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    Dedicated to my South Portland librarian friends, who inspire kids like Frankie every day 
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CHAPTER 1

Magician

FRANKIE SPARKS SAT IN THE front row of the town theater, her hands cradled in her lap. Next to her was her best friend, Maya. They both stared into the swirling purple mist on the stage.

Crash! Maya jumped, but Frankie leaned in to see better.

Flash! A blinding light, and then, stepping from the cloud, a tall woman with brown skin and curls just like Frankie’s walked to the center of the stage.

“I am the great Tatiana Celestia,” she announced. “Prepare to be amazed.”

Frankie was prepared!

Frankie was, hands down, the world’s greatest third-grade inventor, but that wasn’t the only thing she was interested in. When Mr. Winklesmith, the owner of Wink’s Magic and Games Emporium, had told her that Tatiana Celestia, one of the world’s greatest magicians, was going to be in town, Frankie had been beyond excited. She had checked out all the magic books in the library, even the ones with really big words, and made her way through them.

Now she watched, wide-eyed, as Tatiana pulled a trombone out of her billowy sleeve. The magician held her lips up to the mouthpiece and blew.

Nothing.

Tatiana frowned and shook the horn. She blew again.

Still nothing.

Then she pointed right at Frankie and asked, “Can you give me a hand?”

Frankie leaped to her feet and climbed onto the stage. There were few things Frankie liked better than being onstage. The crowd clapped politely.

Tatiana said, “This is my grandma’s trombone. She used to tour around with a big swing band. Once, she even played with Ella Fitzgerald.”

Frankie knew who Ella Fitzgerald was: a jazz singer who happened to be Frankie’s grandmother’s favorite. “Really?” she asked.

“Really,” Tatiana said with a smile. “So this horn is pretty old.” She shook a scarf from her sleeve. “Can you give it a good wipe-down?”

Frankie did as she was asked, carefully polishing the horn and the long brass tube. A trombone was a funny-looking invention, and Frankie began wondering how it worked.

“Yes, my grandma played trombone, and my mama was a dancer, toured the whole world. I’m following in their footsteps.” Tatiana turned to Frankie. “That looks good, my friend.”

Frankie handed the horn back to Tatiana, who held it to her lips once more. She began to play. A low, beautiful note rang out. And, as if riding on the note, bubbles streamed out of the horn.
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The crowd gasped, and kids reached up to pop the bubbles.

Tatiana kept playing and did a little dance. She stomped her feet to make a beat. Frankie joined in by clapping. She could see Tatiana smiling as she played the horn. When the song was finished, Tatiana lowered her horn. “Thank you, friend,” she said to Frankie, then turned to the audience. “Let’s give this young lady a round of applause.” As Frankie returned to her seat, the crowd clapped enthusiastically.

“That was incredible!” Maya exclaimed.

Frankie agreed, nodding her head. But her brain was already spinning a mile a minute. She had a new idol, and she was hatching a new plan.
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CHAPTER 2

Magic Duo

AFTER THE MAGIC SHOW, MAYA and Frankie had gone backstage and met Tatiana. Frankie had told her how impressed she was, and then asked, “How do you become a magician?”

“Same way you do anything else,” Tatiana had said. “You study and you practice.”

That’s exactly what Frankie did. With Maya’s help, she practiced magic tricks that wowed, zowed, and amazed. Finally Frankie and Maya were ready to perform. Sure, their first show was in Maya’s living room, but Frankie felt sure they’d hit the big time any day now.

They did a card trick and a scarf trick, and they were in the middle of their disappearing-Frankie trick when things started to go a little off track.

“Ta-da!” Maya called out. With a flourish, she yanked a bright red sheet off the cardboard box. Just ten seconds before, Frankie had crouched down inside the box. Now she had disappeared! Maya held both hands up in an exaggerated shrug. She looked into the open front of the box. “Where could she be?”

“Someplace where we can’t hear her,” Maya’s older brother, Matt, said. “Which is a nice change, if you ask me.”

“Nobody asked you.” It was Frankie’s voice, coming from behind the box, where she was hiding. Frankie immediately clapped her hand over her mouth. Tatiana never would have ruined a trick by calling out.

Maya, though, was the perfect magician’s assistant. She kept going like it was all part of the act. “Where could she be?” Maya asked again. She held her hand up to her forehead and peered around the room. “I can hear her, but she has vanished!”

Matt opened his mouth as if he were going to say something, but Maya’s dad gave him a look.

“Frankie?” Maya asked. “Frankie, are you ready to come back from the great wherever?”

Maya’s dog, Opus, padded in from the other room. He saw Frankie and sniffed the air. He knew Frankie often kept treats like goldfish crackers or broken pretzels in her pockets. Frankie shook her head frantically at Opus. “I’m ready!” she said hurriedly.

Maya threw the sheet back over the box. Frankie carefully lifted the hatch she had constructed in the box and climbed inside. Frankie made all her own magic tricks. Mr. Winklesmith had told her about magic cabinets, and she had designed and made her own cabinet out of cardboard boxes. The cabinet had a false back that she could crawl out of. It looked like a real cupboard, and she was even able to have a vase with fake flowers.

Opus gave a whimper and tried to follow her through the hatch. “Shoo!” she called out. But by then his head was stuck. So Frankie grabbed him around the waist and tugged him into the box with her. Once they were both inside, Frankie said, “Abracadabra, bring me back to this terrestrial plain!”
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Maya pulled the sheet away again, and there were Frankie and Opus, both grinning wildly. “Ta-da!” Maya called. She helped Frankie to her feet, and together they bowed. Opus barked, and the audience, except for Matt, clapped.

It wasn’t a huge audience—just Frankie’s parents, her aunt Gina, Maya’s parents, and Matt—but Frankie slurped up the applause just the same. She loved the hoots and the claps. She squeezed Maya’s hand, and Maya squeezed back.

“Bravo!” Frankie’s mom called, standing up. She was clapping like crazy, and Frankie knew she thought that was the end of the show.

“Wait!” Frankie said. “We have one last trick. And for this we need a volunteer named Matt.”

Matt scowled, but Frankie was pretty sure he was secretly pleased. He came up onto their stage—it was really just a blanket on the floor—and brushed the hair out of his eyes. “What do I have to do?”



OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781534430488.jpg
/

&/

L/

) Y y :/,,,,
O I g@\

ﬂ\aw%,w% \

e |
4 |
W
o
<
%)
A
=
a)
<
L
HD.M

L

=

o

12

Km,

=i

=

Ll
e
0O
=
Ll
X
<
2i)
m
o
L
N
<
o
LL
775
<
O
L
=

BY






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
FRANKIE SPARKS, THIRD-GRADE INVENTOR

AR

#R TALENT SHOW TRICK

BOOK 2

&7/ )

@%”IL%/
\ & </

sy MEGAN FRAZER BLAKEMORE
iustratED Y NADJA SARELL

ALADDIN NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/images/common.jpg










