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Chapter One Voilà! Our Spell Is Done



FADE IN:

EXTERIOR OLIVE’S BACKYARD. DAY.

Fully fenced backyard of charming bungalow house nestled in an urban neighborhood lined with tall trees. CLOSE-UP of OLIVE holding an opened velvet bag. KAYLA digs her gloved hand inside and pulls out rose-colored marbles. They both lay the marbles one by one in the grass, preparing for their “Reveal It Now” spell.




OLIVE (VOICE-OVER)

My best friend, Kayla, and I always do our best to follow the rules of magic. One of those rules, and my favorite, is that Magic Is Stronger When Done Together.



A winter chill hugged the air, but Olive didn’t mind. She preferred doing spells outside when no one was around. And as usual, Mom was still at work. But even more important, Olive was on a super-important mission. Today she would choose the perfect story for her next film.

“Any ideas yet?” Kayla asked.

Olive pushed up her red glasses. “Still thinking.” She shrugged.

There were several loglines bouncing around in her head:


	A reimagining of The Witches, where a young kid stumbles onto a wizarding convention and must save the good witches from their evil grandmother, even after being turned into a cat.

	A silent Halloween dinner with a daughter and her deceased father, when suddenly they’re ambushed by candy corn–eating zombies.

	When a bully unleashes a destructive spell on a middle school, timid thirteen-year-old twins must step up to save their classmates.



But Olive wasn’t ready to say them out loud yet. Before sharing, she wanted to choose her favorite one with 100 percent confidence. Even when sharing with her best friend.

“I have the perfect film for you,” Kayla said.

Olive plucked another marble from the bag. “Yeah?”

“Nick and James claim that there are R.A.A.T.S. roaming the park near our neighborhood.”

Olive paused. “Say, huh?”

“R.A.A.T.S. Rodents at a tremendous size.” Kayla rolled the few marbles she had left in her hand. “You could do one of those found-footage movies. A town invaded by gigantic radioactive rats!”

Kayla’s older twin brothers were always making up ridiculous stories. But it could make an interesting film. It reminded Olive of the R.O.U.S.—rodents of unusual size. These giant ratlike creatures live in fire swamps in one of her dad’s favorite fantasy films from decades ago, The Princess Bride.

Olive mentally added it to her list.

She dropped the last marble to the ground and stepped back. Their large circle was complete! They interlocked their right pinkie fingers and chanted in unison, “This is just between us.” Dancing around the marbles, the two sang:

“Hocus-pocus!

Bring in focus,

the film that should be done.

Boom, boom, kapow!

Let us know now,

the film that should be done.”

Kayla shimmied gracefully. Olive awkwardly bounced along. They continued moving around the circle until they’d repeated the verses three times, and then ended with:

“Presto! Shazam!

Alakazam!

Voilà! Our spell is done.”

Turning thirteen in April, Olive would finally be able to attend the Rose City Summer Film Camp. Ten lucky students would get to produce a short film, from developing the screenplay to final editing. Rumors buzzed that Gillian Vansant would be a guest speaker this summer. She’d attended the camp as a kid and recently got nominated for Best Director at the Oscars!

Getting into Rose City would be a huge step toward making Olive’s directorial dreams come true. The most important part of the application was to submit an eight-minute short. And that was exactly why Olive was doing this spell.

“Well?” Kayla said.

Olive still wasn’t sure which story to pick. But she did know the perfect location to film it. “Off to the cemetery!”



Olive wasn’t allowed to wander in the nearby park after dark, even if she wasn’t alone. Luckily, there was still an hour before sunset. That would give Olive and Kayla enough time to take the unfamiliar path on their way to the cemetery with the hopes of spotting R.A.A.T.S.

Though Olive doubted that the twins’ story about rodents at a tremendous size was true, it couldn’t hurt to make a quick investigation. Who knew what interesting footage she might capture?

