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For Jeremy

(Wanna play trash compactor?)

—A. M. R.

To those of us who believe in magic

—M. P.



Chapter One

That Spells Trouble
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Trouble, I wrote, spelling it out in my head as I printed the word on the test. T-r-o-u-b-l-e.

O-plus-U and L-before-E were the hard parts in that one, but I was certain I’d gotten it right. Dad had quizzed me on all the spelling and vocabulary words this morning at breakfast, and even Banana was amazed by how quickly I’d breezed through them. And dogs are hardly ever impressed by good spelling.

I tapped my lucky blue pencil against my lip as I thought about how to use the word in a sentence. Banana once got in trouble for chewing Chuck’s sneaker, I wrote, wrinkling my nose at the memory. Banana doesn’t chew on things she’s not supposed to anymore, but she still loves sniffing at things that stink, including my older brother’s yucky shoes.

“Pesky!” our teacher, Ms. Burland, exclaimed. She always sings out the words for our tests as though she’s performing them onstage. It makes the quizzes a lot more dramatic, and even kind of fun. “Pesky,” she repeated, this time in a low, booming voice. Beside me, my best friend Isabel giggled.

I wrote down the word, then used it in a sentence: Those pesky flies won’t leave us alone!

I glanced over at my other best friend, Sadie. I knew she’d been nervous about the test, so I was worried for her. But Sadie was bent over her paper, scribbling the answer, with her curls spilling into her face. It looked like she was doing fine.
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“No cheating, Anna!” Justin called out from the desk behind mine. My mouth fell open and my heart sped up at the attack. I wasn’t cheating!

Ms. Burland raised her eyebrows in our direction. “You should all have your eyes on your own papers, please,” she said.

I looked down quickly. I wasn’t really in trouble, but my cheeks still burned. Forget flies—I should have written my sentence about pesky Justin. He was the worst.

“Accuse,” Ms. Burland announced, sounding stern. “Accuse!” she repeated, calling it out like a cheerful greeting.

I narrowed my eyes. Justin likes to accuse innocent girls of cheating, I wrote on my test. There. That ought to clear my name. And I hoped Ms. Burland would notice that I’d also used one of last week’s spelling words, “innocent,” and spelled it correctly. I thought that was pretty clever of me.

But wait, was “cheating” spelled right? I pressed my lips together, thinking hard, and gasped. I’d felt a tooth move! I touched the tooth with my tongue and pushed it again. Sure enough, it wiggled.
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I was so distracted by the slightly loose tooth, I almost missed the final spelling word. Luckily, Ms. Burland said it once more. “About.”

I spelled it out carefully and wrote, I can’t wait to tell Banana and Sadie and Isabel about my loose tooth!



Chapter Two

Loosey-Goosey
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When the test was over, Ms. Burland asked Isabel and Timothy to collect all the papers. I put my lucky blue pencil that I use for quizzes back down on the desk, in between the regular pencil I use for normal schoolwork and the supersparkly rainbow pencil I hardly use at all. The supersparkly rainbow pencil is mostly too special to write with, but I love to look at it. Sadie gave it to me after the one I’d had before it broke.

I peeked over at Sadie and lifted both eyebrows to ask, How’d the test go? Sadie grinned and gave me a thumbs-up.

Usually Theresa, the housekeeper at Sadie’s mom’s place, helps Sadie study for spelling tests. But this week Theresa was away on vacation and Sadie was staying at her dad’s house, and he’s not as good as my dad or Theresa at quiz prep. He does buy us really tasty snacks for sleepovers, though. And he lets us drink soda and watch TV, and doesn’t get mad about pillow fights.

There’s no soda allowed at my house, and it’s hard to get away with a late-night pillow fight because Banana gets excited and wakes everyone up with her barking. Though my dad said even if Banana hadn’t barked, he still would have heard Sadie and Isabel and me shrieking and giggling at the sleepover last weekend. Now that I have two best friends, we make a lot more noise than when I only had one.

The bell rang for recess and we lined up to follow Ms. Burland down the hall. Sadie, Isabel, and I ran straight for the small merry-go-round as soon as we got outside. Usually third graders don’t go on the small merry-go-round because it’s made for little kids, but we wanted to play a new game Isabel had invented called Spin Me a Tale.
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The game is, one person sits in the center of the merry-go-round and holds on to the bars while the other two spin her around. As the person is spinning, she has to make up a story and tell it really quick, before the merry-go-round slows to a stop. But spinning on the merry-go-round makes our brains dizzy, so the stories usually come out pretty silly.

If someone shouts “Switch!” we spin the merry-go-round in the other direction, and the storyteller has to switch something important about the story—the evil fairy becomes good, or the puppy turns into a goose, or the princess doesn’t want to marry the prince after all. Switch is my favorite part.

Yesterday I made up a story about Banana chasing a squirrel made of cheese, and when Isabel yelled “Switch!” I changed it to the cheese chasing Banana. We laughed so hard that Isabel snorted. Justin heard the snort and started making piggy noises, which only made Isabel laugh even harder, but Sadie still told him to go away. Sadie likes Justin and sometimes giggles at his jokes, but she doesn’t like anyone making fun of her friends.
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I felt like Justin had been giving us an extra-hard time this week. I wished I knew how to get him to bug off.

“Whose turn is it?” Isabel asked as we reached the merry-go-round. We try to take turns and be fair with games and stuff.

“Mine!” Sadie said, climbing into the middle.

“Wait,” I said. “I have something to show you. Look!” I dropped open my jaw and wiggled the loose tooth with my finger. It was a bottom tooth—one of the extra-pointy ones.

“Oooooh, loose tooth!” Isabel said.

Sadie peered in closer. “I don’t see anything,” she said.

“It isn’t super loose yet,” I explained. “But it will be.”

Isabel bounced on her toes. Her face was full of excitement. “I wonder what the Tooth Fairy will bring you,” she said.

I shrugged. “I usually get a few coins and a treat, like sparkly stickers or a cool hair tie.”

“Isn’t it funny how the Tooth Fairy brings different things to different houses?” Isabel said. “I always get a letter with my prize, but my friend Cassie from Ms. Lahiri’s class last year only gets money. Maybe it’s because I leave the Tooth Fairy a note and a drawing along with my tooth, so she writes back.”

I squinted at her. Sometimes it’s hard to tell if Isabel is joking. Chuck had told Sadie and me the truth about the Tooth Fairy years ago. Surely Isabel’s big sisters would have told her by now too. But Isabel looked completely serious.

I glanced at Sadie, expecting her to inform Isabel that there is no Tooth Fairy, but Sadie went with it. “The Tooth Fairy comes to both my houses,” she said. “Last time I got money under the pillow at my mom’s house and a whole box of chocolate caramels plus a letter at my dad’s.”
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