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“Screamingly funny.”

—Kirkus Reviews




“A very fun book.”

—yabookscentral.com




“Fast-paced, entertaining.”

—Jewish Book World




“Fast, funny, and original.… Extremely hard to put down.”

—teenreads.com




“This is one magical romp you won’t want to miss.”

—Discovery Girls magazine




“The first in a series, the novel is a bewitching lure for fans of chick lit looking for supernatural twists on the theme of girl-meets-world.”

—The Bulletin




“Plenty of laughs and some deliciously complicated predicaments.”

—Publishers Weekly




“This isn’t just another breezy teen read. Mlynowski has a real ear for dialogue, and she displays a keen understanding of teen mores as she pokes fun at high-school cliques.”

—Booklist




“An extremely funny and pleasurable read.”

—Lake magazine




“This book is so funny, I read it twice.”

—girlposse.com
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“A creative, frolicsome tale of high-school life, with a bewitching twist.”

—New York Post




“This frothy sequel to Bras & Broomsticks is just as sweet and funny as its predecessor.… Mlynowski’s sassy text surpasses a chick-lit label by being wonderfully fast-paced and clever. A surprise ending will have fans eagerly looking forward to Rachel’s next adventure.”

—Booklist




“Humorous and lively.”

—The GazetteM (Montreal)




“Rachel and her bewitching family return, and this time there’s romance in the air. But adding a little magic to the mix has hilarious results. [This] sparkling sequel to Bras & Broomsticks proves Mlynowski [is] a serious contender for the Cabot crown.”

—Publishing News





[image: ]




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Bras & Broomsticks copyright © 2005 by Sarah Mlynowski
Frogs & French Kisses copyright © 2006 by Sarah Mlynowski
Cover art copyright © 2012 by Shutterstock
Cover imaging by Ericka O’Rourke

All rights reserved. Published in the United States by Ember, an imprint of Random House Children’s Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York.

This edition is comprised of Bras & Broomsticks and
Frogs & French Kisses, originally published separately in hardcover
in the United States by Delacorte Press, an imprint of
Random House Children’s Books, New York, in 2005 and 2006.

Ember and the E colophon are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.

Visit us on the Web! randomhouse.com/teens

Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us at
randomhouse.com/teachers

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data for Bras & Broomsticks
and Frogs & French Kisses is available upon request.

eISBN: 978-0-307-97463-1

RL: 4.7

Random House Children’s Books supports the
First Amendment and celebrates the right to read.

v3.1




Contents


Cover

Title Page

Copyright



Bras & Broomsticks

Frogs & French Kisses


 

bras & broomsticks



For Aviva, my baby sister. And yes, she’ll always be my baby sister, even when she’s seventy-two and I’m seventy-nine.

(Fine, Aviva, seventy-eight and a half).




acknowledgments

Thanks to the power of a billion to:

Laura Dail, my extraordinary agent, who loves Rachel and Miri as much as I do; Wendy Loggia, for her superb guidance and never-ending enthusiasm; Beverly Horowitz, Isabel Warren-Lynch, Tamar Schwartz, Gayley Carillo, Emily Jacobs, Jennifer Black, and everyone else at Delacorte Press who worked their butts off for my book; my mom, Elissa Ambrose, for adding many of the jokes and most of the punctuation; Lynda Curnyn, for always answering my emails Re: IS THIS LINE FUNNY?/Re: DOES THIS MAKE ANY SENSE? within half a second; Jess Braun, for reading everything I’ve ever written since we were nine, and because she would never in a million years try out for the fashion show; Robin Glube, for all her help; for their love and support, Bonnie, Ronit, Jessica D., Vickie, John, Dad, and Louisa (my SM—in this case stepmom, not step-monster); and Todd, my STBH (Soon To Be Husband), for making every day magical.


Contents


Master - Table of Contents



Bras & Broomsticks

Dedication

Acknowledgments



1: Better Than Ruby Slippers

2: My Sister Takes Animal Rights a Tiny Bit Too Far

3: Anything My Heart Desires

4: Fly, Miri, Fly!

5: Glinda, the Good Witch of Long Island

6: Project Popularity + Greedy Sister = More Chores

7: Two Boys Are Better Than One

8: Detained

9: Rub- a- Dub-Dub, Green Slime In My Tub

10: Rochelle/Rackelle/Ruth

11: Pass the Benzoyl Peroxide

12: Crazy, Cool, or Just Plain Good

13: Always Lock the Door

14: My First Ever Quasi Date

15: Getting ’Tude From Tammy

16: STB Unwittingly Swears to Tell the Truth, the Whole Truth, and Nothing But the Truth

17: Plan C

18: Why Gambling Does Not Pay

19: The Enchanted Parent Trap

20: This Is No April Fools’ Joke

21: I’m So Going to Need to Be Home-Schooled

22: Shake That Booty

23: Not a Glass Slipper But Close Enough


[image: ]

I’ve wished for lots of things in my fourteen years … a boyfriend, world peace, cleavage. But none of my wishes have come true.

Until now.

I’m standing by my locker, zipping up my black puffy coat, when I notice the sneakers.

They’re the green suede designer ones I admired at Bloomie’s last week. My mom said I couldn’t have them because they cost more than our TV.

And they’re on my feet.

“But how—” I mumble, blinking in confusion. Where are the beaten-up black boots I always have on? “I mean, when …?”

Did I accidentally swap shoes with someone after gym? Am I a thief?

Impossible. The only time I ever took anything that wasn’t mine was when I inadvertently wore Jewel’s retainer. Gross, yes. But criminal? No.

My heart starts beating erratically. This is so weird. How did these shoes get on my feet?

Wait a millisecond. Maybe my mom bought them to surprise me? Not that she normally does stuff like that, but I have been on my best behavior lately (after being grounded for something completely ridiculous, don’t even ask) and she’s big on rewarding good deeds.