At the edge of the park, Olive and Kayla stepped off the sidewalk and into a thick patch of trees. They zigged and zagged, stepping over roots, and avoiding low-hanging branches. Olive held her phone above her feet. With each heavy stomp, her winter boots snapped twigs and crunched leaves. She panned the phone toward the towering conifers and redwoods blocking out the sun. Deeper in, the usual neighborhood sounds faded.

Still filming, Olive asked, “Are you sure you know where we’re going?”

Kayla nodded. “The twins gave me detailed directions.”

Olive released a heavy sigh. She let her mind wander as it often did. Her best film ideas came to her this way. As she carefully stepped over another tree root, she imagined that this was the part in the movie where the best friends were separated. Her boot would get caught, causing her to fall and sprain her ankle. So the sidekick would have to go for help, leaving the injured hero alone in the woods to fend for herself. Against gigantic and hungry radioactive rats!

Something howled. Olive jumped, wobbling back into the present.

The trees had become sparser. Off in the distance a jogger was accompanied by a German shepherd. Olive laughed it off.

Kayla froze. “Did you hear that?”

Olive strained to listen. As she was shaking her head, a twig snapped.

Kayla’s hand flew over her mouth. She pointed at something large and low to the ground.

Olive squinted, then jerked back.

A large humpbacked beast—at least three feet long—lumbered in the distance.

Was it…? No, it couldn’t be. Could it? There’s no such thing as rodents at a tremendous size! Right?

Her fingers shaking, Olive swung her camera’s view toward the moving creature. Kayla leaned into Olive. Their gazes locked onto the screen. Moving her hands to keep the fuzzy critter in frame, Olive zoomed in as far as her phone would allow. She gasped.

It had four huge chisel-shaped buckteeth! On top and bottom. And they were orange!

The beast growled. Kayla and Olive shrieked.

As it waddled on, Olive registered the creature’s tiny, rounded ears and thick reddish-brown fur. Once she caught sight of its broad, flat tail, that’s when she knew. She’d seen this animal on the back of the state flag since kindergarten. It also happened to be their middle school’s mascot.

“It’s a beaver!” Olive said.

“He’s so cute,” Kayla cooed.

Olive giggled. “It’s definitely at a tremendous size.”

“What should we call him? Justin Beaver?”

Olive groaned. “Butternut? Gnawly? Webber?”

Kayla shook her head with each one.

“I know,” Olive said. “Waddle!”

Kayla made the heart hand sign.

Olive turned back to her phone’s screen. “Hey, where’s Waddle?”

They stared out into the distance, but their new friend was gone.
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Chapter Two Dying to Know


A MURDER OF CROWS lined along the wrought iron fence at the entrance into the Lone Fir Cemetery. Under other circumstances, Olive would’ve shivered in fright at the scene before her. The crows’ beady eyes followed every move she and Kayla made. But Olive wasn’t scared. She was focused on her mission. To choose the perfect story to film for her Rose City application.

Olive held up her phone, slowly panning over the long stretch of curious crows. She zoomed in until one of them filled the screen. The late-afternoon sunlight exposed brilliant metallic blues and greens hidden in the urban bird’s black feathers.

As Olive zoomed back out, a gust of wind rustled the leaves of the towering trees. Kayla sneezed. With an annoyed burst of harsh caws, the crows took off.

With a loud sniff, Kayla wiped at her nose. “Sorry!”

“No worries. Catching the crows in flight was a cool shot.”

The two headed through the open cemetery gate and wandered along the wide dirt path. Even on a cold Thursday in January, there was a handful of people strolling about. Most likely to soak up the unexpected sunshine before it faded away.

“So, where to?” Kayla asked.

“I’ll know when we find it,” Olive said, slowing her stride.

Most of the headstones were flat plaques. Every few rows, different shapes and sizes would stand out. Like a mini Washington Monument or a three-foot-long cylinder. Very few had flowers because so many had death dates in the late 1800s and early 1900s. There was even a big tomb and a mausoleum. But it was a cluster of family headstones that stopped Olive in her tracks.

