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Chapter 1

The magician and his wife were so excited that they were finally going to
have a baby. They had been waiting many years for this day.

No one knew for sure if the baby was going to be a boy or a girl. They didn’t
want to know until the child was born. For them it was far more exciting.

They chose two names. Abilossa, if it was a girl, and Throckton, if it was a
boy.

When the baby was born, to the surprise of everyone, including the doctors,
they had twins, one boy, and one girl!

Abilossa was born first. She was round and chubby with brown hair. A few
minutes later Throckton entered the world. He was thin and long and had no hair at
all. They didn’t look anything like a brother and sister. They could not have been
more different.

None of this mattered to their parents, they were perfect the way they were.
The family was very close and the children cared for each other very much. They
knew that they could always count on the each other when things got difficult. There
was a lot of love in the family.

As is the dream of all parents, their father, the magician, wanted his children
to become magicians just like him. It had been his father’s dream for him, and now
it was his dream for his children.

(Magicians are just like everyone else. They are born, they live, and then they
die. What makes them different is they have specials skills in making spells and
magic, but otherwise they are the same as you and me. Not all children of magicians
become magicians. It is the choice of the child.)

As they grew up, they were nothing alike. Abilossa was responsible and
always did her best in her studies and in her work. She was able to make spells and
do the magic her father taught her even though she didn’t have a lot of interest, but
most of the time she wanted to do what normal teenage girls do.

She was pretty with dark brown hair that reached to her shoulders. She had
many friends and enjoyed spending time with them listening to music and walking
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in the park.

She learned to play the piano, violin, and guitar. She was a soloist in her choir
at school.

On the other hand, Throckton was a very lazy boy. He would rather play than
study. He loved to play his video games or walk in the woods with his friends rather
than do any work.

He was excellent in mathematics. He was able to solve complex problems
faster than any other student in his class. His teacher asked him to join the math
competition, but he refused. It was too boring for him. In fact, school as a whole was
boring for him.

In his appearance, he was tall and thin with light brown hair, which hung
down over his eyes most of the time. He usually wore a red or green long sleeved
shirt, which he left unbuttoned over a T-shirt. He liked to wear a big chain around
his neck which had a star hanging from it. His jeans were baggy and hung down to
the ground with black high-top sneakers.

The way he walked said he didn’t care about anything, which is exactly how
he felt. In his mind, he thought he was pretty cool. Most of the time he walked
around with his hands in his pockets.

Since he liked to listen to music, he had his earphones in his ears all the time
and he would be texting with his friends. He was always distracted, which made it
difficult for people to talk to him.

His father tried everything to get Throckton to be more responsible, but he
always failed. Throckton had a mind of his own. He was very independent and
didn’t want anyone to tell him what to do or how to do it.

Eventually, his father became so frustrated with him, he decided to send him
to a private school for magicians high in the mountains. His father felt he needed the
discipline and training that this school could offer.

As the first term at school was ending, Throckton’s father asked him to meet
him in his office. Throckton knew from experience this was not a good thing, so he
took as long as he could to get there.

He walked into his father’s office and sat down waiting for the talk he knew
his father was going to have with him.

The office was a boring place. Ever since Throckton was a young boy, his
father loved to take him to his workplace and show him what he did for a living.
Mostly he sold insurance, but every once in a while, he would do some magic to
Impress his clients. Some of them invited him to do magic for their children on their
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birthdays. Throckton liked that the best. He would join in the party and eat birthday
cake.

The door to his father’s office opened and the client left. Throckton knew it
was his turn.

He sat down in front of his father’s desk, knowing that he was going to have
another one of those talks he got when his dad was angry about something.

“Throckton, we don’t know what to do with you. You’re not doing any of the
things you need to be doing to be successful in your life. Your grades in school are
terrible, you refuse to do any chores around the house, and you ignore your mother
when she asks you to do something for her. So, your mother and | have decided that
we are going to send you to the Magician’s Academy in Choston Villa. You’ll stay
there until you are ready to be a good citizen,” his father informed him. “If you do
well there, you will do well anywhere.”

“The Magician’s Academy?” Throckton blurted out in surprise. “I’ve never
heard of that place before.”

Throckton paused for a moment and then responded. “What makes you think
| want to go to an academy?”

“l know you don’t want to go, but we don’t know what else to do. You have
failed everywhere we have sent you. Since you entered high school with your sister,
you’ve been causing too many problems. As far as we are concerned, this is your
last chance,” his father gave him the bad news. “I know it’s almost the end of the
first term, but you’re going to be kicked out of school anyway. So, we might as well
do this before that happens.”

Throckton got up to leave, but his father threw a spell that kept him from
leaving.

“Gonda, stow, ra, abadi,” his father said as he raised his hand.

Throckton froze. He was unable to move.

“That’s not fair!” Throckton screamed.

“Sometimes fair is not the best thing,” his father retorted. “In order for you to
go to the Magicians Academy, there are some papers you have to sign,” his father
told him.

His father released the spell and his father pointed to the chair in front of his
desk. Throckton sat down and then looked at the papers. He glanced quickly at the
pages.

“What is this for?”” he asked.

“Like I said, before you can enter the school, you are required to sign a
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contract that states you must complete all of your classes and maintain a good
reputation in order to stay in good standing in the school. If you disobey these rules,
there will be serious consequences,” his father informed him.

Included in the contract was another clause. It said he must also discover the
reason why his parents had sent him to the school, but he didn’t read any of it. He
just pushed it back at his dad and said, “NO! I’'m not going to sign this. I don’t want
to go to this school.”

“This is best for you, Throckton. You have no other choice,” his father said as
he pushed the paper back across the desk.

