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Big House Saturday

“One, two, three, jump!” I called.

It was the first Saturday in November. I was playing with my little brother, Andrew. (He is four going on five.)

I jumped into a pile of bright crunchy leaves. I sank down to the bottom. When I climbed out again, I was covered with leaves from head to toe.

“I am the crunchy leaf monster!” I said. “I am coming to get you.”

I flapped my arms and chased Andrew around the yard. Soon all the leaves flew off. I was not a crunchy leaf monster anymore. I was just me — Karen Brewer.
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Here are some things you might like to know about me. I am seven years old. I have blonde hair, blue eyes, and a bunch of freckles. I wear glasses, too. I have a blue pair for reading. I have a pink pair for the rest of the time.

“Karen! Andrew! Lunch is ready,” called my big stepsister, Kristy.

“We are on our way,” I replied.

Saturday lunch at the big house is one of my favorite meals. All the leftovers from the week go out on the kitchen table. Then everyone lines up with a plate and takes whatever they want. I was going to take a little of everything. Being a leaf monster was hard work. I was hungry.

Andrew and I lived at our little house in October. This was our first big-house weekend in a month. (I will tell you more about our two houses later.) We had a lot of catching up to do.

“Shannon hurt her paw and had to go to the veterinarian last week,” said David Michael.

David Michael is my stepbrother. He is seven, like me. Shannon is his big, goofy puppy.

“What happened?” I asked.

“He stepped on a nail in the yard. He had to get a shot and wear a bandage for three whole days. But he is all better now.”

“I am glad,” I said.

“Elizabeth and I are going to the supermarket in a little while,” said Daddy. (Elizabeth is my stepmother.) “Whoever is going to be home for supper gets to vote on dessert.”

“All those who want chocolate ice cream, raise your hand,” said Elizabeth.

I raised my hand.

“All those who want vanilla ice cream, raise your hand,” said Elizabeth.

I raised my hand again. That is because I like both flavors.

“You only get one vote, Karen,” said Daddy.

I picked chocolate.

“The vote is split down the middle,” said Elizabeth. “We will get chocolate and vanilla.”

Hurray!

We vote all the time at the big house. That is because there are so many of us. There are ten people, counting Andrew and me. So it is important to be organized.

That is just one interesting thing about the big house. There are interesting things about the little house, too.

So I will tell you all about my two houses.
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Two Interesting Families

I used to live in one house. That was when I was little. Andrew and I lived with Mommy and Daddy at the big house in Stoneybrook, Connecticut. (Daddy grew up in the big house.)

But Mommy and Daddy started fighting a lot. It was awful. Mommy and Daddy thought so, too. So even though they love Andrew and me very much, they decided to get a divorce from each other.

Mommy moved with Andrew and me to our little house. Then she met a nice man named Seth. Mommy and Seth got married. Now Seth is our stepfather. Every other month Andrew and I live at the little house with Mommy, Seth, Rocky (Seth’s cat), Midgie (Seth’s dog), Emily Junior (my pet rat), and Bob (Andrew’s hermit crab).

After the divorce, Daddy stayed at the big house. He met somebody new, too. Her name is Elizabeth. She and Daddy got married. That is how Elizabeth got to be our stepmother. She had four children from her first marriage. They are Kristy (she is thirteen and the best stepsister ever); David Michael (I already told you he is seven like me); and Sam and Charlie (they are so old they are in high school).

The next thing that happened was that Daddy and Elizabeth adopted Emily Michelle. She came from a faraway country called Vietnam. She is my adopted stepsister. She is two and a half and I love her very much. That is why I named my pet rat after her.

Nannie is Elizabeth’s mother. She came to live with us to help take care of Emily Michelle. Nannie is my stepgrandmother. I love her a lot.

I guess that is all. No, wait. I forgot to tell you about the pets at the big house. I told you about Shannon, David Michael’s puppy. And Emily Junior and Bob live at the big house when Andrew and I are there. But there are also Boo-Boo (Daddy’s cranky old tiger cat), Crystal Light the Second (my goldfish), and Goldfishie (Andrew’s you-know-what).

So now you know how Andrew and I got to have two houses and two families. We have two of lots of other things also. I have two bicycles (one at each house), and Andrew has two tricycles. We have two sets of toys and books. We have two sets of clothes and shoes. I have two pieces of Tickly, my special blanket. I have two stuffed cats. (Moosie lives at the big house. Goosie lives at the little house.) I even have two best friends. Hannie Papadakis lives across the street and one house down from Daddy’s house. Nancy Dawes lives next door to Mommy’s house. We are in the same second-grade class at Stoneybrook Academy. We call ourselves the Three Musketeers.

Andrew and I are lucky we can have two of so many things. It makes going back and forth much easier. It is also the reason we get to have special names. The special names I gave us are Karen Two-Two and Andrew Two-Two. (I got the idea for those names from a book my teacher, Ms. Colman, read to our class. The book was called Jacob Two-Two Meets the Hooded Fang.)

Now you know all about my two families. I told you they were interesting, didn’t I?
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Mr. Wizard

I woke up in my room at the big house. I got out of bed and looked at the calendar on my wall. It was the second Saturday of November.

“Yippee!” I said to Moosie. “Today is the day of the magic show.”

Daddy was taking Andrew, David Michael, and me to Stamford, Connecticut, to see an exciting show. There were big advertisements in all the newspapers in town. They said:

PRESTO! CHANGE-O!

MR. WIZARD WILL AMAZE YOU WITH HIS MOST EXCITING MAGIC SHOW EVER!

I got dressed fast and went downstairs. Andrew was already in the kitchen. He had his magic trick set on the table. Andrew just loves magic.

He waved his wand across his bowl of cereal.

“Watch me make this cereal disappear,” said Andrew.

He put his spoon in the bowl and started eating. Soon it was all gone.

“See? Magic,” said Andrew. He had a big grin on his face.

We left to go to the show right after breakfast. It was at the Stamford Theater.

“I wonder if he is going to pull a rabbit out of his hat,” said David Michael when we got there.

“I bet he will,” said Andrew. “I bet Mr. Wizard can do anything.”

The lights in the theater dimmed. The curtain opened slowly. Puffs of orange and yellow smoke swirled around the stage. Out of the smoke, a man appeared. He was wearing a black cape and black magician’s hat.

“Welcome, girls and boys, ladies and gentlemen. I am Mr. Wizard,” he said.