I guess I must have laced them up this morning without even noticing. Lame. But I went to bed really late last night, and I’m always zoned out when I’m tired.

That still doesn’t explain why I didn’t notice I was wearing them until now though. I glance back down. The shoes are a luminous green. Sparkling, even. They’re practically screaming at me to notice them.

Whatever. New shoes! The ideal accessory for my awesome after-school plans. I smile like someone who just got her braces off.

“Can I borrow your phone?” I ask Tammy. She’s busy rummaging through her satchel. The least I can do is thank my mom—maybe she’ll cave on a cell phone for me next.

“Cool shoes,” Tammy says, glancing down. “When did you change?”

“I … didn’t. I’ve, uh, been wearing them all day.” Haven’t I? Now I’m totally unsure again.

Tammy gives me a thumbs-up sign with her right hand and passes the phone with her left. She uses finger signals to indicate her thoughts. She learned to scuba dive with her family last year in Aruba and now frequently communicates by underwater mime. Thumbs-up means “Let’s get out of the water,” which means she wants to hightail it out of here.

My mother answers on the first ring.

“Mom, thanks for the sneakers. They’re perfect! Sorry I didn’t notice them this morning.”

Pause. Then muffled static.

“You still there?” I ask, tapping my heels together. Who knew green suede could look so glam? “I can’t hear you.”

There’s furious whispering in the background, and then a loud “Shhh!”

“You need to come home,” my mom tells me.

“What? Why?” I ask. My stomach free-falls.

Another pause. More furious whispering. “I have something to talk to you about,” my mom says. Her voice sounds uneven. “Something extremely important.”

“But I have extremely important after-school plans!” My destiny is waiting for me at Stromboli Pizzeria! This is a complete and utter disaster. “And when I called you an hour ago you said I could go!”

“Things have changed,” my mother says, her clipped words ruining my life. “I want you back at the apartment.”

My down-filled coat starts to feel like a furnace. “Can’t we talk about whatever is so earth-shattering later?”

My mother heaves one of her why-must-I-carry-the-weight-of-the-world-on-my-thin-shoulders sighs. “Rachel, enough.”

“Fine.” I sigh right back. I have a sigh of my own, and it’s just as martyrish. In a small triumph, I press the pink End button before she can say good-bye.

“I can’t come,” I tell Tammy, handing her the phone. My cheeks feel all blotchy. Why couldn’t I have just thanked my mom when I got home?

Tammy adjusts her light brown ponytail and makes a fist in front of her chest, her “low on air” sign, meaning she feels bad for me. Tammy is an excellent sympathizer, as well as smart and reliable. She’s always there when I need someone to talk to, and more important, when I unintentionally sport poppy bagel seeds between my teeth, she immediately and covertly lets me know by tapping her lips. She’s a great friend. It’s just that—okay, I hate to play favorites—I like Jewel more. But the way Jewel has been treating me, I might as well be walking around with an I-just-got-dumped sash across my nonexistent chest.

Sigh.

Over the past four months, since she strutted her stuff for the JFK fashion show tryouts and got in, Juliana Sanchez (Jewel for short, Bee-Bee for shorter/longer) has morphed from my sidekick and best friend into a card-carrying member of the inner circle. Yes, she made the A-list. Except for a few minutes in math class, I hardly ever get to talk to her anymore. I miss her.

Going to Stromboli’s would have been a step toward reclaiming our Bee-Bee status. (Sorry for the cheddary Best Buds acronym, but Jewel and I have been using it forever.) The entire cool crowd will be there. I was lucky even to have been asked. Mick Lloyd invited Jeffrey Stars, who invited Aaron Jacobs, who invited Tammy, who invited me. And you don’t go if you don’t get an invite. You can’t. You wouldn’t know what pizza place/coffee shop/parentless apartment the A-list selected, so you wouldn’t know where to show up. If only they would just choose the same place every time, like they did on Friends. Monica never showed up at a new coffee spot, The Not-So-Central Perk, wondering where everyone was.

Down the hall I see Raf Kosravi at his locker, pulling out his coat. A strand of his midnight black hair falls into his matching dark eyes, and he brushes it away with the back of his hand.

Heart. Beating. Erratically. Not. Because. Of. Shoes.

Sigh. Because of my mother, I will potentially be missing out on precious flirting time with Raf, the boy I’m in love with.

I am also in love with Mick Lloyd. Yes, I know it seems strange to love two boys at the same time, but since I’ve never spoken more than two words to either of them (“Happy Holidays!” to Raf and “Excuse me” to Mick), I’m not concerned about my divided heart. Mick Lloyd is the cute, blond, all-American type that’s cast on every dating show. Big smile, dimple in each cheek, great hair. Raf is more mysterious-slash-sexy. He’s not too tall, only around five foot six (which is still much, much taller than me at five foot one—I’d better still be growing), and has a lean, fit body like a champion tennis player or an Olympic swimmer (not that I’ve ever watched professional tennis or swimming). Raf is also in the fashion show with Jewel.

Ah, the fashion show. It’s really a dance show with a catwalk and designer outfits. Or so I hear. Since I’m only a freshman, and the show is in April, I’ve never seen it. And since a former JFK student who’s now an It Guy Hollywood director launched the idea ten years ago to raise money for the prom, it’s always been a cool thing for guys to do. Like football or baseball. There is an overlap of boys who play football with those who are in the show. Unfortunately for the school trophy case, the quarterback is a better dancer than he is an athlete.

Mick isn’t in the show, but he does play on the JV baseball team, the only sports team at our school that doesn’t always lose. And—impressive residence alert!—he lives in a massive brownstone. Since his mom and dad are frequently out of town, he throws a lot of wild parties (not that I’ve ever been). Raf and Mick are both very, very A-list. But that isn’t the reason I like them.

Raf buttons up his coat and slaps one of his friends on the back.

Sigh.