He continued to refuse to sign the contract, but after sitting in the chair for a
long time, and trying to be as stubborn as he could, he finally signed it in order to
make his father happy; not caring what it said. He never read it.

After he signed the papers, he said, “I don’t want to go to another school. I
like things just the way they are now. You can send me there, but it won’t be long
before I am home. They won’t be able to keep me there very long, you’ll see.”

Throckton was almost fifteen years old when his parents decided to send him
to the school, but even at that young age, he was determined to make life miserable
for his teachers. If his parents were going to send him to a boarding school, he
would make sure they regretted it.

His father told him he would be there for the next four years. He could only
come home after that. He was going to spend the next four years studying to be a
good person and a magician.

“Four years?! That’s a long time to be away from home. I don’t think I can
last that long!” Throckton complained.

“It’ll go faster than you think,” his father told him. “I have to warn you
though; this school is very strict. You must obey their rules or there will be serious
punishments for you.”

Throckton just ignored what his father said to him because he was so upset.
He walked out of the office angry and confused. It didn’t make any sense to him as
to why he had to leave home and go to this school so far away. He decided that as
soon as he got there he would try to escape and come back home. He was certain
they couldn’t force him to stay.

On Monday of the next week, his parents drove him to Choston Villa, a small
village in the mountains above the city. Winter had already begun and it was
unusually cold and snowy for that time of year. The snow was already deep.

A sign by the side of the road had an arrow pointing to the right, and above it
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were the words, ‘Choston Villa Academy’, but when Throckton looked at it a
second time it said, ‘The Magician’s Academy’.

“That sign changed!” Throckton yelled out.

“You’re right. Most people don’t know that it’s a magician’s school. This
way they keep the secret. Only those who are going to attend the school can see the
real sign,” his father informed him.

The road twisted and turned as they climbed the mountain to the school.
Throckton looked out the window of the car and realized that the school was a long
way from everything. It was going to be very lonely there.

“Do I really have to go to this place?” Throckton questioned his father.

“Yes, we’ve already paid the tuition. You’ll stay here until you finish your
four years of school,” his father told him. “I hope they can make you a better person.
They have an excellent reputation for that.”

Throckton asked sarcastically, “Why have I never heard of this place if it is so
famous?”

“Don’t worry, it doesn’t matter. Just know they take education very seriously.
You will follow the rules. They will make sure of that,” his father informed him.

Throckton thought in his mind that he was not going to let that happen. He
would run away first.

His father drove him to the gate outside of the school and told him to get out
of the car.

Then in front of them was a sign that read, ‘Magicians Academy this way
with an arrow under the sign.

“This 1s your new school. You’ll wait here until someone comes to get you,”
his father told him.

At first Throckton refused to get out of the car. He didn’t want to go to this
school.

Abilossa yelled, “Mom, Dad, why are you making him do this?”

“We’ll talk about it on the way home, Abilossa. It’s not something we need to
discuss now,” her dad replied, trying to stay calm.

“I don’t think it’s fair. He hasn’t done anything that bad to deserve to go to
this school,” Abilossa continued to defend her brother. “Why are you doing this to
him?”

“T told you. We’ll talk about it on the way home,” her dad said in a very
strong voice.

Before he got out of the car, Throckton took off his necklace with the star on
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it and handed it to Abilossa.

“You keep this until I get home, OK?”” Throckton said as he gave it to her.

She leaned over to give her brother a hug, and as she did, she handed him a
small piece of tear-stained paper.

“Read it after we’re gone, alright?” she whispered in his ear with tears
streaming down her cheeks.

His father yelled at him, “Throckton you must get out of the car now. You
have to go. We’ll be in touch.”

His mother looked at him with tears in her eyes, but she didn’t say a word.

Throckton got out of the car and as he started to walk up the narrow path
toward the school, he looked back at the car. He saw his sister looking back at him.
Her eyes were red as were his mother’s. They waved at him as the car began to
pulled away.

As he watched his parents drive away he was determined not to cry.

He had two bags with all the things that he would need for the next four years.
One was a backpack and the other a big black suitcase packed so full the zipper was
about the break.

He looked at the school building. There was nothing special about it. The
exterior was wooden with colorful yellow and green paint around the windows.
There was deep snow on the roof and large icicles were hanging from the edges
almost to the ground

While he was looking up at the school, a very small man came out to meet
him. He was so small that Throckton almost didn’t see him.

In a small squeaky voice, the small man asked, “Are you Throckton?”

Looking down to see who was talking to him, Throckton answered, “Yes, I'm
Throckton. Who wants to know?”

“I’m Gosling. I’'m to take you to the school. Follow me,” Gosling said as he
turned to walk toward the building.

Gosling was not only short, but he was also a little fat and because of that, he
walked like a duck. His hair was blue and stood straight up from the top of his head.
It looked like he had a blue flame of fire on his head. His cheeks were red and his
ears were bigger than normal. Even though he looked strange, he had a nice smile.

(Throckton found out that could change very quickly when he became angry.)

On his waist, he had a big belt with many keys hanging from it. They made a
loud noise as Gosling walked toward the building.

Throckton just stood and watched as Gosling walked away. Then he began to
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laugh.

“What a stupid little man!” Throckton said aloud.

Suddenly, Throckton found himself in a large empty room. Standing in front
of him, in the middle of the room, was Gosling. His bags were missing.

Surprised at where he was, he looked around the room. Even though the room
had many small lights at the top, it was still a bit dark in the room. The walls were
made of beautiful dark wood with carved images. The floor was made of stone and
felt cold.

Looking at Throckton, Gosling repeated what Throckton had said. “Stupid
little man? Ha, we’ll see about that!”