Mr. Wizard tipped his hat. A white dove flew out. It settled on Mr. Wizard’s arm.

Mr. Wizard waved a handkerchief in front of the dove. When he pulled the handkerchief away, the dove was blue. Then he waved his magic wand. The dove disappeared.

“Wow!” said Andrew.

Suddenly a table rose up from the center of the stage. On the table was a tank filled with water.

“I will need to borrow a few things from the audience,” said Mr. Wizard. “When I point to you, please bring up a pen, a ring, or a penny if you have one. You will get it back at the end of the show.”

I sat up tall. I wanted Mr. Wizard to point to me. I was wearing the ring that came in my cereal box last week. It would be perfect for a magic trick.

Mr. Wizard was looking in our direction. Goody. He was pointing. I was about to stand up.

Then Mr. Wizard said, “Young man in the green shirt. Have you a penny for me?”

Mr. Wizard was not pointing to me. He was pointing to Andrew. Andrew jumped up and waved a penny in the air. He started to walk up to the stage.

“Andrew, wait,” I whispered. “Isn’t that your special souvenir penny? Isn’t it the one that got flattened by the railroad train?”

“Don’t worry,” said Andrew. “Mr. Wizard promised to give it back.”

Andrew was beaming as he walked onto the stage. Mr. Wizard called two more people from the audience.

“Please drop your objects into the tank,” said Mr. Wizard. “Then watch what happens.”

Right before our eyes, the objects disappeared. But that was not all. They turned into goldfish!

“Did you see that? It was amazing!” said Andrew when he got back to his seat.

Andrew was right. Mr. Wizard’s magic was truly amazing.

[image: image]





[image: image]


The Vanishing Penny

“Bravo!” “Hurray!” “Yippee!”

The audience clapped and cheered for Mr. Wizard when the show ended.

“Who wants to go to the Rosebud Cafe for lunch?” asked Daddy.

“I do!” I replied.

“Me, too,” said David Michael.

“Can we get my penny back first?” asked Andrew.

I had forgotten all about Andrew’s souvenir penny. Mr. Wizard said he would give it back. But where was Mr. Wizard?

“Let’s go backstage,” said Daddy. “We should be able to find Mr. Wizard there. He must have just forgotten to return it to you, Andrew.”

We went up some stairs, then down a long hallway. A lady was standing outside Mr. Wizard’s dressing room.

“We would like to see Mr. Wizard,” said Daddy. “We would like to get my son’s penny. It is a special souvenir penny.”

“I am sorry,” said the lady. “Mr. Wizard is not seeing anyone right now.”

“That is okay,” said Andrew. “Mr. Wizard can’t give my penny back anyway.”

“Why? Do you think he wants to keep it?” I asked.

“I think he does not have my penny anymore. He does not have the pen or the ring either,” said Andrew. “They vanished. That is because Mr. Wizard is magic, real magic.”

“I am sure Mr. Wizard has your penny,” said Daddy. “I will write and ask him to please send it back.”

We drove to the Rosebud Cafe. Andrew would not stop talking about Mr. Wizard’s magic. He was sure his penny was gone forever.

We ate our lunch. Then we had a special treat. We got ice cream sundaes for dessert. I thought Andrew had forgotten about his penny by then. But when the waiter gave Daddy his change, there were three pennies in it. Andrew started talking about his penny again. He talked about it all the way home.

“Where does magic make a thing go?” asked Andrew. “Where is my penny?”

“Mr. Wizard has your penny,” said Daddy. “He was just very good at tricking us into thinking it was gone.”

“But Mr. Wizard sawed a man in half. He made a lady float in the air. So he could make my penny disappear, too,” said Andrew. “It is gone. I know it is.”

“Andrew, you have a book of magic tricks. You see how tricks work,” said Daddy.

“The tricks in my book are easy tricks. They are kid tricks,” said Andrew. “They are not real magic.”

“We will get your penny back for you, Andrew,” said Daddy. “I promise.”

Andrew did not believe him. Before we went into the house, Andrew whispered in my ear, “My penny is gone.”
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Ms. Colman’s Announcement

It was Monday morning. Hannie and I were waiting at the school bus stop.

“Here comes the bus,” called Linny. (Linny is Hannie’s brother. He is nine going on ten.)

The bus doors swished open and we climbed on. Hannie and I went to sit at the back with the other kids our age.

The big kids sit up front. That is because some of them used to be bullies. Now, Jack, the bus driver, watches them. So riding on the bus is fun.

Hannie and I played three games of tic-tac-toe and one game of dots. The next thing we knew, we were pulling up to our school.

“Hi, Nancy!” I called out the window.

Nancy was on the playground waiting for us. The Three Musketeers walked into our classroom together. Ms. Colman came in behind us.

“Please take your seats, everyone,” said Ms. Colman. “We have a lot to do this morning.”

Hannie and Nancy went to their desks at the back of the room. I used to sit at the back, too. But when I got glasses, Ms. Colman moved me up front. She said I could see better there. I think she was right.

There are two other kids who wear glasses and sit up front. They are Natalie Springer and Ricky Torres. (Ricky is my pretend husband. We got married on the playground at recess one day.)

“Karen, would you like to take attendance?” asked Ms. Colman.

“Sure,” I replied.

I stood by Ms. Colman’s desk. I quickly checked off me, Hannie, Nancy, Ricky, and Natalie. I looked around the room to see who else was there. Addie Sydney. Check. She was scraping a sticker off her wheelchair tray. Pamela Harding. Check. She is sometimes my best enemy. She was passing a note to her friends. There was one for Jannie Gilbert. Check. And one for Leslie Morris. Check. Audrey Green was there. Check. She once tried to be my twin. She dressed and acted exactly like me. I was glad she did not want to do that anymore. Terri Barkan. Check. Tammy Barkan. Check. They are twins for real. Bobbi Gianelli. Check. He is a sometimes bully. Hank Reubens. Check. Chris Lamar. Check. I kept going till I had checked off all the names.

“Everyone is here,” I said.

“That is good,” said Ms. Colman. “We are going to begin a new class project today. There is a very important day at the beginning of November. That day is Election Day. We are going to have our own elections in class.”

“All right!” I called out.

“Indoor voice, please, Karen,” said Ms. Colman. “And no calling out.”