“Whoa, look at that.” She gestured at the grave marker. A color photo of a husband and wife eyed them back.

“Beevers.” Kayla read the family surname out loud. “Ugh, how awful.”

“I thought the name was kinda neat, especially after finding Waddle.”

Kayla shook her head. The beads at the end of her box braids clicked together.

“Not that. The guy, Henry, is already dead, but his wife, Ellie, there’s no date. How creepy to see your headstone when you’re still alive.” Kayla shuddered.

“That’s it!” Olive shot over to a gigantic tree several yards away. Kayla hustled close behind.

Olive patted the big-leaf maple’s mossy bark. “This is the location.”

“I’m dying to know.” Kayla paused, trying to catch her breath. “What’s your movie gonna be about?”

Olive grinned, and with 99.9 percent confidence declared, “A Halloween dinner. Like the kind your aunt T does with her kitchen-witch friends.”

“Ooh, you mean a Dumb Supper,” Kayla said, tapping her fingertips together. “Where they invite loved ones who’ve passed on and celebrate with a huge dinner, eating in silence.”

Olive nodded.

A pagan celebration, Samhain began as a Celtic festival of the dead on Halloween. It’s when the magical veil between the physical world and the spirit world was thin, giving people a chance to connect with the spirits of those who were gone.

“How come we’ve never tried it before?” Kayla asked.

“Because you can’t keep quiet for five minutes, let alone an entire dinner!”

Kayla pursed her lips, then burst into giggles. “True, but it’s hereditary.”

Olive laughed in agreement. Kayla’s family was so big and fun, they couldn’t be contained in one house. Kayla lived with her parents and four older brothers in the big yellow house on Bucknell Place. Then there were both sets of grandparents, five uncles, seven aunts, and tons of cousins—as well as all the play cousins—who lived in Oregon or across the bridge in Washington. Olive couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have such a huge family who hung out all the time. The thought made her twitch.

“Plus,” Kayla said, “I’d rather dress up and dance.”

This past Halloween was the first one they hadn’t gone trick-or-treating. Some unspoken rule said it was too childish now that they were in the seventh grade. Though they still got to dress up for the school dance. Both had been witches from The Wiz. Kayla as Glinda the Good, and Olive as Evillene.

Olive frowned when she remembered how Kayla had kept bugging her to ask this cute boy to dance. Bobby Filmore was from their Spanish class, and she’d had a crush on him since sixth grade. Olive had kept making up excuses, but Kayla always had a comeback.

“Maybe he has a girlfriend,” Olive had said.

“Nope, he doesn’t,” Kayla had replied.

“Maybe he hates dancing.”

“Then why was he just dancing with his friends? Want me to ask for you?”

Maybe he thinks I’m gross and ugly and weird.

Olive had never said that one out loud. Though she’d definitely believed it, along with a whole spiral of other negative thoughts. Instead, she’d said, “What if he says no?”

“What if he says yes?” Kayla had challenged. “You’ll never know what will happen if you don’t speak up.”

What Kayla didn’t seem to understand was that Olive was okay with liking Bobby from afar. Well, maybe not okay with it, but she’d accepted that she wasn’t like Kayla. Smile? Say hello? Ask him to dance? No way! She winced as she pictured his response: laughing out loud.

Futuristic techno music blasted from a nearby apartment window and snapped Olive back into the present. A robotic voice belted out upbeat lyrics, the sound echoing around all the gravestones. Olive and Kayla looked at each other with raised brows. They exploded into giggles.

“Okay, wait, I’ve got the best idea,” Kayla said. “I saw this old movie Beetlejuice with my family, and there’s this hilarious scene where they’re eating dinner. This ghost couple possesses all the guests because they want to get everyone out of their house. So the ghosts try to scare them by making them sing and dance.”

“I love Tim Burton!”

Kayla looked confused, and Olive shook her head. “Never mind.” She couldn’t expect her best friend to remember every director who inspired her.