Throckton stared back at Gosling.

“No, I didn’t say that. What I said was, ‘What a cupid little man’. You don’t
have very good ears, do you?” Throckton said disrespectfully.

“Whatever kid, it doesn’t matter to me. You’ll learn that your attitude won’t
get you very far here. We’ve dealt with young magicians much more insolent than
you!” Gosling informed Throckton.

“I’m not a magician. My father is a magician. It’s just his dream for me. |
have never wanted to be a magician,” Throckton tried to inform him.

Then Gosling disappeared.

Throckton stood in the middle of the empty room looking around. He walked
over to the wall trying to find out where Gosling had gone.

He was alone for quite a while wondering what was going to happen next. He
took off his coat, laid it on the floor and then sat down. He turned on his music
player, to try to listen to some music, but for some reason didn’t work, so he lay
down to sleep.

It was a long time before a large door at the far side of the room opened and
in walked a tall woman in a long white dress. She seemed to be floating across the
floor as if she were on ice. She had dark black hair that hung down her back. Her
face was as white as her dress. She had a blue sash around her waist. Her lips were
red and her eyelashes were long and beautiful. She had a sweet smile as she
approached Throckton.

“Are you Throckton?” the lady asked.

Throckton responded in a sarcastic voice, “Yeah, that’s me. Why do you want
to know who I am?”

“We want to make sure we have the right child,” she replied calmly.

“I’m not a child!” Throckton shot back. “I’m old enough to take care of
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myself.”

“Uh ha, we’ll see about that,” the lady in the white dress answered.

She continued, “My name is Malinda. I’'m the headmistress at this school.”

“Nice to meet you .... I guess,” Throckton responded with little respect.

“You’ll learn our rules and you’ll obey them. If you don’t obey, you’ll be
punished,” she explained to him.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before. Bring it on lady; come on, give it your best
shot!” acting like a tough guy, Throckton responded.

Before he knew it, Throckton was in a very small room where he could not
stand up and he could not turn around. It was completely dark inside the room. He
could only hear his own breathing and his heart beating.

“Let me out of here! I'm not kidding. I’ll hurt someone if you don’t let me
out!” Throckton threatened.

Nothing happened. He was still in the small room. He struggled for a while,
and then he realized he was stuck. There was no way out.

He relaxed trying to get as comfortable as he could under the circumstances.

“OK, I can handle this. I'm not afraid of you. This is nothing. I’ve been in
worse places than this before!” Throckton yelled out again. “What did I do to
deserve this?”

Then he began to feel warm. Then he felt hot. Then he felt really hot.

“OK! OK! Let me out of here before I get cooked,” he shouted again.

Nothing happened.

He was getting hotter and hotter and he could not move.

“Alright! I give up. I’'m sorry. Please let me out of here,” Throckton yelled.

He heard Malinda’s voice ask, “Are you really sorry? Are you sorry for
calling Gosling a stupid little man?”

“Yes, I’'m sorry for saying that,” Throckton was now wet with his own sweat.

“Are you sorry for threatening me?” Malinda asked.

“Yes, I’'m sorry for threatening you. Will you please let me out of here?”
Throckton answered.

He was beginning to panic.

As quickly as he had entered the box, he was now on the floor in the big
room, on his knees, in front of the lady in the white dress again. His clothes were
wet and sweat was falling from his forehead. His legs hurt from being cramped in
the box.

Throckton looked up at Malinda.
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“Lady, you really mean business, don’t you?” Throckton said while rubbing
his legs. “You don’t play around. You’re really serious about all of this, aren’t
you?”

Throckton added, “I’ve never been treated like this before. Are you sure this
is legal? I think I’ll complain to the police about child abuse. I'm going to have my
parents sue this place. You can’t do that to me!”

Malinda just stared at Throckton not saying a word.

“You’ll see. My dad is an important person. He won’t let you hurt me,”
Throckton said as he looked around the room.

After listening to Throckton complain, Malinda responded, “We won’t hurt
you. You know that your father is the one who sent you here. Everything we do has
been approved by him. You’ll just have to learn to obey the rules.”
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Chapter 2

“You’re now in the Magician’s Academy,” she answered his question. “Your
parents have left you here under our care. They’ve given us the authority to do
whatever we feel is necessary to help you find out who you really are and to help
you become successful.”

Looking at Throckton, and seeing the look of defiance that remained on his
face, she continued to talk to him.

“I have many spells I can put on you. If you want to return to the small room,
just let me know. I’ll be happy to send you there again in a flash,” Malinda informed
him.

“NO! I don’t want to go back in there. That isn’t funny,” he replied very
quickly.

“I’m done with you for now. You can go with Gosling. He’ll take you to your
room, and then you can take a shower. Dinner is in thirty minutes, so you need to
hurry. You must not be late for dinner,” Malinda warned Throckton as she told him
what he needed to do.

Gosling appeared at a door at the other end of the room and opened it for
Throckton to follow him.

Throckton decided this was not the best time to argue, so he followed
Gosling.

They left the big room and ended up in a hallway. It was a short distance until
they arrived at a door.

On their way to his room, they were quiet, until Gosling asked him a question.

“So, what do you think of our little school now?”” Gosling asked Throckton.

“Not bad............ for a prison,” Throckton responded.

Gosling just laughed.

“This is your room. I’ll open the door for you,” Gosling informed him.

Gosling opened the door with one of the keys he had on his belt. There were
many keys on his belt.
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Throckton wondered about the keys, so Throckton asked, “What are all of
those keys for?”

“I can open any door and I can also lock any door in the school,” he replied.

Throckton looked at the number on the outside of the door. It was thirteen.