“Sorry,” I replied. (Whenever I get too loud, Ms. Colman reminds me to use my indoor voice.)

“In the middle of December, our school is going to hold a Fun Night. We will have entertainment. We will sell tickets to raise money for our school,” Ms. Colman explained.

I felt like shouting out, “Hurray!” But I did not do it. I shouted to myself so no one would hear me.

“There will be a Fun Night Committee,” continued Ms. Colman. “Each grade will elect a representative for the committee.”

I raised my hand. Ms. Colman called on me.

“I would like to be the representative,” I said.

“Whoever would like to be the representative, please let me know tomorrow. We will hold elections in a few weeks. This will be a good way for us to learn about the election process. We will learn about campaigning. We will learn about voting.”

I was way ahead of Ms. Colman. I was already planning my acceptance speech.
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Andrew’s Worry

“Would you like some more tea?” I said to Hannie.

“Thank you. I would love some,” Hannie said.

The Three Musketeers were in my room at the big house. We were having a tea party. We were also having a serious talk about elections. Just like real grown-up ladies.

“If I win the election, I will have a lot of ideas for Fun Night. I know everything about having fun,” I said.

“Nancy, are you going to run?” asked Hannie.

“I have not decided yet,” said Nancy. “How about you?”

Hannie took a tiny sip of her tea. (It was really apple juice.)

“No. I do not think I will run,” said Hannie. “I do not like so much attention. I do not like to be the center of things.”

Knock knock.

Andrew poked his head into my room. He had a worried look on his face.

“Karen, where do you think my penny went?” he asked. “Is it even in this world anymore?”

“I think Mr. Wizard has it,” I said. “Daddy told us Mr. Wizard is very good at tricks. Remember?”

“I think Mr. Wizard is very good at magic,” said Andrew. “He made my penny disappear. I wonder where things go when they disappear by magic.”
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He closed the door behind him. We went back to our tea party.

“I just cannot decide. Should I run? Or should I not run?” asked Nancy.

“We could run together,” I said. “It would be fun.”

“I am not sure about that. One of us would have to win. The other would have to lose. I would not like that,” said Nancy.

“You should run if you want to,” I said. “We will still be friends.”

“Maybe,” said Nancy. “But maybe …”

Knock knock. It was Andrew again.

“If my penny did disappear, could I disappear, too?” asked Andrew. “I could go where my penny is. I could bring it back.”

Poor Andrew. He could not stop worrying about his missing penny.

“I do not think that pennies or people disappear into thin air,” I said. “Daddy will get your penny back for you. You will see.”

Andrew closed the door behind him.

“I have decided not to run,” said Nancy. “I do not want to run against my best friend. And I do not want to be on the committee as much as you do.”

“I will help you in the election, Karen,” said Hannie.

“Me too,” said Nancy.

“Thank you,” I replied

We put our hands together.

“One for all and all for one,” we said.

When Hannie and Nancy left, I went outside to wait for Daddy to come home from work.

“Andrew came into my room twice,” I said. “He is worried about his penny. I told him you would get it back for him.”

“Thank you for reminding me,” said Daddy. “I will see what I can do.”

“I hope Mr. Wizard sends the penny back,” I said. “If he does not, Andrew will never stop talking about it. Even when he is a very old man.” I switched to my very old man’s voice. “Where is my penny?” I said. “Has anyone seen my missing penny?”

Daddy laughed. “I will do my best to get it back. I promise.”
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Election Rules

It was Tuesday morning. I was at the back of the room talking with Hannie and Nancy when Ms. Colman walked in.

“Good morning, class,” said Ms. Colman. “Everyone, please take your seats.”

“See you later,” I said. I raced to the front of the room.

It was Ricky’s turn to take attendance. When he finished he said, “Everyone is here, Ms. Colman.”

“Excellent,” Ms. Colman replied. “We have a lot to do. This morning we will make a list of those of you who would like to run for representative of the second grade. Please remember that even if you win our class election, you still may not get to be the second-grade representative. The winner in our class will have to run against the winner in Mr. Berger’s second-grade class.”

Mr. Berger’s second-grade class is next door to ours.

“Those of you who would like to run, please raise your hand,” said Ms. Colman. “Karen, would you write the names down?”

I love doing important jobs for Ms. Colman. I took out my hot pink pen. That would make the list look gigundoly beautiful. I wrote my name in big letters at the top of the page.

These are the other kids who wanted to run: Pamela, Jannie, Hank, Chris. I wrote each of their names on the list.

I turned to look at Hannie and Nancy. I knew they were wondering the same thing I was. How would Pamela and Jannie run against each other? Would one of them feel bad if the other won? I was glad I was not going to have that problem with my friends.

“We need to have some rules for the candidates to follow,” said Ms. Colman. “I will start by writing three rules on the blackboard. Then I will ask if you can think of any others.”

Here are Ms. Colman’s rules:

Rule #1: You may spend up to five dollars on campaign supplies.

Rule #2: You may campaign before and after school, and during recess. No campaigning during class time.

Rule #3: No bribes allowed. This means you may not buy votes.

“Can anyone give me an example for rule number three?” asked Ms. Colman.

Hank raised his hand.

“We cannot give candy to kids so they will vote for us,” he said.

“That is a very good example,” said Ms. Colman. “Now would anyone like to add a rule to our list?”

I raised my hand. Ms. Colman called on me.

“We are not allowed to make promises we cannot keep,” I said.

“That sounds good,” said Ms. Colman. “Will you give us an example?”

It took a minute. But I thought of a very good one.

“I should not promise to raise a million dollars if I am elected because I do not really think I could do it,” I said.

“Excellent,” said Ms. Colman.

She wrote on the board:

Rule #4: No false promises.

We decided that four rules would be enough to start. We would add more rules if we needed them later.

“All right then, class,” said Ms. Colman. “Campaigning will start on Monday.”
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Morbidda Destiny

I worked on my campaign posters every day after school. By Saturday afternoon, I was ready for a break. I had plans to meet Hannie and Nancy at Morbidda Destiny’s yard sale next door.

In case you did not know it, I think Morbidda Destiny is a witch. She swishes around in a black dress. She has a wart on her nose and hairs on her chin. I used to think it was scary living next door to a witch. But Morbidda Destiny is a nice witch.

“Look at this cute cup,” said Hannie. “Maybe we should buy it for one of our tea parties.”