I am such a liar. Of course that’s why I like them. I don’t even know them, so why else would I like them? They’re hot and cool—as in sexy and popular—and if either of them were interested in me, I would actually have a real kiss to brag about. (I claim my first was with a Texan named Stu who I met on a cruise. This is a total lie. Although there was a boy named Stu from Texas, he was seven.) Plus, I would instantly be promoted from the B-list (B+ on an excellent hair day) to the A-list.

I really want to be A-list. Yes, I know I’m being colossally pathetic, and I’ve seen enough movies to know that popular people always get their comeuppance. And being A-list in high school doesn’t guarantee you’ll be cool in college. But … like blondes, the A-list always seems to have more fun.

I ask you: Is it so wrong to want to be happy? Is it so wrong to want to be liked? Is it wrong to want my life to be like a soda ad, with lots of laughing, jumping, and high-fiving?

Aaron, otherwise known as Tammy’s connection to the A-list, waves to her from across the hallway.

Tammy doesn’t believe it, but Aaron has a thing for her. Aaron isn’t quite A-list, but he went to junior high with Mick and is friends with Mick’s best friend, Jeffrey, so sometimes he gets invited through a few degrees of separation. Tammy says that if Aaron liked her, he would have asked her out by now. Instead they’ve become “friends.” They IM every night. Tammy claims she doesn’t like Aaron, but I don’t buy it. She giggles around him and her hand signals go into overdrive.

“Ready?” he asks, bundling his scarf like a helmet around his neck and over his ears. He looks like one of the evil sandmen in Star Wars who try to kill Luke.

Yikes. Only a freak would allude to Star Wars. How am I ever going to achieve cool status when I’m such a loser?

I need to start laughing and jumping. Maybe if I raise my hand, Tammy will give me a high five?

Not.

Instead, Tammy gives Aaron the scuba OK, which conveniently happens to be the universal okay sign, an O with the thumb and index finger. This has always mystified me. Where’s the K? What if you just want to say Oh, as in Oh, Raf, why don’t you notice me? Or, Oh, at least I have cool new shoes.

“See you tomorrow,” she tells me.

Oh why oh why do I have to go home?
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I turn the corner onto Tenth Street and run the last bit to my apartment building—I hate to do this to my virgin new shoe soles, but I have no choice. My earlobes have frozen into blocks of ice, and now the doctor will probably have to amputate. Seriously. That’s what they do with frostbite. Just call me Van Gogh.

I press the Up button to call the elevator. To pass the time—what’s taking it so long?—I make a mental list.


Possible Extremely Important Topics Mom Insists on Discussing Today of All Days




1. Maybe her travel agency, HoneySun (they specialize in honeymoons, wink, wink), has folded. Maybe she’s going to tell us that we have to start saving money. Tighten our belts. Cook more, eat out less. Cancel call-waiting. Return the new shoes.

2. Maybe Miri, my twelve-year-old sister, saw a mob hit man butcher someone and the DA wants her to testify and we’re joining the witness protection program and moving to Los Angeles. California would be awesome. Except that everyone in L.A. has implants. Who wants something foreign in her body? Braces were bad enough—they made me look like a robot. (Although, I have always wanted a robot. Particularly one programmed to fold the clothes that are currently carpeting my bedroom floor.)

3. Maybe my mom’s gay. Tammy’s mother came out four years ago. Since both Tammy’s biological parents remarried, now Tammy has three mothers—one biological and two steps. As if one mother isn’t annoying enough. Nah. My mother isn’t gay. I’ve seen her bat her long eyelashes and twirl her hair whenever she runs into Dave, the twenty-seven-year-old hunkalicious fireman who lives on the second floor.

4. Maybe, bite my tongue, my mother or sister has a terminal disease. But Miri is always hungry. Are you hungry when you’re terminally ill? I think no. Not that I’ve ever hung out with someone who was that sick. I’ve never had the occasion. But in a TV movie I saw a few weeks ago, two boys made fun of this poor kid with leukemia because he was losing his hair, and it fully pissed me off. If I ever knew someone who was dying, I would be extra nice to her. My mother is looking pretty pasty, so maybe—omigod—she has cancer. Although her pale skin tone could be because of her ridiculously unhealthy eating habits.

Honestly, she eats marshmallows for breakfast. And not the good kind in Lucky Charms—she eats the white ones out of a bag. And she packs herself one lousy bagel for lunch. And then we have tofu-crap for dinner. She refuses to cook meat. Even my sister is a vegetarian now, so it’s two against one. Obviously, I don’t think anyone is really sick, or I’d be hysterical. And if someone were sick, I would have detected it. I notice stuff. Like my mother’s birth control pills. Fine, I found them in the secret side compartment of her makeup case—yet another reason I know she’s not gay. I don’t know why she takes them; she hasn’t had a date in two years. I tried to sign her up on an Internet dating site, but she freaked out when she caught me Photoshopping her eye wrinkles from her picture and made me delete her entire profile.



This is turning out to be a really chaotic list. No wonder I never make lists. I’m so bad at them. They’re too restrictive, like tights. Miri loves them. (I’m talking about lists, not tights—we both hate the latter, especially itchy wool ones.) I’m the disorganized, last-week’s-socks-still-under-my-bed kind of girl, but Miri types and pins her Things to Do Today! Packing List for Dad’s! Reasons Why I’m Anal! (just kidding on that last one) memos to the massive bulletin board above her desk. The rest of her room is covered in Tae Kwon Do certificates. She’s a brown belt, which is two levels away from black. How nuts is that? She’s only four and a half feet tall and she can beat up my dad. Okay, fine, she probably can’t beat up my dad. Definitely me, though. I went to a class once, but all the kicking, bowing, and focusing required was exhausting. Never mind the impossible no-talking rule—

I notice the sign on the building elevator: OUT OF ORDER.

Groan. I guess the stairs will be my exercise for the day. For the week, actually. All right, the month. I fly up the first flight. I stride up the second. By the fourth I almost black out.