“Great, thirteen is my favorite number,” Throckton said to himself.

He went into the room. It was not very big. There was a bed, and on it were
his bags. There was also a desk, a dresser for his clothes and a large window with a
steel cage over it. On the far side of the room was a door that led to the bath. It
reminded him of a hotel room he had stayed in when he went on a trip with his
parents, only it was smaller.

He looked out the window and saw that he was on the top of the mountain.
The wall outside dropped down farther than he could see.

“I guess they really don’t want me to escape,” he said to himself. “But I’ll
find a way.”

The paint on the walls was blue, and there was a single light hanging from the
middle of the ceiling. In a bookshelf, there were a few books. He went over and
looked at them.

The titles were:

‘Magic Spells Level 1’

‘History of Magic’

‘The Culture of Magic’

He put his things into the drawers, placed his music player and video game on
the table next to the bed, and then he went to use the shower.

After he cleaned up, he put on dry clean clothes and then left the room.

Once he was in the hallway, Throckton realized he had not asked Gosling
how to get to the dining hall. As he looked up and down the hall, he decided to go to
the right. The hallway turned in a circle and before he knew it, he was in front of his
door again, number thirteen.

When he went back the other way, soon he was back in front of his room
again.

Now he was completely confused.

“This place 1s really stupid,” he thought to himself.

Not knowing what to do, he went back into his room. Then he just stood in
the middle of the room wondering what to do next.

How was he going to get to dinner? Malinda had warned him not be late.

When he opened his door again, to his surprise, this time in front of him was a
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large room with several tables full of students eating dinner. It looked like the
cafeteria from his last school.

He looked back at the door and all he saw was a wall.

Thinking to himself, he thought, “How did I get here? Where did my room
g0?”

When he turned back to the cafeteria, in front of him was a long table, and
there he saw Malinda. She didn’t look happy to see him.

There were round tables with chairs around them. The walls were white and
black. Along the right side of the room was a long counter with many kinds of food.
Behind the counter were helpers who served the food. At the beginning of the
counter was a stack of trays and next to them, glasses.

The room was noisy because the children inside were talking and laughing.
There were maybe fifty children there.

Malinda stood up, and then the room went silent. She looked around the room
and then directly at Throckton,

“You’re late Throckton. You’ll not eat dinner tonight. I warned you not to be
late.” Malinda said in a stern voice to him.

“I couldn’t find my way. I got lost,” Throckton defended himself.

“That’s no excuse,” she paused.

“Come here. I have something for you to do,” Malinda ordered.

Throckton was afraid now. He didn’t know how to respond.

“I said NOW young man. Come here,” Malinda’s face was not sweet
anymore. She looked very serious.

Throckton went up to where she was standing. On both sides of her, sitting at
the same table, were several adults he assumed were the teachers at the school.

The room was silent. No one moved or said a word.

When Throckton got to the front of the room, Malinda told him to turn around
and face the other students.

“This 1s Throckton. He thinks this school is a joke. He thinks he can do
whatever he pleases. As all of you have learned, this is not the case. He’ll learn
about the rules and what happens when he disobeys soon enough.

“For now, I don’t want any of you to talk to him. I’ll let you know when he is
ready. Do you all understand me?”” Malinda said to the room full of students.

All the students said, “Yes ma’am, we understand!”

Malinda raised her hand and said, “Rafi, da, andi, go.”
Before Throckton could say anything, he suddenly found himself in his room
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again.

“I hate this. Are you going to do this to me all the time?”” Throckton yelled at
the door. “I feel like I’'m in jail for sure!”

When he tried to open the door, it was locked. He was hungry, but he was so
angry he didn’t care.

He went to get his music player, but it was gone. His video game was also
gone. He looked and looked for them, but he could not find them.

“That stinks! They can just come into my room and take anything they want. I
hate this place already!” Throckton said aloud.

He changed into his pajamas and prepared for bed.

While he was putting his clothes away, he found the note Abilossa had given
him as it fell onto the floor. He picked it up and read it.

It said:

“*Throckton,

l > m going to miss you very much.
soon as you can!

LoveAbi | ossa’

Throckton began to cry. He hated crying because it made him feel weak. He
plopped on his bed. All he could do was lay on his bed, staring up at the ceiling.

“Im going to get out of this place one way or another. I hate it here!”
Throckton screamed at the ceiling. Soon he fell asleep.

In the morning, Throckton woke up late because he hadn’t figured out how to
set the alarm clock.

He woke up from the sound of loud voices coming from the other side of his
door. When he opened the door, he saw the dining room again.

The room was noisy from the sound of the students rushing to their seats.
Others were already at their tables eating and talking.

Even though Throckton was still in his pajamas, and without shoes, he ran
through his door into the cafeteria, so he was not going to miss breakfast. Missing
one meal was bad enough.

Everyone who saw him laughed, but he was so hungry he didn’t care,

He got into the line to get his food. He picked up a tray and looked at the food
he could choose. Most of it he had never seen before. He took a piece of dark bread
with butter, some juice, and fried eggs. The servers smiled and were very helpful.
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They were young, so Throckton guessed that they were students earning extra
money while in the academy.

He thought, “Maybe I’ll do this someday. | can always use a little extra
money now and then.”

After going through the line, he found a table in the corner and sat by himself.
There was a sign over it that said “Third Year”.

Not long afterward, two students passed by the table. They looked over their
shoulders to see if Malinda was watching.

“Hey Throckton. You’re sitting at the wrong table. You’re a first-year student
and you’re supposed to sit in the first-year section. You’d better move before one of
the older kids gets angry with you,” one of the students warned him.

“Whatever, I’ll eat wherever I want to,” Throckton shot back.