The cup was black and white. It looked like a cat. The cat’s tail curled up into a handle.

“That is a good cup for a witch’s tea party,” said Nancy. “But I do not think it is right for Lovely Ladies like us.”

Just then, something interesting caught my eye.

“I will be right back,” I said to Hannie and Nancy.

I hurried to a table at the other side of the yard. Leaning up against an old toaster was a big magic trick set. Guess what it was called. It was called Mr. Wizard’s Magic.

I had to find Morbidda Destiny right away. I had to find out about that set.

“I got the set from my brother,” said Morbidda Destiny when I asked her about it. “He is a famous magician. He calls himself Mr. Wizard.”

Mr. Wizard was Morbidda Destiny’s brother. Wow! This was my chance. I told Morbidda Destiny about seeing her brother’s magic show. I told her about Andrew’s special penny.

“Do you think you could get the penny back for us? Andrew is really worried about it,” I said.

“I would like to help you, Karen,” said Morbidda Destiny. “But my brother is on the road with his show. I do not know how to reach him.”

“May I look inside the box?” I asked.

“Of course,” said Morbidda Destiny. “Everything is there. I checked it carefully this morning.”

“Then I will be right back,” I said. “Please do not let anyone else buy it. I am going to get some money. I am going to get Andrew, too.”

In a flash, I was back at my house and knocking on Andrew’s door.

I was happy I had enough money in my bank to buy Mr. Wizard’s magic set. All I had to do next was show Andrew how Mr. Wizard’s fancy tricks worked. Then he would know his penny disappeared by tricks, not by magic.

I was knocking on Andrew’s door. But no one was answering. I knocked harder.

“Come in,” said Andrew finally.

I could tell by the sound of his voice that Andrew was worrying. I knew he was worrying about his penny. Have no fear, Karen is here, I thought. I opened the door to Andrew’s room.

“Andrew, your worries are over,” I said.
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Real Magic

“Ta-daa! Here it is,” I said.

I held up Mr. Wizard’s magic trick set. I had made Andrew come to the yard sale to see it.

“Wait till you hear where Morbidda Destiny got this,” I said. “She got it from Mr. Wizard. Mr. Wizard is her brother!”

“Oh, boy! Now we can find out where he is,” said Andrew.

“I am afraid not,” said Morbidda Destiny, coming out of nowhere. “As I told Karen, my brother is on the road. I do not know how to reach him.”

“That is okay,” I said. “Everything I need to show Andrew is right in this box.”
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I handed Morbidda Destiny the money to pay for Mr. Wizard’s magic trick set.

“I already have a magic trick set,” said Andrew. “I do not need another one. I just want to see Mr. Wizard. I want to ask him if he will use his magic to bring my penny back.”

“I told you there is no such thing as magic,” I said. “Mr. Wizard uses tricks. Look.”

I did not even wait to go into the house. I opened up the magic trick set in the yard. Hannie and Nancy came over to see it.

“Look at all those neat things,” said Nancy.

There was a tall, black magician’s hat. There was a wand. But most important, there were cards with instructions. The cards had everything you needed to know about magic tricks. There were even pictures.

“See? Mr. Wizard’s show is just tricks,” I said. “It is not real magic. Now do you believe me?”

“No,” said Andrew. “Those tricks are for people who want to make believe they are magic. But Mr. Wizard really is magic.”

“Andrew is right,” said Morbidda Destiny. “My brother is real magic. He has been magic ever since he was a baby. Why, he even made his rattles disappear.”

I could see a twinkle in Morbidda Destiny’s eyes. I knew she was just kidding. But Andrew believed her.

“Wow! What else did he do?” asked Andrew.

“I am afraid I cannot tell. Those are family secrets,” said Morbidda Destiny.

So much for my plan. Now Andrew would never believe me. Morbidda Destiny had ruined everything. Boo and bullfrogs. I wondered if I could get my money back.
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The Fight

[image: image]

That was my motto. It was on all my campaign fliers. I wrote it in glitter. My fliers were sparkly.

It was Monday. Ms. Colman had not come into the room yet. So the candidates were allowed to campaign. I was handing out my fliers to all the kids in the class.

“I like your fliers, Karen,” said Addie.

“Thank you. I like your new stickers,” I said.

Addie was putting three new unicorn stickers on her wheelchair tray.

“Pamela gave them to me,” said Addie. “Wasn’t that nice of her?”

“It was very nice,” I replied.

Hmm. Maybe it was too nice. Why was Pamela suddenly giving out stickers? It sounded like she was breaking rule number three: No bribes allowed.

Oh, well. At least I was not breaking any rules. I continued passing out my fliers. Hannie came over to help.

“Did you hear what Hank told Ricky?” she asked. “The whole class is talking about it.”

“No, what?” I asked.

“Hank said his uncle is a talent scout. He said if he is elected he will get someone really famous to come to Fun Night.”

“Oh, yeah?” I said.

Hmm. I wondered if Hank could really get someone famous to come to our school. If he could not, then he was breaking rule number four: No false promises.

Suddenly we heard raised voices at the back of the room. Pamela and Jannie were fighting.

“I did not take any of your dumb stickers,” said Jannie. “You should not be handing them out anyway. You are buying votes.”

“Yeah?” said Pamela. “Well, you spent more than five dollars on those fancy posters you made. But you won’t win anyway. I am going to win this election.”

Just then, Ms. Colman came into the room.

“I could hear shouting all the way down the hall,” she said. “What is going on?”

Everyone turned to look at Pamela and Jannie.

“I do not want to run anymore,” said Jannie. “I do not want to be in an election with Pamela.” Then she turned to Pamela and said, “So there.”

I was glad that the Three Musketeers were not running against each other. I did not think we would have a big fight like Pamela and Jannie. But I did not want to take any chances.

“Pamela and Jannie, we will talk about this later,” said Ms. Colman. “Now it is time for class to begin.”

I sat down at my desk and put my fliers into my notebook. That is because rule number two said no campaigning during class.

The rule was not stopping Chris. He passed a note to Natalie. I peeked when she opened it. The note said: Don’t forget to vote for me! Your pal, Chris.

Oh, well. At least one candidate had not broken any rules. Who was that candidate? Me. Karen Brewer. The candidate you can trust.
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No Fair

“Step right up! Get your beautiful campaign buttons,” I called.