Maybe I should have stayed in Tae Kwon Do. Then I wouldn’t be so out of shape. I’m not one of those girls who obsess about the size of their thighs, but it’s kind of sad that I’m so young and out of breath.

Maybe there’s a sports team I could join.

Nah. Puff, puff. Exercise. Puff, puff. Is. Puff, puff. Too. Puff, puff. Hard.

By the time I insert the key in the lock of the front door, I’m gasping.

I hang up my coat in the front closet. “Hello?”

“We’re in here,” my mother calls from her room.

I wipe the bottoms of my funky new sneakers, turn on the kitchen lights, and pour myself a glass of water. Then I pass my room, my sister’s room, and the bathroom and then enter the warden’s. She and Miri are sitting side by side on the bed, their legs hidden under a faded purple comforter, their backs against the headboard. Both are in their usual sleepwear: oversized concert T-shirts.

“Why does it reek of smoke in here?” An ashtray overflowing with cigarette butts is stationed between the humps I assume are my mother’s feet. What’s going on? She hasn’t smoked in more than a year.

“Minor relapse,” my mom says with a hangdog expression. “Won’t happen again. Sit down. We have to talk to you.”

Uh-oh. I try to forget about the revolting butts and focus on the issue at hand. This must be really bad. If we’d won the lottery, she’d have greeted me with a smile and champagne. Fine, probably not champagne, since that stuff’s pretty pricey. But maybe chardonnay. Occasionally she lets me have a small glass of wine with dinner. Says she’d rather I try it with her than at an unsupervised party.

Not that I’ve ever been to an unsupervised party. (But if anyone does invite me, I’m game. You can call me on my home [not cell] phone or e-mail me at—)

“Oh, Rachel,” my mom says. “Where to begin?”

Miri’s eating from a bag of sunflower seeds. Watching her is disgusting. She sucks one seed at a time, licks her fingers, then sticks her grubby, nail-bitten hand (a habit she picked up from my mother) back into the bag. One wet seed is clinging to a frizzy strand of her shoulder-length brown hair. Very appealing.

“Want some?” she offers.

Ew!

“Are you wearing shoes in the apartment?” my mother asks, peering over the edge of her bed.

“No.” I’m about to thank her for them again, but curiosity about what they need to tell me takes precedence over manners. So I untie them and place them neatly on the floor. Then I slide, baseball-style (see how made for each other we are, sweet Mick?), stomach first onto her bed. “This had better be important.”

Instead of responding, my mother lights up.

“Hello? Enough with the smoking,” I say, but she has the nerve to ignore me, so I turn to Miri. “Why are you still in your pajamas? Didn’t you go to school? Don’t you have Tae Kwon Do?” She gets to skip class when she’s not even dying?

“I stayed home all day,” she says, exposing mashed-up seeds. “Mom and I had stuff to discuss.”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” I say. Being the big sister, I try to give Miri constructive criticism. Often.

She closes her lips, swallows, then says, “Don’t give me orders when I’m eating.”

My mother rubs her fingers against her temples, almost setting fire to her bottle blond hair with the tip of her cigarette. “Girls, please. I can’t handle fighting now.”

I get nervous again. “Is everything okay? What’s going on?”

A smile spreads across Miri’s face. “Everything’s fantastic.” She peeks over the edge of the bed, eyes my new shoes, and giggles. “Amazing!”

My mom shoots Miri a warning look. “Looks can be deceiving, Miri. I meant what I said before.”

My family is more confusing to interpret than Tammy’s underwater mime techniques. “What are you talking about? And if things are so great, why am I here?”

“Rachel.” My mother takes a deep breath. “Your sister is a witch.”
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“Excuse me?” I ask, shocked.

My mother repeats herself. “Your sister is a witch.”

“She’s not that bad, Mom,” I say, in a hushed voice, coming to Miri’s defense.

“No, you don’t understand. A witch-witch.”

Miri nods. “Think Sabrina. Hermione.” She squinches her forehead, thinking. “Or like that sixties TV show, Bewitched?”

My mom frowns. “That really isn’t the best example.”

Tell me, what is a teenage girl supposed to do after her mother says something so crazy? “I think you should consider returning to therapy” is what slips out of my mouth. I mean, come on.

My mother bites her chapped lip. “Remember what happened yesterday? With the dead lobster?”

Okay, let me backtrack for a moment.

Last night my father forced Miri and me to have dinner at the home of his future in-laws, the Abramsons of Ridgefield, Connecticut. Yes, in-laws. On April 3, he’s marrying STBSM (Soon To Be Step-Monster), referred to as STB for short.

We call her Jennifer in person.

There is also an STBSMM (Soon To Be Step-Mini-Monster). In other words, STB has a five-year-old daughter, Priscilla, which is a ridiculous name. Miri and I call her Prissy for short.

Abramson family dinners go on forever. The adults don’t care; they don’t have biology homework. Plus, they go through a minimum of three bottles of wine, so they’re all smashed, and unlike my mom, they don’t let us have any. And since Prissy is seated next to Miri and me, we are forced to cut her food and listen to her nonsensical five-year-old questions and ramblings about anything that pops into her head. (“Today at school Ms. Kimmel gave us Popsicle sticks, did your teachers ever give you Popsicle sticks? Mine was broken and it was sunny …”)

Anyway, when Mr. and Mrs. Abramson’s housekeeper, Miss (yes, they call their forty-year-old married Filipina housekeeper Miss—don’t even get me started), put a full lobster on my sister’s plate, eyes and all, I thought Miri was going to hurl.

On the one hand, I was upset. Dad knows that Miri is a vegetarian. Why didn’t he tell the Abramsons? Actually, STB knows too, and they’re her parents, so she’s even more to blame. The whole situation exposed the total disrespect STB has for my mother and the way she raised Miri and me.

On the other hand, yes, lobster! I’d had lobster only once, and it had been the most delicious few moments of my life. Since I hardly ever get to have it, my mouth automatically salivated when I spotted the heated butter and shell crackers.

