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Chapter One 



Alex Russo slowly pulled a brush through her long, wavy brown hair. She gazed at her reflection in the bathroom mirror and then glanced at the clock. Yikes! Late as usual.

She grabbed a sparkly clip and snapped it in her hair. She raced out of the apartment and down the spiral staircase that led to her family’s restaurant in New York’s Greenwich Village, the Waverly Sub Station. As she rushed down the stairs she almost crashed into her two brothers, Justin and Max, who were right in front of her. They were running late, too.

When the three Russo kids rushed into the kitchen, their mother was there waiting for them. She had packed up their lunches— courtesy of their sandwich shop—in brown paper bags.

“Oh,” Mrs. Russo said, noticing Alex’s short-sleeved shirt. “You might want to put on a jacket because it’s very chilly outside.”

Alex rolled her eyes. Her mother could be a little too protective sometimes! The weather wasn’t that cold. But she knew her mom would not let up. “Fine. Stop all the racket, I’ll wear a jacket.” She smiled at her rhyme. Then she snapped her fingers, and a cute white jean jacket magically appeared over her shoulders.

“Hey!” Mr. Russo exclaimed, hurrying out from behind the sandwich-shop counter.

“Hey!” Alex greeted her dad.

 “No, not ‘hey.’ I meant, ‘Hey!’” He sounded frustrated. “When your mom said to put on a jacket, she meant go get one, not pop one on.”

“What’s the big deal? It’s just a jacket.” Alex didn’t know why her dad was so irritated. It wasn’t as if he didn’t know she was a wizard. Justin and Max were wizards, too. And Mr. Russo used to be one, but he gave up his powers when he married his wife, a nonwizard.

But only one of the Russo kids would actually be able to keep his or her magical powers once they turned eighteen. Until then they would try to learn as much magic as possible. Of course, no one was ever supposed to find out that they were wizards. The only person that knew was Alex’s best friend Harper Evans, and she was sworn to secrecy. But the restaurant was empty.

“The big deal is, today it’s just a jacket. But how long is it going to be before you’re popping a calculator into a math test?” her mom demanded.

“First it’s cheating on math, then it’s cheating on everything,” her dad said sternly. “Then this happens, then that happens . . . then you’re in jail,” he concluded, his face grim.

“This happens and that happens?” Alex asked incredulously. Her parents could be so dramatic! “I just didn’t want to walk upstairs.”

“Well, walk upstairs, take that jacket off, then come back down and put it back on,” her dad instructed.

Alex sighed. There would be no winning this one. “Anything to keep me out of jail,” she muttered and trudged back up the stairs.

“Hey, Max, what’s in the box?” Mrs. Russo asked her youngest son. She walked over to a table and inspected a plain shoe box that was sitting next to Max’s backpack.

“Oh, it’s my Mars diorama for school,” he said proudly.

Mrs. Russo reached into the box and scooped up a handful of sand. “Where’s the ‘Mars’ part?” she asked. She laughed as the sand fell through her fingers. “It’s just a bunch of beach sand.”

“Well, it’s a pretty”—Max pulled out the teacher’s instruction sheet and quickly read it over—“barren planet.”

“What does ‘barren’ mean?” Justin challenged. Justin loved words. In fact, he loved anything to do with school. Of course, it was easy to love school when you were one of the smartest kids in your class!

Max glanced at his project. “Sandy?” he said hopefully.

Mrs. Russo sighed. “We’ll discuss this later. You need to work harder, young man.”

“Come on.” Justin grabbed his brother’s diorama. “Let’s get your sandbox to school before a cat finds it.”

Max groaned as he followed Justin out the door. Last night, he’d thought he’d done a decent job. Now he realized his Mars shoe box looked more like a litter box. He sure hoped his teacher had a good imagination!

Alex bounded down the stairs for the second time that morning. “You see? Now I’m late.” She pointed to the clock. “Can you at least write me a note?” she asked her dad.

“Sure,” Mr. Russo said reluctantly. He pulled out his order pad and a pencil.

“Okay.” Alex thought for a second, then began to dictate. “Dear Principal, Alex is late because her dad is a meanie for not letting her use magic to zap a jacket on.” She looked up at her dad. He wasn’t smiling. Or writing. “Okay, I’ll run to school,” Alex decided. She grabbed her messenger bag and dashed out the door.

She was barely down the block when she spotted a classmate of hers across the street. He was struggling to carry a huge binder.

“Hey, there’s T. J.,” she said aloud to herself. T. J. Taylor was a student at Tribeca Prep, too.