It was Wednesday morning before class started. I was passing out my new campaign buttons. I had wanted to put my picture on the buttons. But that would have cost too much money. I wrote my motto on them instead.

“Nice campaign buttons, Karen,” said Pamela, smiling. “I am going to hand my buttons out at lunchtime. I have one for you in case you decide not to run after all.”

“You can keep your button, Pamela. I am definitely running,” I said.

Now you see why Pamela is usually my best enemy.

As soon as Ms. Colman came in, I put my campaign buttons away.

“This morning we are going to talk about how real elections work,” Ms. Colman said.

We learned that a candidate needs to share her ideas about important issues. That way voters can decide who to vote for.

I had good ideas about having fun. I had good ideas about raising money. I needed to tell the voters my ideas.

After lunch, I dragged a milk crate out to the playground. I turned it upside down and stood on it.

“Hear ye, hear ye,” I called.

There was only one problem. Hannie and Nancy were the only ones paying any attention to me. The rest of the kids were crowded around Pamela.

“I will be right back,” said Hannie. “I will see what Pamela is up to.”

Hannie came back with one of Pamela’s campaign buttons. Guess what was on the buttons. Pamela’s picture! The kids thought her buttons were so great.

Then one by one the kids were crossing over to the other side of the playground. Chris was there.

“I will see what Chris is doing,” said Nancy. “I will be right back.”

Guess what Chris was handing out. Candy bars.

“I did not take any,” said Nancy. “Even though they are my favorite kind.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I was starting to get upset. The other candidates were not following the rules. It was no fair.

I climbed down from my milk crate.

“Mind if I use this?” asked Hank.

Before I could answer, Hank was standing on the milk crate. My milk crate.

Suddenly the kids were crowding around Hank. Guess what he promised. He promised to get two superstars to come to the Fun Night.

I was running against fancy buttons. I was running against candy bars and superstars. I could tell the kids were starting to like the other candidates better than me. They were not even giving me a chance.

“Meeting at the monkey bars,” I whispered to Hannie and Nancy.

We sat down under the monkey bars.

“What are we going to do?” asked Nancy. “Maybe we could think of a prize or something to hand out.”

“Do you think you should drop out of the race?” asked Hannie.

“No way,” I said. “I will not break the rules. And I will not drop out. I am going to stay in this race. And I am going to win. I will show them.”

The class was going inside. I jumped up and ran to the playground door. I grabbed each kid’s hand and shook it. (Important candidates always shake voters’ hands.) I told the kids my ideas.

“Hey, Karen,” said Natalie. “Chris is handing out more candy bars. Did you get one?”

I did not answer Natalie. I was too busy shaking hands.
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Election Day

After lunch, Ms. Colman read a funny book to our class. It was called The Boy Who Turned into a TV Set. I was glad it was funny. I needed to be cheered up.

I had worked so hard on my campaign. But I did not think I had much chance to win the election. Maybe I could turn into a TV set. Maybe then the kids would vote for me.

As soon as the story was over, Ms. Colman handed out little slips of paper. I knew what that meant.

“It is time to hold our class election,” Ms. Colman said. “I hope you have learned something about the election process during this week of campaigning. And I hope that you have remembered to follow the election rules. For example, I hope that no one has made any false promises.”

Everyone turned to look at Hank. He was squirming in his seat.

“I hope no one has spent more than five dollars on the campaign,” continued Ms. Colman.

Everyone turned to look at Pamela. Her face was bright red.

“And of course I hope no one has tried to buy any votes,” said Ms. Colman.

Everyone looked at Chris. He buried his nose in a book.

I sat up tall. I might not win this election. But at least I did not have to hide. I turned and waved to Hannie and Nancy. They waved back.

“Please write down the name of the candidate you have chosen,” said Ms. Colman. “Then fold your paper in half and pass it to the front of the room. When you vote, I suggest you keep in mind the important ideas the candidates have shared with you.”

I thought about my good ideas for Fun Night. I was sure I would be the best class representative. So I voted for myself. I knew that Hannie and Nancy would vote for me too. That made three votes.

I wondered if anyone else would vote for me. Ricky was my pretend husband. Maybe he would vote for me.

Ms. Colman wrote the names of the four candidates on the blackboard.

“Addie, would you please read the names on the slips of paper?” said Ms. Colman. “Bobby, please come up to the blackboard. It will be your job to put a check next to the names Addie calls out.”

Addie unfolded the first piece of paper. She read the name.

“Karen Brewer,” said Addie.

She unfolded another piece of paper.

“Karen Brewer,” said Addie again.

Addie kept unfolding papers. She kept calling out my name. I could hardly believe it. I got almost every vote in the class. Only three kids did not vote for me. I knew who they were. Pamela. Hank. Chris.

“Congratulations, Karen,” said Ms. Colman. “Do you have an acceptance speech prepared?”

I had written an acceptance speech a long time ago. But then I did not think I was going to win. So I had forgotten about the speech.

I did not let that stop me. I stood up and turned to the class.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” I said. “If I win the next election, I will try my best to be an excellent class representative.”

I did it. I had won the election. I had won it honestly, too. I must really be a great campaigner.

Before I sat down I took a bow.
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More Worries

I burst into the big house after school.

“I won! I won!” I cried.

“That is terrific,” said Daddy.

“This calls for a celebration,” said Elizabeth.

I decorated the kitchen with my extra campaign posters. I had extra campaign buttons, too. Everyone got to wear one at dinner.

While we ate, I told my family about the election.

“I am proud of you for running an honest campaign,” said Daddy.

“You deserved to win,” said Kristy.

For dessert, we had ice cream sundaes. Everyone was having a very good time at my election party. Everyone except Andrew. He looked worried.

“Do you want to play a game or something?” I said after dinner.

“No thanks. I am busy thinking,” said Andrew.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked. (I already knew. But I asked anyway.)

“I am thinking about my penny,” said Andrew. “I really need to know something. When a penny disappears where does it go?”

“Maybe we will find the answer in Mr. Wizard’s magic trick set,” I said.

Andrew had refused to play with the set since we got it. This time he agreed. (That is probably because I was an important elected official now.)

We went upstairs to the playroom and opened the box.

“You should wear this hat,” I said.

I put the black magician’s hat on Andrew’s head.

Andrew looked through the box. I looked over his shoulder. There were card tricks, floating object tricks, pencil tricks.

“I see a vanishing penny trick,” I said.