Miri turned an odd shade of lime green. Her gaze washed over the creature that had been prepared for her culinary pleasure. And that was when things got weird.

Her dead lobster moved. Yes. Moved. As in, it came back to life. Can you say Pet Sematary? The antennae started quivering, the eyes flickering, the claws snapping. Mr. One-Pound Special began migrating toward her water glass.

I was in the happy process of squirting my own lobster with lemon when I noticed the resurrection on the plate beside mine.

“Ahhhh!” I screamed, shivering.

“Ahhhh!” STB screamed.

“Oh my!” Mrs. Abramson (occasionally referred to as STBSG—Soon To Be Step-Grandmonster) screamed.

“It’s alive!” Prissy screamed.

We were in the audience of a horror movie.

The lobster knocked over Miri’s glass, flushing our side of the table with water. My father jumped out of his chair, grabbed the sea creature, ran to the front door, and threw it into the yard.

Some neighborhood Fido was going to get his nose clamped off.

Total chaos ensued. Miri started crying, Prissy started crying, I started crying, and Mr. Abramson spit what he was chewing into his napkin.

“Miss! Miss!” Mrs. Abramson yelled.

Miss, looking startled, poked her head into the dining room. “Yes, Mrs. Abramson?”

“Why weren’t the lobsters cooked properly?”

Miss fiddled with her apron in confusion. “They were, Mrs. Abramson.”

“No, they weren’t! One just walked off the table!”

Luckily all the lobsters except Miri’s remained dead, and after a few minutes everyone resumed their normal drunk/​boring/​rambling dispositions.

Except Miri. She spent the rest of the night staring wide-eyed at her empty plate. Miss hurriedly brought her a tomato salad, but she refused to eat.

Later at home, Miri pushed the bathroom door open while I was peeing. She still had that freaked-out look on her face.

“Do you mind?” I hate when she does that. Why does she have to follow me everywhere? “What’s wrong with you?” I asked, wrapping the toilet paper around my hand, bandage-style.

She leaned against the towel rack and nibbled the skin around her thumbnail. “I made the lobster come back to life.”

I laughed. “You’re funny.”

“I’m not kidding.” Her eyes filled with tears. Uh-oh. I felt my own eyes liquid up. I can’t help crying whenever someone else cries. Like how some people retch at the sight of puke. I’m like that with tears, especially my baby sister’s. Cute at three, highly embarrassing at fourteen. I blinked back the waterworks and tried to focus on how ridiculous she was acting.

“I felt so bad for him,” she whispered, “lying on my plate like that. I told him in my mind to come back to us. And he did.”

I laughed again. “You can’t will things to come back to life.”

“But I did. And it’s not the first time. What about Goldie?” Goldie lives in a small glass bowl on top of the refrigerator because that is the only spot in the apartment Tigger, our cat, can’t reach. “Do you know any other goldfish that has lived for ten years?”

“No, but we take good care of it,” I explained. Then came the tricky part: attempting to pull up my undies without Miri getting a peek at my downtown hair. I’m very self-conscious about my body in front of my sister. Mostly because hers is far more developed than mine. Case in point: even though she’s two years younger than me, she wears a B, one entire cup size larger than I do. When she rubbed her teary eyes, I made a grab for my panties. Success!

“No,” she insisted, still rubbing. “He keeps dying and I keep resurrecting him.”

“You’ve been studying too hard,” I said soothingly. Ever since Robyn, Miri’s best friend, moved to Vancouver, Miri hasn’t made much of an effort to find new friends. All she does is study, go to Tae Kwon Do, and hang out with my mom. Oh—and make lists.

I felt bad for her, but explaining to my sister that she wasn’t the Messiah was not my responsibility. “Mom!” I screamed through the bathroom door. “Can you please clarify the workings of the universe to Miri?”

I thought that would be the death of the resurrection rigmarole.

Obviously not.

My mother takes another deep breath, this time with the cigarette still between her lips. “I was hoping I’d never have to have this discussion with you.” She turns her head and exhales toward the window. “Witchcraft is hereditary, and it blooms during puberty.”

Obviously, my mother is crazy. I debate calling 911, but decide that my best bet is to humor her. “And who did she inherit this witch stuff from? Dad? Is he Harry Potter in disguise?” I say in my best patronizing voice.

She shakes her head, unamused. “From me. I’m a witch too.”

If I didn’t know better, I’d worry that she’s been smoking something besides tobacco. I pat her hair. “You should take a nap.”

“Rachel, I know this is difficult for you to understand. The powers Miri and I have are very special. They’ve been passed down through the bloodline, from mother to daughter.”

“Mom, you know you’re Jewish, right? I don’t think there’s such a thing as a Jewish witch.”

“Being Jewish has nothing to do with being a witch, Rachel.” She gives me yet another weight-of-the-world sigh. “I know this is going to be difficult for you, honey. That’s my fault for shielding you from the truth for so long. But I wanted you to have normal childhoods. I was hoping that if I didn’t nurture the powers, they’d remain dormant.”

Normal? I won’t even go there.

Her eyes fill with tears. Like me, she cries at the drop of a (pointy) hat. Must be hereditary. Just like this so-called witchcraft.

“These powers aren’t always gifts, Rachel,” she says in a tremulous voice. “I hoped you both might be lucky enough to escape them. You didn’t seem to gain any of my higher consciousness at puberty—”

“Gee, thanks, Mom.”

“—which thrilled me. Because all I ever wanted for you was a regular life. But now Miri …” She trails off into sobs.

“It’s okay, Mommy. Don’t worry about me,” my sister says, stroking my mother’s hand with suck-up circles. “I’m happy about it. I finally understand why I’ve always been different. Everything makes sense.”

Apparently, both my mother and sister are delusional. I scoot closer to the phone on the nightstand, in case I have to call an ambulance to take them to the cuckoo’s nest.