As she was wondering whether to go up to him and say hello, he suddenly tripped on a crack in the sidewalk. He pitched forward, and the binder flew out of his arms. Alex started to cover her eyes so she wouldn’t have to watch, but then time seemed to stand still. T. J. hovered midfall, both he and his binder floating in the air. Alex gasped as the binder turned and flew back into T. J.’s arms and he magically stood up again. He glanced about nervously, then— poof!—disappeared.

“Hey. Are you a—you just—wha—” Alex was so shocked that she couldn’t form words. Did she really just see what she thought she’d seen? Definitely, she decided. “Look, wizard!” she managed to cry out.

She had just found another teenage wizard—and he went to her school!
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Chapter Two 



T. J. walked down the hall of Tribeca Prep. He hated high school. He was different from the other kids, and they never let him forget it. If they only knew I was a wizard, he thought, smiling to himself. Then I’d be the most popular guy around.

Suddenly, he bumped right into one of the huge players from the school’s football team. The guy stood with a bunch of his friends, who were also very large. Uh-oh, T. J. thought. He knew this meant trouble.

“Excuse you,” the guy sneered. “Hey, guys, that kid’s face reminded me. Want to get some pizza?”

The rest of the group snickered.

“I’ll show you a pizza,” T. J. retorted.

“What’d you say, kid?” the guy challenged, stepping closer.

T. J. gulped. “I said, ‘I’ll show you a pizza.’” Though it was T. J.’s only comeback, it never got old—or so he thought.

“You’re always doing that. That doesn’t even make sense.” The guy turned to his friends and laughed.

“I’ll show you what doesn’t make sense,” T. J. said. He hoped this guy wouldn’t pound him.

“Dude, get a new insult book.” The guy grinned at his comeback.

“I’ll show you a new—” T. J. didn’t get to finish his sentence. The guy grabbed the tube of yogurt that T. J. was holding and squirted it all over T. J.’s shirt.

The jock’s friends doubled over in laughter. T. J. felt his face turn red. The guys high-fived each other, then strutted toward their next class.

T. J. waited until the hallway was empty. He hurried over to his locker. He turned the dial and glanced around again. All clear.

Or so he thought. What he didn’t notice was Alex watching from around the corner.

He pointed his finger and a spark of white light flashed. Then a mini clothing rack emerged from his locker. The revolving rack turned, displaying a variety of miniaturized shirts and sweaters. T. J. regarded his choices. He pulled a brown sweater off the rack. With a snap of his fingers, the sweater became full-size and magically replaced the shirt he was wearing!

T. J. looked down at the sweater he now wore and, satisfied, again pointed his finger toward his locker. The clothing rack retreated inside and T. J.’s binder flew into his arms.

“Hey. Nice shirt,” Alex said brightly, coming up behind him.

T. J. was shocked to see her standing there. “I’ll show you a—” he began.

“Save it,” Alex told him. She was on a mission. “So, um, your shirt appeared on your body as if by magic,” she said, seeing if he would take the bait.

T. J. bit his lip. “Yeah, I change fast,” he said nervously. “You know, I’m a quick-change artist. I was, uh, thinking of doing it for the talent show.” He hoped she was buying his story.

Alex crossed her arms. “You’re a wizard,” she said simply.

“You mean with tools? Like the ones I used to build the clothes rack?” T. J.’s brain was spinning. He tried to think fast. “Yeah, I’m, uh, kind of a wizard.”

 Oh, please! Alex thought. “No, a wizard as in potions and brooms and spells,” she said pointedly.

“Come on. A wizard?” T. J. forced out a chuckle, trying to play innocent.

“Hmm.” Alex could see T. J. was not going to confess to being a wizard so easily. She shrugged casually. “Okay, I guess I was wrong. See you around.” She started to walk away from him. But as she did, she intentionally shoved him with her shoulder, and his binder clattered to the floor.

Alex pretended to be surprised. “Sorry, I’m a klutz,” she said and continued walking past him.

T. J. watched her go. Once she was out of sight, he snapped his fingers. His binder zoomed through the air and back over to him.

“Ha! I saw that!” Alex cried, jumping out from around the corner.

“Okay.” T. J. tried to think of something to say. But there really wasn’t anything he could do now. “I’m a wizard,” he confessed. “Don’t tell anybody.”

Alex smiled smugly. “It’s okay. Because guess what? I’m a wizard, too.”

T. J. raised his eyebrows. “You are? Prove it.”

“Okay.” She put her right hand behind her. “How many fingers am I holding behind my back?”

“How is this going to prove anything?” T. J. asked.

“Just guess,” Alex said.