There was a handkerchief and a plastic penny to practice with.

I read the instructions. The magician was supposed to hold a penny underneath a handkerchief. The magician’s helper would secretly take the penny away. The magician was supposed to pretend the penny was still there.

I read the end of the instructions out loud.

“After your helper has taken the penny, wave your arms in the air. Say, ‘Prest-o! Change-o!’ Flip the handkerchief over. Your audience will be amazed that the penny is gone,” I said.

“So what?” said Andrew. “Mr. Wizard did not do that trick. He did not have any helpers.”

“Maybe he did not do this exact trick,” I said. “But this is how he made your penny disappear. It was a trick. That is all.”

“These are tricks,” said Andrew. “Mr. Wizard is magic.”

“I give up,” I said. “If you want to think Mr. Wizard is magic, you go ahead. But I am an important elected official. I know better. I know it was a trick.”

I also knew that Andrew did not believe me.
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Vote 4 Karen

Before I went to sleep on Wednesday, I got my Vote 4 Karen buttons back from my family. I made a big stack of new posters, too.

I needed them for my campaign against Edwin Farley. He won the election in Mr. Berger’s class. Now we had to run against each other.

On Thursday before school started, I asked Hannie and Nancy if they would help me hang my posters.

“Sure,” said Hannie. “Where do you want them?”

“Everywhere!” I replied.

“Is that allowed?” asked Nancy.

“There is no rule about hanging posters,” I said. “We just have to do it before class starts. Let’s go.”
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By the time class started, Vote 4 Karen posters were hanging everywhere.

Ms. Colman was not very happy when she saw them.

“I know you did not break any rules, Karen,” she said. “But I would like you to take some of those posters down.”

I took down half of the posters. There were still a lot left.

I was not allowed to campaign again until recess. (Rule number two said no campaigning during class. Boo.)

When I finished eating, I carried my milk crate out onto the playground. I needed to share my ideas with the kids in Mr. Berger’s class. I needed to make an important speech.

“Hear ye! Hear ye!” I called. “I, Karen Brewer, won the election in Ms. Colman’s class. Did I run an honest campaign? Yes! Do I have excellent ideas for Fun Night? Yes! Should you vote for me for second-grade representative? Yes, yes, yes!”

“May I use the crate now?” asked Edwin.

“Um, I am not finished yet,” I said. “If you want to make a speech, you should get your own milk crate.”

I knew that was not very nice. But I needed to say a few more things. The only problem was, I could not think of any. So I just stood around for awhile.

Right after dinner on Thursday night I went upstairs to my room. I wanted to work on my campaign. I could not make any more buttons or posters. I had already spent five dollars.

“What should I do, Moosie?” I asked. “I know. I will make up a song. That does not cost anything.”

Writing a campaign song was hard work. I had to write it and rewrite it. Finally it was ready. I sang my song to Moosie.


Vote for Karen. It is the best thing to do.

Vote for Karen. Let me represent you.

Vote for Karen. You will be voting for fun.

Vote for Karen. Hear me shout out, “I won!”



I could tell Moosie liked my song a lot. Tomorrow at recess, I would get on my milk crate. I would sing my song to everyone.

The election was going to be held in the afternoon. I was sure I would win by a landslide.
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The Winner Is …

I did not get to sing my song on Friday. That is because I had to stay in at recess. Ms. Colman asked me to write one more speech.

“This will be your last chance to tell everyone why they should vote for you, Karen. If you need my help, just let me know.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “But I would like to do this by myself.”

I finished writing just as the kids started coming back from recess. Mr. Berger’s class carried their chairs into Ms. Colman’s room.

“You can go first, Karen,” said Edwin. “I did not finish my speech yet.”

I walked to the front of the room. Uh-oh. I had forgotten something. I whispered in Ms. Colman’s ear.

“No, Karen,” Ms. Colman whispered back. “You do not need to stand on a milk crate. You are fine right where you are.”

I felt a few butterflies fluttering in my stomach. But they settled down as soon as I started to talk.

“Hi. I am going to tell you why I think you should vote for me, Karen Brewer.

“First of all, I love being in second grade. And I am very proud of my school. So if you elect me, I will try my best to do a good job.

“Second, I have a lot of energy. I know that some people think I have too much energy. But energy is a good thing for a class representative to have.

“Both little kids and big kids will be on the Fun Night Committee. Sometimes big kids think they know everything. Sometimes they think they do not have to listen to second-graders. It will take a lot of energy to get them to listen.

“The last thing you should know about me is that I have good ideas about having fun. And I promise I will listen to your ideas too. Thank you.”

Some of the kids clapped. But not everyone. I guess they were tired from recess.

“Thank you, Karen,” said Ms. Colman. “You may take your seat. Edwin, would you like to come up now?”

I could see that most of what he had written down was crossed out. His speech was very short.

“Hi, my name is Edwin Farley. I promise to do a good job if I am elected. I want to be on the Fun Night Committee because my cousin, who is in fourth grade, is going to be on the committee, too. I think I have good ideas about having fun. Those are the reasons I think you should vote for me. Thank you.”

“Thank you, Edwin,” said Mr. Berger. “Now we are going to pass around voting slips. Please write the name of the candidate you choose. Then fold the paper and pass it to the front of the room.”

Ms. Colman said it would take too long to read the names out loud. So two kids opened the slips of paper and counted the votes. The two kids were Audrey Green and Liddie Yuan. Liddie is in Mr. Berger’s class.

They wrote the number of votes on a piece of paper and handed them to Ms. Colman.

“This was a very close race, class,” said Ms. Colman. “Thank you Karen and Edwin for running a good and honest campaign.”

Did I hear right? Did Ms. Colman say the race was close? I thought almost everyone would vote for me.

Ms. Colman passed the paper to Mr. Berger.

“The winner is Karen Brewer. Congratulations, Karen,” said Mr. Berger.

I turned around and waved to everyone. But I did not get up and take a bow. I did not shout “yippee.”

I had a feeling some kids in my class had not voted for me this time. I think some kids did not like it when I would not give the milk crate to Edwin. And some kids did not like it when I put up all those posters.

I guess I had overdone it a little. But at least I had won. I would work hard on the committee. I would make everyone proud.
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The Meeting

On Monday morning, I woke up extra early.

“Today is an important day,” I said to Moosie. “This afternoon, I am going to my first Fun Night Committee meeting.”