Olive quickly hit the record button on her phone as Kayla shuffled like a creepy zombie. Her head jerked toward her raised shoulder, then back, over and over. She shimmied and hopped, breaking into a sped-up version of Michael Jackson’s “Thriller” dance.

A couple walking past gave Kayla a strange look. Olive could never put herself out there like that. But whenever Olive was behind a camera, it was like she had a magic shield protecting her from other’s judgments and stares.

Olive zoomed in. She watched Kayla on the screen mouthing along with the thumping electronic music, her movements becoming more exaggerated. Once the song ended, Kayla dropped onto the grass, splayed out like a starfish.

She sat up excitedly. “I could choreograph the scene for you!”

Olive’s head bobbed up and down. Taking her original idea and mashing it up with a fun ghost possession had her vibrating with excitement.

“And”—Kayla made jazz hands with wiggling fingers—“we could even get some of the girls from my dance team to be in it! You know Abigail would jump to be on film. And you’ve met Heather and April.”

Olive’s shoulders stiffened. Her enthusiasm vanished.

“With my choreography and your directing? You’ll definitely get into film camp!”

Olive rubbed the back of her neck. “Yeah, sure, maybe.”

But she could feel her skin grow hot. Directing girls from Kayla’s dance team made it hard to breathe.

Control, Olive Blackwood. Must learn control.

She silently repeated the altered Yoda quote from The Empire Strikes Back. It was her way of trying to breathe normal again.

Kayla knew practically every secret, fear, and dream Olive had.

Olive’s dream was to be an award-winning director of fantasy movies. Only Kayla knew that she used to include “world-famous” in her ambition too. Being allergic to attention—wanted or not—Olive had realized she’d rather the spotlight shine only on her work. Kayla understood that Olive hated speaking in front of an audience, no matter how small. That the very thought of being the center of attention made rashes sneak all over Olive’s skin.

So why was Kayla nudging her past her comfort zone?

Hopefully, if Olive never mentioned it again, Kayla would forget all about her offer and Olive could make the film she’d already had in mind. A Silent Supper with just her, Dad, and zombies.
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Chapter Three A Sad Accordion


OLIVE’S TOP-THREE SCHOOL PERIODS were film, lunch, and Spanish. Film because, well, duh, it’s film! The other two were the only periods she had with Kayla. Plus, who wouldn’t enjoy staring at the supercute Bobby Filmore while learning to conjugate verbs like “gustar”?

But so far, her day wasn’t going great.

First, she’d overslept and missed the school bus. Mom had already left for work. So Olive had to brave the TriMet bus alone.

She’d been squished between adults in suits and passengers in grungy clothing carrying bags of empty soda cans. Most appeared to be talking to themselves. Though the suits wore earbuds. The only positive was that Olive had imagined a great film scene. When a city bus gets hit with a meteorite, all the people on board can now talk to ghosts! With one exception. Thanks to her superpowered glasses, Olive could see them too!

At school, Mr. Ference had called on her twice in science. Both times he’d asked her to repeat herself because he couldn’t understand her mumbling. Then she’d tripped in the halls—right in front of Bobby Filmore!

Unfortunately, lunch was just as unbearable. And there were still thirty minutes to go.

Kayla was going on nonstop about choreographing Olive’s film. She’d already narrowed down a list of songs to her top three and put together a photo collage of possible outfits. Olive had tried twice to state her case that she didn’t need the dance team’s help. Both times she’d chickened out. Kayla was so excited to help her. Olive didn’t want to hurt her feelings. She also didn’t want to admit the reason why.

“Nothing too fancy,” Kayla said. “I mean, yeah, it’s a Silent Supper, so it’s a super-important event, but there’s the whole ‘dining with the dead’ mood to consider.”

Olive’s gaze wandered as Kayla gushed on. She began reading the posters on the lunchroom walls.