T. J. shrugged. “Four.”

Alex grinned. “None. It’s my foot.” She pulled her arm in front of her—and instead of her hand, a foot was attached to the end!

T. J. nodded. “Oh, nice. The ‘Feet for Hands’ spell. I totally forgot about that one! Show me how it works.”

“I can’t. My parents are really strict about magic. I could get into so much trouble for doing that,” Alex explained.

“Oh, that’s lame,” T. J. said as they started to walk down the hall together. “As long as nobody knows I’m a wizard, my parents let me use magic whenever I want.”

“You’re so lucky. I can’t even magically switch jackets without my dad threatening to send me to jail,” Alex complained.

“I don’t know how you survive in this world,” T. J. said, shaking his head.

“It’s so hard being me,” Alex agreed. She scratched her head with the foot that was still attached to her hand, then headed to her English class.

After school, T. J. was waiting for her by the main doors.

“Are you hungry?” he asked as they walked home together.

“Starving,” Alex said.

T. J. stopped walking and snapped his fingers. All the people and cars around them froze. Then he pointed to a hot-dog cart across the street. Using the index fingers on both his right and left hands to direct his magic, he lifted two hot dogs from the pot of steaming water on the cart. The hot dogs floated into waiting buns. He started to raise the hot dogs, then paused. “Mustard or ketchup?” he asked Alex.

“The works,” she told him. She couldn’t believe they were using magic in plain view!

Alex watched as T. J. magically guided the ketchup and mustard bottles. They squirted the hot dogs. Then he guided the hot dogs through the air and into their hands.

Alex wrinkled her nose. “Aren’t you going to pay for those?”

“Oh, right.” T. J. snapped his fingers and a five dollar bill magically dropped onto the cart.

“Wow. Your life is so much easier than mine,” Alex said, taking a bite. Magic all the time is definitely the way to go, she thought.

A few minutes later, Alex entered the bustling Waverly Sub Station. Her family’s restaurant was always busy in the afternoons. She spotted Justin and Max doing their homework at one of the front tables. She made her way over to them and nudged Justin.

“Hey,” Justin said, and then he turned back to his study guide.

Alex gave her older brother another nudge.

“I said ‘hey,’” Justin repeated.

Alex rolled her eyes. She had to talk to Justin—this was important! She pulled him up by his shirt. “Will you get in here?” she said, heading toward the restaurant’s kitchen.

Still confused, Justin followed his sister.

“Okay,” Alex began when Justin was finally standing in front of her, “so I met an interesting guy at school today.”

Justin groaned. “For the last time, I will make my own friends, thank you!” Justin was sick of his sister’s charity work—he thought his friends were just fine!

“Look,” Alex said, exasperated, “you are making it so hard to be excited about something.” She had big news to tell him! “This guy is a wizard, like us.”

“Really? A kid from our school?” Justin’s eyes lit up. “Oh, that is so cool! What’s his name? Does he seem nice? We should totally have him over.” He was practically jumping up and down with excitement.

“See, this is how you’re going to ruin it.” Alex reached out to steady him. “Just listen. It’s T. J. Taylor.”

Justin gasped. “T. J. Taylor’s a wizard? Then that magic act he did at the school talent show was fake. I mean real. Which is what made it fake.” Then Justin’s eyes narrowed. “Oh, he needs to return that first-place ribbon. I’m making a call,” he said, heading for the kitchen.

Alex grabbed him by the shirt again. “Justin, forget about the ribbon!” It was so like her brother to completely miss the big picture. “So you know that his parents let him use magic whenever he wants? Just think about how our lives would be.”

Justin paused, thinking. “I could read books in the dark,” he said dreamily.

Alex shook her head in disbelief. Could Justin be any more of a geek? She doubted it. “Magic is a waste with you. Besides using magic for what electricity can do, we need to get Dad to let us use magic whenever we want.”

“Don’t you already do that?” Justin pointed out.

“Yes,” Alex said. “But I’m tired of getting in trouble for it. So, I’m going to tell Dad about T. J., and maybe that will get him to loosen up on the rules.”

“But I love the rules!” Justin protested. “Remember that summer when Dad said I could go to bed whenever I wanted?” He shuddered at the memory. “Oh, I was a mess.”

“Well, rules bore me,” Alex said. Already a plan was forming in her mind. “I’m going to talk to Dad when he’s his happiest—after dinner and before pro wrestling.”

It was simple! She would use logic to persuade her dad to let her do magic.

She was already imagining the endless possibilities of the magic-filled life ahead of her; that is, if she could convince her dad! She smiled to herself as she walked out of the kitchen. What could possibly go wrong?
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