I wanted to wear something special. I put on a blue skirt, blue tights, and blue shoes. I put on my blue-and-red-striped sweater. Then I put one red ribbon and one blue ribbon in my hair.

“That will show them I know how to have fun. Wish me luck, Moosie,” I said.

The meeting was held after school. There was one representative from every grade. There were two teachers. They were Mr. Berger and Ms. Williams. (Ms. Williams is a fourth-grade teacher.)

“Fun Night will be held the first week in December,” said Ms. Williams. “We need to decide the kind of entertainment we would like to have. If you have any suggestions, please raise your hand.”

Two hands shot up right away. The fifth-and sixth-grade representatives already had ideas. I had an idea, too. But I decided to let the big kids talk first.

“I think we should have kids from our school in the show. We could hold auditions and pick the best performers,” said the fifth-grader.

“That is a good idea,” said Mr. Berger. “There is a lot of talent in our school. We can have music and dance performances.”

“And we could have a stand-up comedian,” said the third-grader.

“Robert, you had your hand raised. What was your idea?” asked Ms. Williams. (Robert was the sixth-grader.)

“I was going to suggest that we get a professional performer,” said Robert. “People will pay more to see a professional act. And we are trying to raise as much money as we can for the school.”

“That is good thinking,” said Ms. Williams. “All we have to do is decide what kind of performer to hire.”

I knew a performer. A very good professional performer. That was the idea I had wanted to share before.

I was a little scared to raise my hand. But I had to. I just had to. I could not let the second grade down. I was there to represent them.

I raised my hand high enough to scratch my chin. I raised my hand a little more and tugged on my red ribbon. Finally I put my hand straight up in the air.
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“Yes, Karen?” said Mr. Berger.

“Maybe we could get Mr. Wizard. He is a really good magician. He could be our star attraction,” I said.

“I saw Mr. Wizard’s show. I went on my birthday,” said Peggy, the first-grader. “It was fun.”

“If the show was fun, then it will be perfect for our Fun Night,” said Mr. Berger. “A show like that is good for all ages.”

Everyone was excited about my idea. I got excited, too. I was not scared to speak up anymore.

“It may not be so easy to reach him,” I explained. “I happen to know Mr. Wizard’s sister. She says he is on the road now.”

“You do not have to worry about that,” said Ms. Williams. “Mr. Berger and I will work on lining up Mr. Wizard for our show.”

“This was a very good meeting,” said Mr. Berger. “You all did an excellent job.”

I did it! I did an excellent job. And I had had fun.

Let’s see. What else could I run for? Maybe I could run for president of the United States. I wonder if that job would be fun, too.
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The Rehearsal

“Karen, it is time to get up,” said Mommy.

It was the first Monday in December. Andrew and I were back at the little house with Mommy and Seth.

The beginning of the month was always kind of confusing. That is because I missed the people I had just left. But I was also happy to be where I was.

“I will be right down,” I called.

Knock knock. Andrew poked his head in the door.

“Is he really coming?” asked Andrew. “Did he really promise?”

“Yes, he really promised to come,” I replied.

The teachers had reached Mr. Wizard. He had agreed to perform at Stoneybrook Academy. Andrew was excited. He asked me about it every single day.

I looked at my calendar. Fun Night was only four days away. The Fun Night Committee had already held auditions. We had picked the best performers from our school. We were having a rehearsal at two o’clock.

During school that day, I had trouble paying attention. I was waiting for two o’clock. Waiting. Waiting. Finally two o’clock came.

“Karen, you may be excused for the Fun Night rehearsal,” said Ms. Colman.

Yippee!

“Pamela, Jannie, and Leslie, you are also excused,” said Ms. Colman.

Pamela, Jannie, and Leslie were going to perform in the show. (Pamela and Jannie had made up after the election.) They had a silly act that made everyone laugh.

I wished the Three Musketeers were going to be in the show together. But I was too busy being second-grade representative. Nancy had been absent the day of the auditions. And Hannie did not want to be in the show without us.

I walked to the auditorium with Pamela, Jannie, and Leslie. They went backstage to wait for their turn to perform. I sat down to watch the show with the other committee members.

The first act was a performance by the Double Daredevils. They were two kids from the sixth grade.

“Please sit back and relax,” said the Daredevils. “We will amaze you with our gymnastics skills.”

They flipped and tumbled across the stage. They were very, very good.

Next came a comedian named Hilarious Hilary. She was in the fifth grade. Hilary told lots of funny jokes. She told them in funny voices. Here is my favorite one: What does a bumblebee with hiccups flying backward say? He says, “Zzub-zzub-hic! Zzub-zzub-hic!”

Then it was time for the Tongue Twister Sisters to perform. Guess who the Tongue Twister Sisters were. They were Pamela, Jannie, and Leslie.

They recited three tongue twisters together really fast. Then they said, “Whoever knows the next twister, please join in.”

Here is the twister: How much wood would a woodchuck chuck if a woodchuck could chuck wood? A woodchuck would chuck as much wood as a woodchuck could chuck, if a woodchuck could chuck wood!

I knew that twister really well. I said it with them. I did not make one mistake.

Our rehearsal was over. It was great. Fun Night was going to be the best night of the year.
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The Plan

Hannie invited Nancy and me to her house after school.

We made raisin toast with cream cheese for our snack. While we were eating, I told Hannie and Nancy one of Hilarious Hilary’s jokes.

“Where do cows go on vacation?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” said Hannie. “Where?”

“Moo York,” I replied. I mooed like a cow.

When we finished eating we did our homework. Then Hannie said, “What should we do now?”

“Let’s put on a show,” said Nancy.

“We could put on a magic show,” I said. “I will go to Daddy’s and get Mr. Wizard’s magic set. I am sure Andrew will not mind if we borrow it. I will be right back.”

When I opened Hannie’s front door, I saw a strange sight. An old green car with yellow fenders was parked in Morbidda Destiny’s driveway. The license plate was 434MAGIC.

Guess who was walking up Morbidda Destiny’s front steps. Mr. Wizard!

I thought of running back to tell Hannie and Nancy. But then I thought of something better. I thought of a plan. It was a plan to help Andrew.

I looked both ways. Then I crossed the street to the witch’s house. Mr. Wizard was just about to ring the bell.
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“Hi,” I said. “My name is Karen Brewer. I live next door. Well, actually I live next door every other month. That is because my parents are divorced. So one month I live with my mother. And one month I live with my father. But that is not what I wanted to say.”