“I guess you’ll have to learn the hard way,” another student spoke up.

Throckton didn’t pay any attention to them.

“Your first day here has been a little bit difficult, hasn’t it?” one of the
students said laughing.

“You could say that,” Throckton responded not looking up.

Throckton had a thought. He looked up at them and asked, “So tell me. How
does one get out of this place?”

“We don’t know,” the second student answered laughing. “No one has left
this place for as long as we have been here.”

“Is this a prison?” Throckton asked.

The two students looked at each other and then one of them answered, “Kind
of like that.”

Suddenly they were gone. Throckton looked around to see where they went.
Then he saw Malinda staring at him. He realized that they had been caught speaking
to him, so she sent them away.

He thought to himself, “She really meant what she had said!”

After that, Throckton sat at the table wondering how he had gotten himself
into this mess. He concluded that what the students had said to him was only meant
to scare him. All the things that were happening to him were designed to make him
believe he was a prisoner, not a student.

His logic told him they were only trying to frighten him. There was no way
his father would send him to a prison, or would he? He decided that this was just a
school with very strict rules.

However, he was having second thoughts about it and was having trouble
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convincing himself of it because of how was being treated so far, but it was the most
logical thing he could think of.

Now that he had concluded what was going on, he knew he would be able to
think of many ways of how to he could fool the staff and get what he wanted. He
had always been able to do it before, so why not now?

While he sat thinking, two students came to the table and pushed his tray onto
the floor.

“Hey, what did you do that for?” Throckton screamed out.

“This table is for third-year students. Go over to the first-year table like
you’re supposed to,” the taller of the two students ordered Throckton.

“I’m going to stay right here. If you want me to move, you’re going to have to
make me,” Throckton shot back.

“OK, have it your way,” the student said.

Throckton found himself floating in the air. He floated away from the table
and then suddenly he was dropped to the floor with a thud. The other students
laughed.

Throckton jumped up ready to fight, but one of the teachers went over and
told the boys to stop fighting.

The two older students disappeared like the others who had talk to him
earlier.

The teacher made him clean up the mess on the floor and then he had to go
through the line and get more food. She then told Throckton to go to a table in the
corner, by himself, which was just fine with him.

While he was finishing his meal, he thought about how the student had made
him float and then dropped him.

“That was a pretty cool spell, actually,” he thought to himself. “I need to learn
how to do that.”

After breakfast, Throckton tried to find his way back to his room, but he was
unable to find a door or hallway that led to his bedroom.

Finally, he got frustrated and asked one of the teachers in the dining room
how he could find his way back to his room.

“I’1l send you there, but remember, you’ll need to be in your first class at nine
o’clock. Don’t be late. Your teacher, Ms. Ronsordi, doesn’t tolerate students who
are late,” the teacher informed him.

The teacher waved her hand, and said “Rafi, da, andi, go.”

Then he found himself in his room again.

19



“I’ve got to find out how they do that!” Throckton said to himself. “When I
learn how to do that, I’ll be able to escape. I’'m sure of it.”

He changed into his school clothes and looked at the clock on his wall. It was
time for his first class.

He walked out of his bedroom door and this time instead of being in the
dining hall, he found himself in a hallway with the other students. He looked at the
signs outside of each classroom for his first class.

He looked for Ms. Ronsordi’s name and found her name under the class
called, ‘Magic Spells Level 1°.

When he entered the room, there were twelve other students already sitting on
different colored sofas arranged in a circle. They were talking softly to each other
and it appeared to him they were showing each other different spells.

There were six boys and six girls in the class.

When he entered the room, the other students looked up at him, but none of
them said a word.

Noticing Throckton as he walked into the room, the teacher asked, “And who
might you be?”

“I am Throckton. My schedule says I am in this class.

“Ah, Throckton, it is so nice t0 meet you. Welcome to our class.”

She pointed to an empty seat on one of the sofas, so Throckton sat down.

As Throckton looked around the room, he noticed it was not very big. There
was a colorful carpet on the floor, and around the walls were several bookcases full
of very old books. In the front of the room was a desk for the teacher and on it there
were several books stacked in piles making it difficult for the teacher to see the
students when she sat in her chair, which wasn’t very often because she was always
walking around the room observing the students.

Behind the desk was a large light blue and white drape that hung from the
ceiling to the floor. He recognized it as the national flag from his country.

The window on the side of the room let in enough sunlight, so there was no
need for extra light, but because of the drapes on the windows, it was dark enough to
have a mystical feel to the room.

Ms. Ronsordi was an older woman. She wore a long black skirt with light
blue dots on it and a white turtleneck blouse and a multi-colored scarf around her
neck. Her gray hair was in a bun on top of her head, and she had long dangling
earrings made of gold as well as several round bracelets on each arm. Her makeup
was too thick and her cheeks were rosy red. However, she seemed to be very
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friendly.

“I want to welcome Throckton to our class today. I want you to make him feel
welcome,” the teacher said with a big smile on her face, which Throckton thought
looked plastic.

One of the students spoke up, “Ms. Ronsordi, Malinda has told us we are not
to speak to him.”

“Oh yes, I remember. OK, this is our new student. His name is Throckton. He
will be joining us for the remainder of the term,” she said to his classmates.

Turning to Throckton, she told him, “Our class is called ‘Magic Spells Level
1’. 1 hope you enjoy our class.

We’ll be learning simple spells and practicing them in the class, so pay
attention because I may ask you to do one of the spells.”

Turning to one of the students in the class, she asked, “Jella, do you
remember the new spell we learned last week?”

“Of course,” Jella responded.

“Will you demonstrate it for the class?” Ms. Ronsordi asked her.