KEEP CASCADIA MIDDLE SCHOOL BEAUTIFUL: COMPOST AND RECYCLE

SMOKEY SAYS… ONLY YOU CAN PREVENT FOREST FIRES

Olive’s eyes lingered on the black bear wearing a ranger hat and jeans. She’d never been camping before. Any interest had gone up in smoke after the terrifying wildfires that had started Labor Day weekend two years ago. Hearing about wildfires wasn’t new. But experiencing some of the effects while it had happened had made it all too real.

The air had been so thick with smoke and ash, it had been impossible to see beyond a few feet. Olive could feel her throat tighten as she remembered it creeping into the house, making it hard to breathe. So many homes throughout Oregon had been destroyed. People had even died.

Before a whirlwind of catastrophic thoughts could take hold, Olive moved on to the next posters.

WANNA DANCE WITH SOMEBODY? VALENTINE’S DANCE, FEBRUARY 19

CAFETERIA RULES: BE KIND. USE QUIET VOICES. BE HONEST.

Be honest, Olive thought. Clearing her throat, she decided to try one more time.

“You know, I’ve been thinking…” Olive bit her bottom lip, searching for the right words without admitting her fear of directing Kayla’s friends.

“Wait, you’re gonna love this.” Kayla held up both palms. “Since we don’t want the vibe too somber either, because it is a celebration, after all, instead of wearing all black, each guest wears only one bold color! I’ll be in gold. Abigail loves hot pink….”

Olive took a crinkle-cut fry and stirred a dollop of mayo into the thick lump of ketchup on her lunch tray. She tried to keep calm and ignore the flutter building in her chest. Staring at her fries, Olive remembered reading somewhere why crinkle-cuts exist. Their unique wavy shape created more surface to fry, making them crispier than shoestring and waffle fries. So she never understood why every time the school served them, they were limp like a sad accordion.

“Hello-o, calling Olive Blackwood.” Kayla nudged Olive’s tray. “Did you hear me?”

Avoiding eye contact, Olive kept swirling the mayo-ketchup dip until it made a pleasing pink blob. She released a heavy sigh and dragged her gaze to meet Kayla’s.

“Sorry, it’s just that—

“I DON’T UNDERSTAND WHY IT’S SO HARD TO MAKE DECENT VEGAN MEALS!” Jo Willems’s voice bellowed at the poor lady trying to ring them up at the register. Their voice wasn’t so loud that it disrupted the entire cafeteria, but still intense enough that the students nearby were shaken. Even the lunch staff dishing out the food all took a step back.

The lunchroom monitor swooped in to defuse the situation. But it was clear from the heated conversation that Jo was refusing to back down.

“Whoa,” Kayla said. “Jo has definitely made it their mission to veganize the school.”

“And someday, the world,” Olive joked.

The two cracked up, and Olive took the opportunity to switch the subject to anything far away from her film. Like weekend plans. And for almost ten minutes, Olive started to relax. Until Kayla abruptly stopped talking about her family’s Friday-night itinerary.

Olive followed Kayla’s widened gaze. Abigail Spencer was rushing over to their table. David Moore was coming in from the opposite direction. Before there was a chance to give warning, Abigail and David collided. David stumbled backward. His brown-bag lunch fell by Kayla’s foot with a splat.

“Ugh, watch where you’re going,” Abigail huffed.

“Sorry.” David took a step back, nodding as if he’d been at fault. He waved at Olive and Kayla. Olive waved back with a sympathetic smile.

She’d known David since kindergarten, and he was supersweet. Twice in gym he’d picked Olive for his volleyball team even though she stunk at sports. What a relief to not be the last one standing. He’d also helped her understand how to write an inequality using variables to solve “real-world” math problems. Like she cared whether she made enough cookies to feed at least fifty guests.

But people were always overlooking David. He was average height and size with regular brown hair and matching bland brown eyes. No freckles. No glasses. No braces. Not even a cool scar. Nothing about him stood out. He even wore the typical beige cargo pants and Oregon State tee. David didn’t so much blend in as he completely disappeared.