I was a little bit nervous. That is why I was talking so much.

“I am pleased to meet you,” said Mr. Wizard. “Is there something special you want to tell me?”

“As a matter of fact there is,” I said. I told Mr. Wizard that Andrew and I had been at his show.

“I hope you enjoyed it,” said Mr. Wizard.

“Oh, yes,” I said. “We enjoyed it very much.”

Then I told him how worried Andrew was about his penny.

“I am sorry to hear that,” said Mr. Wizard.

Finally I told him my plan.

“Well,” said Mr. Wizard. “I will see what I can do to help.”

“Thank you, Mr. Wizard,” I said.

Mr. Wizard shook my hand. Then I waved good-bye and went next door to get the magic set. I hurried back to Hannie’s house with it.

“What took you so long?” asked Nancy.

“Oh, nothing,” I replied. I opened the box. “Who wants to wear the magician’s hat?” I asked, waving it in the air.

I did not say a word about seeing Mr. Wizard. I did not say a word about my plan.
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Fun Night

“Presto! Change-o! It is Fun Night,” I said to Goosie. I was standing in front of the mirror admiring my outfit.

“Come on, Karen. Let’s go,” said Andrew. Andrew had been ready for hours.

I hurried downstairs so we would not be late.

When we got to school, my big house family was already there. Everyone from both my families had tickets to the show. But our seats were not together. I ran to hug Daddy and everyone from the big house. Then I sat with Mommy, Seth, and Andrew.

The lights in the room dimmed. Robert, the sixth-grader from our committee, introduced the show.

“Welcome to Stoneybrook Academy’s Fun Night,” he said. “Here are our first performers, the Kindergarten Kids.”

The Kindergarten Kids sang and acted out Farmer in the Dell. At the end of the song the cheese ran away. The mouse ran after the cheese. The cat ran after the mouse. The dog ran after the cat. And that is how everyone got off the stage.

Hilarious Hilary, the Double Daredevils, and the Stoneybrook Rock ‘n’ Roll Band were the next acts. They were all great.

“Now please welcome the Tongue Twister Sisters,” said Robert.

Pamela, Jannie, and Leslie came out and took a bow. They did very well until they tried to say Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers. Their tongues got all twisted up.

“Peter Peeper piped a pippled pickle,” they said.

They started giggling. Then laughing. Soon they were laughing so hard, they had to be led off the stage. They were as funny as Hilarious Hilary.

The curtains closed. Ms. Williams came out front. She talked to the audience about raising money for the school.

When she finished, Robert said, “And now for our star attraction. Please welcome Mr. Wizard and his amazing magic show!”

Just like before, puffs of orange and yellow smoke swirled around the stage. Out of the smoke, Mr. Wizard appeared.

“Welcome, girls and boys, ladies and gentlemen. I am Mr. Wizard,” he said.

Mr. Wizard tipped his hat. Out jumped a rabbit.

Mr. Wizard showed us that the hat was empty. Then he put it over the rabbit. When he picked up the hat again, the rabbit was gone. Instead of the rabbit, there was a big bunch of carrots.

Mr. Wizard did lots of amazing tricks. Then he said, “I need two volunteers for the most amazing trick of all. One volunteer will be sawed in half. The other volunteer will be my special assistant.”

Mr. Wizard picked a fifth-grade boy to be his first volunteer. Then he started looking for his second volunteer.

I tapped Andrew on the shoulder.

“Raise your hand,” I whispered. “Maybe Mr. Wizard will pick you. You can be his special assistant.”

“I don’t know if I want to,” said Andrew.

“Go on,” I said. “It will be fun.”

Andrew raised his hand. Mr. Wizard picked him. Everything was going according to my plan.
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Andrew got to hold the magic saw. He even got to say “Presto! Change-o!” Right before our very eyes, we watched the fifth-grade boy get sawed in half.

The audience clapped and cheered.

“That was pretty neat magic,” I said when Andrew came back to his seat.

Andrew did not say a word. He just looked at me and grinned.
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Andrew’s Secret

After the show, I went backstage with Mommy, Seth, and Andrew.

Mr. Wizard’s door was open. But I knocked anyway before I walked in.

“Welcome, Karen. Welcome,” said Mr. Wizard. “I see you brought your family with you. Your little-house family, that is.”

I was very proud to have an important friend like Mr. Wizard. I introduced him to Mommy and Seth.

“And I guess you know Andrew already,” I said.

“Of course,” said Mr. Wizard. “Andrew was my best assistant ever.”

I could see that Andrew felt proud, too.

“I know how Mr. Wizard saws people in half,” Andrew said. “It is a trick. It is not real magic.”

“It is an amazing trick,” said Seth. “Do you really know how it is done, Andrew?”

“I know exactly how,” Andrew replied. “Mr. Wizard showed me everything while I was helping him.”

“That is very exciting,” said Mommy.

“How is the trick done?” I asked.

Andrew squeezed his lips together. He made believe he was zipping them up. Andrew was not talking.

“I guess the trick is going to be Andrew’s secret,” said Mr. Wizard.

Hmm. This was not part of my plan. I wished Andrew would tell me the trick. Maybe he would tell me later. But on second thought, maybe I did not really want to know. I liked to be amazed by Mr. Wizard’s show. If I knew the tricks, the show might not be so amazing.

There was just one more part of my plan left.

“Excuse me, Mr. Wizard,” I said. “Didn’t you say you wanted to pay Andrew for helping you out?”

Mr. Wizard was not really going to pay Andrew. But I thought it would be a good way of reminding him about our plan.

At first Mr. Wizard looked puzzled. Then he said, “Oh, yes, yes. You are right, Karen.”

He reached into his pocket. He pulled out Andrew’s souvenir penny.

“I am so sorry I forgot to return this to you, Andrew,” said Mr. Wizard. “I can be very forgetful sometimes.”
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Andrew was happy to have his penny back. And I was happy that Andrew did not have to worry anymore. He finally knew that Mr. Wizard was not real magic. He was just very good at tricks.

“Good night, Mr. Wizard. And thank you,” I said.

“You are very welcome, Karen. Good night, everyone,” said Mr. Wizard.

Suddenly there were great big puffs of orange and yellow smoke. Presto! Change-o! Mr. Wizard was gone.
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