“Dondo, corpi, asti, nanda,” Jella spoke the spell and then, in her hand, she
held a small mouse.

“Very good Jella! Well done,” the teacher praised her student.

Turning to Throckton she asked, “Do you think you could do that spell?”

“Me?” Throckton said very surprised. “I guess s0.”

He began very slowly repeating what Jella had said, trying to remember the
words.

“Dondo, corpi, asti, nando,” he repeated.

The class began to scream. The children jumped over the couch onto the other
side. In the middle of the room was a lion!

The teacher had to say a quick spell and then the lion disappeared.

Throckton smiled as the class went crazy. He thought it was great.

After the class settled down, the teacher spoke to Throckton, “You have to be
very careful with your spells young man. You said nando instead of nanda. Simple
mistakes like that can cause very big problems for you, and for others.”

Throckton thought it was really funny because he had scared all the kids in
the class. He made sure he remembered that spell thinking it could come in handy
later.

During the class, the students were practicing their newly learned spells, but
Throckton was bored. None of the spells were very interesting. He just sat on the
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sofa and fell asleep, dreaming of bigger spells that would help him to escape.

He thought to himself, “Being a magician could be fun. Maybe I should try
and learn some of this stuff. Then I can get out of here and go home.”

After the class was over, the students left him alone, sitting on the couch
asleep.
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(HAPTER3

When he woke up, Throckton found himself in the room alone. Embarrassed,
he left the classroom and looked for his next lesson.

He recognized some of the students sitting in a classroom down the hall.
When he walked in, the room was different. It was a bright room with many
windows. Long desks on risers looked down on the teacher’s desk and behind it was
a large blackboard. It was a lecture hall.

Above the board was a big sign. It said, ‘Mr. Klumpf - The History of
Magic’.

After the students sat down, from a side door, a funny looking man walked in.
His head was bald except for a small amount of hair in the very middle of his head,
which he neatly combed over to the left. His face was round, he had small ears, and
his nose was shaped like a tomato that was almost as red. He had a small patch of
white hair under his lower lip. His clothes were far too tight, his jacket was faded
red, his shirt was white, and he had a small black bowtie. The buttons on his jacket
looked like they were about pop off. His pants were black and a little too short,
which showed off his army boots that made a loud noise when he walked into the
classroom. All-in-all, he looked very odd.

Throckton remembered a clown in a circus his parents had taken him to when
he was younger who looked just like him.

Not only did he look odd, but he also sounded odd.

In a scratchy voice, and in an accent Throckton had never heard before, he
said, “Hello my children. Today we’ll talk about the history of Magic. Does anyone
have a question about the homework last night?”

No one spoke up.

“OK. Turn in your textbooks to page twenty-eight. We’ll read from the top of
the page to the end of page thirty-one. When you’re done, we’ll discuss the text,”
Mr. Klumpf explained to the class.

The children opened their books and began to read.
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Mr. Klumpf sat down at his desk and began to write some notes. Then he
noticed that Throckton was looking around the classroom, and that he wasn’t
reading the material since Throckton had not brought his books to class.

“Who are you and what are you doing in my class?” Mr. Klumpf asked. “I
have never seen you here before.”

“I’m Throckton. I just started at this school,” Throckton replied.

“Throckton? Now that is an unusual name,” Mr. Klumpf paused for a
moment. “Young man, where is your textbook? Don’t you know that you’re to bring
it to every class,” Mr. Klumpf yelled from his desk at Throckton.

“I'm sorry sir, I’'m new here. I didn’t know what I was to bring to class,”
Throckton replied.

“Well, Throckton, go to your room, get your book, and bring it back with
you,” Mr. Klumpf said, and then he went back to reading his book.

Throckton got up and left the classroom. He didn’t know how to get back to
his room, so he just wandered around the halls waiting for the class to end.

He remembered the words Malinda had said to get him to his room.

He said, “Rafi, da, andi, go.”

Nothing happened. He said it again, but still nothing.

“Why doesn’t it work for me?”” he thought to himself.

While he was admiring the pictures on the hallway walls of the past
presidents of the Magician’s Academy, he heard a voice behind him.

“What are you doing in the halls? Aren’t you supposed to be in class right
now?” Gosling asked.

Throckton turned around and saw Gosling standing behind him. He didn’t
look very happy.

Trying not to make an excuse, he replied, “I was just trying to find my room.
Mr. Klumpf said I need my textbook for his class. I didn’t know | was supposed to
bring it to class so it’s still in my room, but I don’t know how to get to my room. So,
I’ve been waiting for the class to end.”

“I’ll send you to your room,” Gosling said a bit annoyed at Throckton’s
attitude.

He raised his hand, and said, ‘“Rafi, da, andi, go.”

Suddenly, Throckton found himself in his room.

“I really want to know how to do that,” Throckton said to himself.

He went to his bookshelf to get the textbook. By looking at the titles on the
books, he guessed that his next class was probably going to be the ‘The Culture of
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Magic’, so he took that book first.

When he opened his door to leave, he found himself outside of Mr. Klumpf’s
classroom. The period was over and the students were heading to the next lesson.

He followed his classmates to the next classroom. On the wall, outside of the
door, was a sign.

Just as he thought, the name of the next class was ‘The Culture of Magic’.
The teacher’s name was Mr. Stonegarten.

This classroom was more like the classrooms he had attended in his last
school. There were several desks in neat rows of six.

Throckton sat in the first seat he came to. Just as he put his books down, a big
boy stood in front of him and told him to get out of his seat.

“That’s my desk. Get out of my seat before I get angry at you,” the big kid
said threatening him. “You don’t want me to get angry.”