My mom wipes her cheeks with the back of her hand and manages to give Miri a smile. “But now your powers have awakened. It’s my responsibility to explain the changes in your spirit. We’ll start training this weekend.”

“We’re going to Dad’s tomorrow,” Miri reminds her, her shoulders sagging with disappointment.

Mom pats her knee. “Then we’ll start on Monday.”

Wait a second. This is an early April Fools’ joke. Or maybe I’m an unknowing contestant on a new reality show—Win a Million Dollars If You Can Make a Fool of Your Eldest Daughter. Don’t they know I hate reality TV? I scan the ceiling for protruding cameras.

My sister pops another handful of sunflower seeds into her mouth. “See?” she says to me. “I knew I brought the lobster back to life.”

“It’s amazing you were able to do that without a spell,” my mom says, shaking her head. And then, taking the prank to a whole new stratosphere of ridiculousness, she leans over to the nightstand and heaves a heavy book onto the comforter. From its earthy green cover, the book appears normal size, but then I notice that it’s at least two feet deep. My nose wrinkles. The book looks and smells as if it’s been left underwater for a few hundred decades.

My mom thumbs carefully through its thin yellowed pages. “According to the spell section in The Authorized and Absolute Reference Handbook to Astonishing Spells, Astounding Potions, and History of Witchcraft Since the Beginning of Time, resurrection is very advanced. The version here calls for rose petals, frankincense resin, and—”

“Tell me you didn’t bring props.” How long have they had this practical joke planned? Does she think I’m that naive? Couldn’t she come up with a less preposterous name?

“It’s Miri’s spell book,” my mom says, giving my sister a protective-looking smile.

Miri’s eyes widen to the size of DVDs. “Really?”

“Every witch has one. My mother gave me mine when I first came into my powers.”

Grandma just rolled over in her crypt. I can’t believe she’s bringing her deceased mother into this absurd prank! “What about Aunt Sasha? Let me guess—she was a witch too?” My mom and her sister got into a huge fight years ago, and we haven’t seen her since.

My mother ignores me. “What’s amazing is that Miri didn’t even need the book. I never had that much raw will when I was her age.”

“Raw will? Is that like the Force?” I laugh. Ha-hee-ha. See that, camera? You’re not ruining my sense of humor! Oops. That was another Star Wars allusion, and even worse, it was caught on film. I slouch down, hopefully out of prime camera view.

To my surprise, my mom keeps the ruse alive. “Yes. It is.” She turns back to Miri. “Honey, as impressed as I am with your ability, you mustn’t do magic in front of non-witches. Exposing yourself to the masses leads to nothing but trouble.”

I’ve been reduced to the masses? That’s so much lower than the B-list.

“I’m sorry. I won’t do it again,” Miri says, licking her palm. “Trust me, I didn’t even know I had it in me. I’ll have to learn my limits.”

“Exactly. Which the book will teach you.” My mom flips through the pages and squints at the headings. “It’s been a long time.… I’m a bit out of practice. But I estimate your training will take at least a year. From what I remember, section one traces the history of witchcraft. Section two covers the ethics—”

That’s it! I’ve had enough. I’m not going to sit here while my mom pretends to train her apprentice. “This is great fun and all, being the butt of your practical joke, but I’m going to meet my friends now.” I hop off the bed and stomp toward the door. Then I realize I forgot my sneakers. And that’s when things get creepy.

My shoes float off the floor.

One foot, two feet. Three feet high.

No one is wearing them, touching them, or commandeering them in any way.

My brand-new green suede sneakers fly through the room until they are six feet above the bed, eclipsing the white porcelain ceiling lamp. My shoelaces, which were previously hanging limply, contort themselves into a triangle. And then a square.

And a pentagon!

A hexagon!

A heptagon!

“OOOOH​HHMMM​IIGAA​AAAAA​AAAAW​D!” I scream, heaving my back against the door. I peek in terror at my mom. Her eyes are closed tightly, her lips are pursed, and she’s reciting something under her breath. What is she doing? Why is she making her putting-on-lipstick face while my shoelaces morph into haunted polygons? Why is it so cold in here? What is going on?

Suddenly, my sneakers crash back to the floor with a thud.

Oh. Oh my. Omigod.

Miri’s eyes are wide, but she doesn’t look like I do, which is scared stiff. The hairs on my arms are standing up like cactus needles.

My mother is a witch.

My mother is a witch. My mother is a witch.

My mother is a witch.

And my vegetarian, socially inept little sister is one too.
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“I didn’t mean to scare you like that,” my mother says, looking sheepish. “My magic is a bit rusty. I was trying to make a heart.”

My intestines start playing street hockey and my throat constricts like a broken straw. I feel nauseous and I can’t breathe properly and my legs start trembling. How can this be?

No one speaks. The only sound is my mother inhaling on her cigarette.

I sit back down on the edge of her bed in case my legs give out.

“Someone say something.” My mother reaches under her comforter and pulls out a pack of cigarettes, then lights a fresh one. I watch the smoke slither across the ceiling.

Miri peers over the edge of the bed again. “The sneakers are really cool. Do you like them, Rachel? I can’t believe it worked! Those are the ones you wanted, right?”

My mind is blank. “What?”

“The sneakers. I wanted to put you in a good mood. You know, for when you found out that I’m a witch and you aren’t.”

She what? And I’m way too busy having a heart attack to be in a good mood. “What about … is it … are you … are you going to get warts all over your face?” is all I can manage.

My sister’s hands fly to her chin.

“She most certainly won’t,” my mother says tartly. “Nothing is going to change. Our noses won’t grow and our hair won’t turn to black straw. Those are myths.”

My sister’s eyes widen again, and her long lashes touch the base of her eyebrows. “Does Dad know?”

My mother shakes her head. “I never told him. I decided in college that I didn’t want to be a practicing witch. When I met your father, I was embarrassed that I was different.” She crosses her arms. “I chose to repress the parts of me he wouldn’t understand.”