“Here you go.” Kayla held out David’s semi-squashed bag.

He took it with a heartfelt “Thanks,” then wandered off.

“Who was that weirdo?” Abigail said.

Drawing out the vowels in her name, Kayla replied, “Aaabbiii” in that don’t-be-so-mean tone.

Olive frowned. “He’s not…” Abigail’s brow lifted in surprise. Olive could feel her armpits getting sweaty. “He’s David, from film class.”

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and then planted both palms onto the lunchroom table. “Kayla, have you heard? Cindy’s moving away.”

Abigail’s eyes sparkled, but Olive had no idea why this was such major news.

“Coach is going to have the team pick a new dance cocaptain!”

“That’s awesome!” Kayla said. “Looks like we both have squad news today.”

Abigail tilted her head in confusion.

“Olive’s doing a short film, and I agreed to be the choreographer. Getting some of the girls to be in it would be perfect!”

Olive’s jaw dropped.

Abigail squealed. “Ooh, what kind of dance? What about outfits? I have the cutest pink sequined dress.”

Kayla filled Abigail in on the dinner scene from the old movie and the songs and outfits she had in mind. Olive didn’t hear any of it. It was too hard to concentrate on anything except her pounding chest.

Olive picked up another crinkle-cut fry and resumed stirring her mayo-ketchup blob. Thanks to all her hesitating, she’d missed her opportunity. She knew exactly what it felt like to be limp like a sad accordion. Weak and silent.
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Chapter Four Documentary, My Dear Olive


WHY DID KAYLA HAVE to tell Abigail? I never said I was going to cast the dance team. Now they’ve hijacked my film. I should’ve said something. Anything! Why didn’t I say no in the first place?

Olive edged through the crowded school hallway, unable to escape her spiraling thoughts.

Now I’m trapped. Sure, Kayla’s only trying to help. But I wish she wouldn’t.

Thankfully, it was the last period of the day. Film was the one class where Olive felt most comfortable, even if she didn’t talk much.

Mr. Dodd leaned against his desk, greeting every student as they made their entrance. Some walked in with a confident strut or animated flair. Some walked in with a hurried “please-don’t-notice-me” gait. Olive fell into that last camp.

In a singsong voice, Mr. Dodd said, “Happy Friday, Olive!”

“Hey.” She gave a slight nod while pushing up her glasses and slipped into her seat in the back of the room.

Mr. Dodd not only taught the beginning and advanced film electives but also sixth- and seventh-grade English. Pretty much every student knew him. And everyone loved him. Incredibly goofy, Mr. Dodd always wore a cheesy bow tie and matching suspenders. Today’s eye-rolling pattern? Bow-tie pasta. He also cracked awful dad jokes and had messy hair. Olive often wondered if he did anything to it or if he just rolled out of bed and let his hair do its own thing.

Abigail dashed into the room as the final bell rang.

“Just in time,” Mr. Dodd said.

“Wouldn’t miss this class for anything,” Abigail cooed, sliding into her seat next to Olive. She flashed Olive a look that read “Whew, that was close,” while her hands wiggled an imaginary bow tie.

“How does Darth Vader like his toast?” Mr. Dodd paused. “On the dark side.”

Groans filled the classroom except for a booming snort-laugh to Olive’s right. She caught an actual grin on Jo’s face, as bright as their neon shirt.

Someone said in a deep voice, “Luke, I’m your father.”

“Actually, it’s ‘No, I am your father,’ ” said Esme.

Trying hard to repress a grin, Mr. Dodd wrote two words on the dry-erase board: represent and re-present. He turned back around to face the class, pausing with raised brows. He was all about dramatic suspense, both in movies and in real life.

“Now, who can tell me what the word ‘represent’ means?”

Olive slumped in her chair, hoping to avoid his hopeful gaze. Just the thought of speaking in class made red splotches creep up her brown skin on both sides of her face.

“Anyone?” Mr. Dodd asked again.