Throckton didn’t move or even speak. He just ignored the boy.

“I told you, get out of my seat, or I’ll have to hurt you,” the big kid said.

Throckton just continued to ignore him.

Right in front of Throckton’s eyes, the big kid turned into a large blue
monster. He reached forward, grabbed Throckton by the neck, lifted him out of the
chair, and then threw him, sending him across the floor against the wall.

Almost as quickly, the big kid turned back to normal and sat down.

Throckton jumped up.

“So, you think you can push me around like that? Try this on for size!”
Throckton yelled as he blurted out, “Dondo, corpi, asti, nanda!”

A mouse appeared on the desk in front of the big kid.

Everyone in the room laughed. He had gotten the spell wrong again.

Just then, the teacher walked in, and when he did, all the students went silent.

Throckton went over to the big kid’s desk, picked up his bag of books, found
an empty desk in the front of the classroom, and sat down.

He looked over at the big kid trying to act tough, but the big kid just laughed
at him.

Mr. Stonegarten was a nice man, but very soft-spoken. The students in his
class didn’t listen very well because his voice was so soft, and because he spent
most of his time bent over his projector writing information he expected the students
to copy into their notebooks. The room was so quiet it made Throckton sleepy again.

The teacher was thin, had a bald spot on the back of his head and a thick
mustache. It was so thick the children wondered how he ate or drank without getting
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food all over it.

His glasses were black and the lenses were very thick. He wore a tan cardigan
sweater over a dark blue golf shirt. His jeans were baggy and had paint all over
them. His shoes were running shoes and they had paint on them as well. Throckton
guessed that Mr. Stonegarten had a second job as a house painter.

(Throckton found out later that he taught art as an elective class on
Saturdays.)

As the class began, Mr. Stonegarten handed out the test papers the class had
taken the week before. Most of the students looked like they were not very happy
with their scores.

Throckton was happy he didn’t have a paper.

When the teacher got to him, he stopped and looked at him closely.

“I don’t believe I’ve seen you in this class before. Who are you?” Mr.
Stonegarten asked, looking closely at Throckton through his thick glasses.

This made Throckton a little uncomfortable.

“I’'m new. My name is Throckton,” he answered.

“It’s nice to have you in our class, Throckton. Get out your pencil and paper, |
have a lot to show you today,” the teacher explained.

Then he walked away toward his projector.

With his head down over the writing surface, he began to explain his theories
on how spells work based on mathematical equations.

“We are going to look at the relationship between mass and energy to explain
how spells work. If you take the inertia of the energy you expel when speaking your
spell and then multiply it by the force of the mass you are trying to move, then this
will give you a number which represents the likelihood that the spell will be
successful or not....” Mr. Stonegarten began to explain.

Throckton just sat back in his chair and watched as Mr. Stonegarten wrote his
numbers and explained the functions he wanted the students to learn. Most of the
students were not paying much attention to what he was saying, but since Throckton
liked math, he listened.

Something didn’t make sense to Throckton. He became more interested in
what the teacher was doing, trying to figure out what was wrong.

During one of his examples, Throckton spoke up, “Mr. Stonegarten, I think
you made a mistake.”

The teacher looked up from what he was doing and said, “Mistake, I made a
mistake?”
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Throckton stood up and walked down to the projector. He took the marker
from the teacher and began to change some of the numbers he had written.

“Your quotient here is all wrong. You assumed the value of x is 9, but the real
value is 8. By using this variable and taking the value of 8 into it your result should
be 47. | think this is what you really want as a result,” Throckton showed him his
mistake.

Mr. Stonegarten stared at the equation on his screen for a long time in silence.

Then he looked up at Throckton, “You’re right! I’ve been teaching the wrong
value for years. Thank you, son. What is your name again?” he asked.

“My name is Throckton,” he replied.

“Thank you Throckton, now have a seat for the rest of the class,” Mr.
Stonegarten said to him with a smile.

After that, Throckton was bored.

When the class was over, the big kid, who had thrown Throckton across the
room, came up to him, and began to talk to him. This was a surprise since Malinda
had told all the students not to speak to him.

“You’re pretty tough, for a skinny kid. Usually when I throw someone around
like that, they cry. Even though your spell was funny, you tried to get even. | can
respect that. You’re all right,” the big kid complimented him.

“I’'m used to it,” was all Throckton could think to say.

“So, what did you do to get put into this school?” he asked.

“I don’t really know. My parents told me | had to come here and that | had no
choice,” Throckton answered.

“I don’t believe you. Everyone here has a story,” the big kid informed
Throckton. “You need to find out why you’re here. They won’t let you out until you
do.”

“I don’t understand what you’re talking about. Why do | have to find out why
I was sent here? What does that mean?” Throckton asked.

“You have to figure that out for yourself. Everyone must. It’s part of the
contract,” the big kid stated.

“Contract? What contract?” Throckton stated in surprise.

“You should know about that. We all had to sign it before we came here,” he
responded.

“Nope, | don’t know about any contract,” Throckton retorted.

“You had to sign the contract or you wouldn’t be here. It is a requirement,”
Gore informed him.
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“Maybe, but I don’t remember,” Throckton answered, not really sure what he
was talking about.

The big boy turned to leave to go to lunch when Throckton spoke up.

“What’s your name?”” Throckton called out to him as he tried to catch up.

He turned back to Throckton and answered, “My name is Glondar, but most
people call me Gore.”

Throckton’s curiosity was growing, so he asked, “Can you tell me how you
changed into the blue monster that threw me across the floor? That was pretty cool.”

“That always happens when I get really mad. I was told it’s a spell my parents
put on me because when | was younger | was always picked on by the older kids.
After I started to turn blue, they were all afraid of me.” Gore explained. “You know,
| warned you not to make me mad.”