“An excellent basis for a marriage,” I say. “No wonder you’re divorced.” Omigod. Omigod. My sister is a witch. My mother is a witch. It’s impossible.

It’s true.

Omigod. Wait a sec. “What do you mean you didn’t want to be a practicing witch?”

“I preferred, and still do, not to use magic in my life. I excommunicated myself from the witchcraft community.”

Suddenly, the impact of this entire conversation hits me as if I’ve just been whacked with a broomstick. “But … why not?” Is she crazy? She can have anything she wants. I can have anything I want. Zit-proof skin! A flying carpet! No hair on my upper lip!

“Magic isn’t all ruby slippers and castles,” my mom says sternly, as if she’s reading me a warning label. “There are consequences to every spell. And as I told you, I wanted you girls to grow up having normal childhoods.”

Of course I’m not listening. Instead, my mind is whirring. Seven-day weekends! School? So yesterday. Knowledge will be automatically downloaded into our brains!

But … where would we meet boys?

“What was your childhood like?” Miri asks my mom, interrupting my happy fantasy.

She sighs and looks down at the comforter. “Different. Difficult. One day I’ll tell you everything, I promise.”

A time machine to see what our parents were like in high school! So we can make fun of their clothes!

Miri’s face scrunches up. “So I shouldn’t tell Dad? Did your father know?”

We never met our mother’s parents. They both died before we were born. “He knew,” my mom says. “My mother told him. But he didn’t deal with it well.” She bites her thumbnail. “You’ll have to make the decision about whether to tell your father. It’s your choice.”

My mouth feels sandpapery. “Can one of you poof me up a glass of fruit punch?” This witch thing is going to make my life a lot easier.

My mother shakes the burning part of her cigarette at me. “No way. This is exactly what I was talking about. Laziness is no excuse for magic. Trust me,” she says, and gets a constipated look on her face. “I’ve seen the consequences, and I don’t recommend Miri use magic to do homework. Or to ace tests. Or to get fancy clothes or toys.”

What toys? Am I seven? Did I ask for the deluxe Barbie Corvette?

Although I wouldn’t mind if my mother or sister poofed up a real Corvette. A red one. Convertible. And a driver’s license. “What consequences? What’s the big deal?”

“We don’t need to talk about everything tonight,” my mom tells us. “But am I being clear, girls? Miri is not allowed to use her spells for trivial matters.”

I’m so confused. “What is Miri allowed to use her powers for?”

My mother stubs out her cigarette. “Every witch has to decide what’s right for her. Including Miri. That’s why I’m training her; so she’ll be able to make an informed decision. I’ve chosen not to use my powers. Some witches take advantage of them for personal gain. Others use them to illuminate a path, and show people the way to goodness. A witch could try to make the world a better place by putting suggestions in people’s minds to end various wars. The problem with that is that sometimes a spell meant for good ends up causing unintentional disastrous consequences. One witch I knew once tried to end an African heat wave and ended up causing an ice storm in Kansas City. After Miri’s training is complete, she’ll have to decide for herself whether or not she wants to pursue her witchdom. And if she does, I’m hoping she’ll take the altruistic route. Carefully, of course.”

“Mom.” I tut-tut, shaking my head. “Is it fair to make a twelve-year-old feel responsible for world peace?”

My sister smiles serenely. “I understand what Mom means. If I choose to use magic, I can will people to do good deeds at school and stuff. Maybe if a bully is about to beat up a smaller kid, I can mentally suggest to him how he would feel if the tables were reversed. And then maybe he won’t be mean.”

I eye Miri warily. She so isn’t going to make the most of this. This is a girl who does all her homework on the day it’s assigned. Magic will be wasted on her. Like boobs. She’s not even excited—I’d be bouncing off the floor like a basketball. She’s definitely going to need some sisterly steering. “Hello? Miri, can you get psyched, please? You have magical powers.”

She shrugs her small shoulders. “I am excited. But I always suspected something was different about me. Like how Tigger always obeys me, and why no one ever found me during hide-and-seek.”

Tigger always listens to Miri. She says, “Tigger, I’m freezing. Will you bring me a blanket?” and the fat fur ball digs his pointy little teeth into the purple afghan and drags it across the room. And me? Nothing. I can call “Here, Tigger, Tigger” for centuries and that cat won’t even blink. He’ll squat on my biology textbook despite my waving my arms and screaming that I have a test the next day. Does he care? Does he move? No. I assumed cats just didn’t like me. I didn’t realize Miri could communicate with them.

And now that I think about it, I could never find her during hide-and-seek. I would cover my eyes, count down from twenty, then look in the traditional places: under the bed, between the coats at the backs of the closets, behind the couch. No Miri. Not even my father could find her. My friends couldn’t. Dave the fireman couldn’t. (Although my mom might have asked him up just to ogle his hotness.) “Where did you hide?”

“In the bathtub. But I would suggest to you not to look there, and you wouldn’t. See? I always wondered what was different about me, and now I know. And anyway, I’ve had some time to let the news sink in. Mom and I talked about this all last night and today.”

Excuse me? “You knew this since yesterday? Why didn’t anyone tell me?” I heard them talking, but I thought they were discussing pollution or something, not anything important.

My mom puts her arm around Miri. “I wanted to see how she felt. And emphasize that she’s not allowed to use any magic at all, until she’s fully trained.”

She said that will take at least a year! Reading my mind (really reading my mind?), my mom gives me a serious look. “I didn’t want anyone to tell her otherwise.”

“But … you zapped me up new shoes,” I say feebly.

“I did that when you called to ask if you could go for pizza, before I knew the rules,” Miri admits. “I wasn’t sure it would really work. Mom said you were excited that you were invited, and I thought I’d give you something to show off.”

I guess that’s why I didn’t notice them all day. They only appeared on my feet after French class.