“When something stands for something else,” Esme piped up. “Like how an angel on someone’s shoulder represents the right choice and the devil on the other is the wrong one.”

“Great visual example and a plot device often seen in cartoons,” Mr. Dodd said. “What else?”

“All the different referee hand signals in sports, like… safe!” Jo shouted. They demonstrated the gesture, extending both arms out in front and then sweeping their arms out to their sides, palms down.

“There’s all kinds of symbols on sheet music,” Abigail chimed in.

“Or the elements on the periodic table.”

“What the government’s supposed to do for the people.”

Different examples continued to flood the room. Mr. Dodd sailed back and forth in front of the class, his head nodding along with each response. Once the answers dried up, he came to a halt.

“How about the other word, ‘re-present’?” He pointed at the board.

Students shifted in their seats but remained silent.

“David?” Mr. Dodd called. “Why not take a stab at it?”

“Umm…” David’s brows shot up, yet he grinned as if he was happy, maybe even a bit surprised, that Mr. Dodd had called on him. “Presenting something again?”

“Yes!” Mr. Dodd said. “Like a reenactment of something that has already happened. Or even presenting in a different way.”

“Like when a book’s made into a movie?” Esme suggested.

“Exactly,” Mr. Dodd said. He returned to the board and wrote in large letters the words opinion versus fact. Before he could turn around, voices fired away.

“Point of view.”

“Rumors.”

“Hypothesis.”

Mr. Dodd’s smile grew brighter with each answer. “And what about ‘fact’?”

The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth streamed through Olive’s mind, followed by the sound of a judge’s gavel striking a sound block. Probably because her mom was a family attorney who loved to argue both inside and outside the courtroom.

Olive hung her head low, letting her corkscrew curls shield her face.

“It means it really happened,” David said.

“Reality TV,” Abigail muttered. Several students snickered. With a smug grin, she ran her hand through her blond hair, bringing attention to the chunky pink streaks underneath.

“Can a film have both ‘opinions’ and ‘facts’ in it?” Mr. Dodd asked.

“Well, yeah,” Esme said. “They do all the time.”

“And what does that look like?” Mr. Dodd asked.

“It’s like this movie I recently saw with my dad,” Jo said. “The one about that baseball player, Jackie Robinson. It’s based on real events, but it’s not a hundred percent accurate.”

“How so?” Mr. Dodd pressed.

Jo scrunched up their face like they were trying to come up with the right answer. “Sometimes a scene shows what might have happened, like making up the dialogue.”

“Movies also make the truth interesting by how they show it,” Esme added. “If the director doesn’t like Jackie Robinson, they could focus on something that makes him seem like a bad guy.”

“I’m quite impressed, class.” Mr. Dodd grabbed a stack of papers from his desk and started handing them out to the first person in each row. “We’re going to spend the next month doing a fun group project on documentaries.”

Whining grumbled through the room.

“All right, calm down.” Mr. Dodd chuckled. “You don’t have to make a full documentary, only a trailer.”

Olive sighed heavily through her nose. She’d been hoping that they’d make a tribute to their favorite film genre or director. She’d even rather write a report on the history of film. A group project on documentaries was not going to make her directorial dreams come true. Gillian Vansant never had to make a boring documentary!

“To make the project more fun, I’m going to raise the stakes. Some of you may be familiar with the Rose City Summer Film Camp.”

Olive sat up straight. Yes, she was very familiar.

“Spots are limited and competitive,” Mr. Dodd continued. “But it’s a wonderful way to get hands-on experience with cinema cameras and video-editing equipment.

“I’d love to see you all apply for this amazing opportunity. So, for extra encouragement, I’m offering the group with the highest score to have me personally pass along your trailer to the camp’s head director, along with a written recommendation!”

Excited chatter filled the room.

Olive grinned.

After such a horrible day, this was the kind of good fortune Olive had been hoping for.

Mr. Dodd’s recommendation could be her golden ticket to Rose City.
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