelle is onto something. I’ve never had as many friends as I do at Broomsfield Academy.

“That makes me feel—dare I say—popular?” I venture.

Sunny and Annabelle share a glance.

“Heidi, you’re, like, one of the most popular girls in our class,” Sunny says.

I am?

A sudden surge of terror washes over me. Being popular sounds like a lot of responsibility. I mean, what if someone gets mad at me?

“If you say so,” I respond. “Because as far as I’m concerned, I’m just silly old me—now and forever!”

[image: Image]






[image: Chapter 3] CHARMED BRACELETS


“Today we’re going to talk about something of vital importance.” That’s how Mrs. Kettledrum starts our special spells and potions class the next afternoon. We’re having an extra class to prepare for Friends and Family Weekend. We all look around the room at each other, wondering what could possibly be so very important.

“Class, does anyone know what an aura is?” Mrs. Kettledrum asks.

We stare blankly at our teacher. Nobody knows.

“An aura is the energy that comes from a person,” Mrs. Kettledrum explains. “It’s a feeling you get from somebody—a sense of who they are. It’s the energy that makes up your personal self.”

Sunny’s hand goes straight up. “Is it the same as the vibe you get from somebody?”

Mrs. Kettledrum nods.

“Yes, it can definitely be a vibe, but a vibe can also be the mood of a situation, too, like a relaxing vibe at the beach or a fun vibe at a dance.”

Then Mrs. Kettledrum calls on me.

Eek!

“Heidi, can you tell us what kind of aura your friend Sunny has?”

Well, that’s easy! I look at Sunny, who’s sitting next to me. She tries not to laugh as I describe her aura.

[image: Image]

“Sunny is just what her name says. She’s upbeat, positive, fun, smart, kind, and easygoing. From the moment I was lucky enough to meet her, I knew we were going to be friends.”

Mrs. Kettledrum smiles, so I know she likes my answer. “Very good, Heidi. That’s a great description of Sunny’s aura.”

Then she asks Sunny the same question about me.

Sunny studies me, and I have to try to hold a straight face too, but I can’t. We collapse into giggles.

Then Sunny pulls it together so she can answer the question. “Heidi is daring, goofy, super-fun, bold, hilarious, headstrong, smart, loyal, and reckless. When I met Heidi for the first time, I knew we’d get along. I just felt like myself around her.”

We both burst out laughing, because it’s all true—even the reckless part.

[image: Image]

I remember the moment we met on the beach—way before we ever came to Broomsfield Academy. We hit it off instantly.

Mrs. Kettledrum’s dog, Momo, barks her approval. Momo has a very friendly aura.

[image: Image]

Mrs. Kettledrum claps her hands in approval. “Well done, both of you! What other kind of auras have any of you felt? Have you ever noticed the energy change when somebody walks into the room?”

Hunter raises his hand. “I remember one time when I came home from school and my dad seemed super-sad. I didn’t know why, but then he told me that my grandfather had passed away. But before he said anything, I could feel his sadness.”

Mrs. Kettledrum tips her head to one side. “I’m sorry, Hunter. That must’ve been hard for both of you. And, of course, that energy you felt was certainly from the sadness your father was feeling. Thank you so much for sharing.”

Isabelle raises her hand. “I can feel my grandmother’s kindness the same way I can feel warmth coming from a radiator.”

Mrs. Kettledrum’s face lights up. “Another wonderful example of an aura, Isabelle! Each one of us is broadcasting like a radio station without even knowing it.

“Now imagine when all those different auras arrive on Friends and Family Weekend, and then imagine mixing those different auras with all the magical energy at this school. What do you think could happen?”

[image: Image]

We give our teacher more blank stares.

We have no idea what could happen.

Mrs. Kettledrum explains. “When non-magical students and guests and all their auras—which contain emotions and energy—get mixed with the auras of magical students, faculty, and parents, sometimes, for lack of a better expression, wires can get crossed. It can create chaos. It can be too much energy and emotion, and things can even become dangerous.”

The whole class gasps. Then everyone starts talking and whispering at once.

The last thing we need on Friends and Family Weekend is chaos! I think.

I have been looking forward to this weekend so much, but all of a sudden I feel unsettled.

Eek.

Mrs. Kettledrum claps her hands, and the classroom grows quiet. She smiles at us, and I instantly feel reassured. “Rest your minds, everyone. I only wanted you to know all this so you’ll understand why this next part is so important.

[image: Image]

“The witches and wizards at Broomsfield Academy have developed a magical way to handle this situation.”

Mrs. Kettledrum pulls the lid off a plastic tub and pulls out a sparkly bracelet.

The bracelet shimmers as if it is covered with hundreds of tiny diamonds.

A collective “Oooooooooooh” circles around the classroom.

Mrs. Kettledrum digs into the tub again and loops more bracelets onto her fingers. Then she passes them out. Everyone gets at least six.

A string of sparkly gems spells out BROOMSFIELD ACADEMY on each bracelet. The rest of the bracelet is all sparkles.

[image: Image]

“Class, please pull out your wands.”

Wands? We get to use wands today?

I love anything that involves wands and magic.

Obviously.

I open my backpack and pull out my wand. Mine has a purple gemstone on the handle and is absolutely bewitching. Did I mention how much fun it is to be a witch?

“So, what does everyone think of the new visitor bracelets?” Mrs. Kettledrum asks.

We all hoot and holler because we love the bracelets!

“Would you say they’re irresistible?” Mrs. Kettledrum asks.

“YES!” we shout.

Mrs. Kettledrum smiles. “Good. We want them to be so attractive that our visitors and guests won’t want to take them off. These bracelets will keep the emotions and energy this weekend at a manageable level.

“And there’s one more very important requirement. One that all students at Broomsfield Academy must adhere to, whether they are students in the School of Magic or not. Everyone must make sure their guests wear their bracelets at all times.

“Without the bracelets, there could be trouble. And your guests will want to keep them on not only because they look so fun but because visitors will also need the bracelets to get into events, meals, and dormitories. And then when the weekend is over, they can keep the bracelets as a souvenir.

“Is this clear?”

We all nod vigorously.

Mrs. Kettledrum picks up her wand. “Then let’s get started! You, class, are going to put the charm in these charm bracelets.”

The class cheers, especially me!

I know that my family and Lucy are going to love wearing theirs. I only wish I could get one. The bracelets are just so much fun.

“You will perform the spell at your desks. I’ll write the spell on the board. Then you’ll hold your wand over one bracelet at a time and chant the spell. When a ring of light is released from the bracelet, that means the spell has been cast properly. Please repeat for each bracelet.”
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