“Miri didn’t tell me what she had done,” my mom clarifies. “So when you called back to thank me, I couldn’t have you run around the city in magic shoes. What if they disappeared and left you barefoot in the restaurant, or on your way home? The sidewalks are cold.” Then she shook her head at Miri. “I knew we needed to talk.”

Miri picks up a sneaker and squeezes it like an orange. “Seems fine.”

“Still,” my mom reminds Miri and me for the hundredth time, “no more magic until you’ve finished your training.”

She can remind me five zillion times. There is no chance I’m waiting 365 days to test out Miri’s magic! Obviously, I’ll have to have a word with my sister in private. My stomach grumbles. “So conjuring up cupcakes from Magnolia Bakery is out, too?” They’re delicious.

“No Magnolia Bakery,” my mother says, exasperated.

“But they don’t deliver!”

Miri is shaking her head in disbelief.

I narrow my eyes. “If she starts suggesting to me that we switch rooms, that’s completely unfair. I’m older and I’m entitled to the bigger one.”

My mother and Miri sigh in harmony.

“Good thing Miri is the one with the powers,” my obnoxious mother says.
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So now it’s three in the morning, and I can’t fall asleep. I keep flipping my pillow over, trying to find the cold side, but both feel like chairs that have just been sat on.

I prop myself up on my elbows and stare at the pyramid-shaped reading lamp on my night table.

Reading lamp … turn on!

Nada.

Reading lamp … make it light! I wiggle my fingers at it.

Stupid lamp.

I know the witch stuff sounds insane, and I wouldn’t blame anyone for not believing me. If it weren’t my own crazy family, I wouldn’t buy it either.

But … it is my family. And the more it sinks in, the cooler it is. With Miri’s help, I can have movie stars on my speed dial. A Jacuzzi in my closet. A boyfriend. She’ll zap my room clean. (Who needs a robot?) Give me bionic hearing. Poof me up a new wardrobe. The possibilities are endless. Endless!

And I’m not waiting a year. Nice try, Mom. I got Miri to watch the Lord of the Rings trilogy with me four times in a row during my Tolkien phase; surely I can convince her to whip me up a spell or two. Where to begin?

Hmm.

Watching them fly around on Halloween will be nerve-wracking. But this is the most kissed-by-a-prince/win-the-lottery/so-amazing-it’s-unbelievable type of thing that has ever happened to me.

Ahhh. I lie down and pull the covers over my head. Then, for the first time, realization washes over me.

It’s not the most amazing thing that has ever happened to me. It’s the most amazing thing that has ever happened to … Miri.

Witchcraft, an ability normally passed from mother to daughter, has skipped me. As with breasts, nature has decided I don’t qualify.

[image: ]

By four thirty I still can’t sleep, so I decide that my mother shouldn’t either.

Her ghastly early-morning breath wafts over me as I poke her in the shoulder. Unfortunately, that’s a trait I did inherit. I’m sure my future husband will appreciate it.

“What’s wrong?” she asks, sitting up. She’s still in her ratty concert tee. You’d think a witch could spruce herself up a bit. Give herself a free makeover or fake nails. Get her roots done. She has a blond ring orbiting her brown roots, as if she’s Saturn.

I crawl into bed beside her. “You owe me an explanation. Why can’t I resuscitate lobsters? Do any witches get magic later in life?”

She switches on her bedside lamp. “Normally magical powers appear during puberty, but some witches come into them when they have their first child.” She narrows her eyes. “Don’t get any ideas.”

“Mom!”

“Just saying. Anyway, one woman I knew traumatized herself and her husband when she levitated their baby right out of the crib.”

A balloon of hope fills me. “So it can still happen?”

She nods. “It can.”

Fantastic!

And then she adds, “But it might not. Some daughters never become witches.”

My balloon pops and sags lifelessly to the ground. “That’s so unfair. Why does Miri get powers and not me? She didn’t even finish the first Harry Potter and that was the shortest one. I read them all!”

“Honey, I know you think witchcraft is all fun and games, but it comes with serious responsibilities. Maybe when you’re more mature and responsible—”

“What do I have to do?” I whine. “Keep my room clean and make hundreds of useless lists like Miri?”

“It’s not about specific actions. It’s more of a mental state.”

“Oh,” I say, not sure whether I want to pout or cry at the unfairness of it all.

“Miri looks up to you, and I expect you to help her deal with the changes in her life and to guide her to do the right thing.”

Help Miri, guide Miri, blah, blah, blah. Miri gets everything.

I rest my cheek against the pillow and look at my mom. “Remember in fourth grade when all the girls in my class were invited to Krissy Backer’s sleepover and I wasn’t?” I ask, feeling sad at the years-old memory. Then indignation fills me. Looking like a dork with those braces? Totally unnecessary. That haircut that had total strangers gasping with pity? Completely avoidable. I blink back tears.

My mom studies me. “I know what you’re thinking, honey.”

“Well, why didn’t you?” I blurt out. “You could have made my life a zillion times better if you had only used a smidgen of magic!”

My mom smoothes back my hair. “I understand how it could seem that way to you. But trust me, magic isn’t all that it appears to be. I wanted you and Miri to experience life—with all its joys and its sorrows—not some artificial world that I created to make you happy.” She kisses my forehead. “I love you, Rachel. More than you’ll ever know.”

“I love you too, Mom,” I say, sniffling. After a few minutes of witch-daughter bonding, I sit up. “Did Miri use magic to give herself boobs?”

She smiles and shakes her head. “I developed early too. You take after your father. He didn’t have his growth spurt until he was seventeen.”

Life is so unfair. “So I guess you can’t put a spell on me to become a witch.”

“Afraid not,” my mom tells me. “If you’re meant to be one, you will be.”

I get up and walk to the door with a sigh. “Well … can I at least keep the shoes?”

My mom hesitates, then smiles. “I’ll make an exception just this once.”

With that victory in hand, I drag my bare feet back into my bed. But instead of sleeping, I spend the next two hours trying to levitate my duvet.

Unsuccessfully.
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