“Remind me of that next time.” Throckton laughed. “I’1l try to avoid being
thrown across the room again.”

Most of the kids were already sitting at the tables eating when they got to the
cafeteria. Throckton went through the line and got his food. He took an egg
sandwich, some chips, and a glass of grape juice.

He went to the first-year section and when he sat down, the children, who
were sitting at the table, got up and moved.

Throckton sat alone and ate his meal. This was fine with him.

When he was almost finished with his lunch, Ms. Ronsordi came over and sat
next to him.

“So, how’s your first day of school?” she asked.

In a very direct manner, he replied, “I hate it.”

“You’ll become accustomed to it. It just takes a little time. A first-year
student always has to make adjustments. It’s even more difficult when one arrives in
the middle of the term. These kids have been together since the beginning of the
year. It’ll take a little time for you to fit in. Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,” she
finished.

“Thanks.....I guess,” Throckton said rudely, never looking up at her.

After lunch, the students went to the locker room to get dressed for their
Physical Education class.

Throckton didn’t like the clothes in his locker. He saw the T-shirt. It was just
too plain, so he tore the sleeves off.

When he tried on the shorts, they were too tight, so he ripped the sides. He
wore his black high top sneakers instead of the gym shoes that were in his locker.
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He was the last one to arrive in the gymnasium, and when he did, he strutted
in with an attitude. He thought he was really cool, and he acted the part.

When the other kids saw him, they laughed, but Throckton didn’t care. He
liked being different.

The teacher looked over at Throckton.

“What have you done to your uniform?!” she asked.

“I made some improvements. Do you like them?” Throckton answered,
showing off the uniform he had modified, spinning like a fashion model.

The students laughed at him.

“No, I don’t,” the teacher said.

Ms. Dooligan was a big strong woman who probably lifted weights. She wore
a tight white T-shirt, which showed off her big arms, and bright shiny red shorts. On
her shirt, mascot she had the picture of a magician’s hat and above it the words,
‘Magician’s Academy’ and below it ‘Rabbits’; the mascot for the school. Her white
socks came up to her knees, and her sneakers matched the color of her shorts.

She had a big black whistle around her neck and when she blew it, the sound
was so loud everyone had to cover their ears.

Yelling at Throckton in a military voice, she ordered him, “Get in line, and
follow my instructions. We are doing stretches before we start to play games.”

“I hate playing games. Can I just sit on the bench over there and watch?”
Throckton asked, as he walked away from the class toward the benches.

“Get in line young man or you’ll find yourself someplace you don’t want to
be,” the teacher yelled at him.

“Whatevey’ Throckton said as he continued to walk toward the seats along
the wall to sit down.

Throckton didn’t listen to Ms. Dooligan. He decided he wasn’t going to
participate in the class. He was just going to sit and watch.

As he walked toward the seats along the wall, Ms. Dooligan raised her hand,
and said, “Flom, di, gastor, tra!”

When she did, Throckton flew backward until he hit the wall. He was about
halfway up the wall and he could not move. He was stuck onto the wall as if he was
on Velcro. He struggled to get loose, but he stayed right where he landed. The more
he struggled the worse it got.

“Let me down!” Throckton yelled flapping his arms and legs like a baby.

The other students laughed at him.

“Let me down or I’ll hurt someone!” Throckton threatened.
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Everyone just laughed at him louder.

“All right, I warned you!” Throckton screamed. “Dondo, corpi, asti, nanda!”

Nothing happened.

He yelled it again, “Dondo, corpi, asti, nanda!”

Still nothing happened.

His classmates just laughed and laughed.

Throckton was sure he had gotten the spell right this time.

Ms. Dooligan walked over to Throckton, looked up at him on the wall, and
said, “I have to inform you that your spells won’t work in this room. You can say
whatever you want, but nothing will work.”

She continued to explain to him, “When you’re ready to come down and join
the class, let me know. Otherwise you can stay up there all day for all I care.”

Throckton replied, “You think you’re so tough. When the headmaster finds
out what you’ve done to me, she’ll have your job.”

“That’s interesting. Maybe I’ll just tell her myself. That’ll save you the
trouble of making a fool of yourself again,” Ms. Dooligan informed him.

The class laughed.

“I’m serious. Let me down or someone is going to get hurt!” Throckton yelled
as loud as he could.

“Whatever,” the teacher said, and then she turned and walked away.

Throckton continued to yell and scream at the teacher, but she just ignored
him.

He watched the students play their games, and they all looked silly to him. He
never liked sports anyway.

He didn’t stop yelling and screaming, which eventually made his classmates
upset with him. They told him to shut up.

Finally, Ms. Dooligan said, “pondo, agla, oppa, do!”

He moved his mouth but nothing came out, so he kicked his legs against the
wall making even more noise.

After a while, Gore walked up to where he was hanging.

“Throckton, if you don’t stop, I’'m going to get really angry with you. Do you
remember what happens when I get angry? I don’t think you really want me to get
angry again, or do you?” Gore threatened him to stop.

Not wanting Gore to get angry, Throckton stopped. He hung on the wall with
his arms crossed in front of himself. He wasn’t going to give Ms. Dooligan the
satisfaction of apologizing.
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When the class was over, the children left the gymnasium but Throckton was
still on the wall. As soon as the room emptied, his voice came back

He waited for someone to come and help him, but no one came.

“Help, I need a little help here. Where did everyone go? I’'m getting hungry!”
Throckton yelled to an empty room.

Throckton remained hanging on the wall.

After what seemed like forever, Throckton finally said, “OK, I give up. I'm
sorry. Will you let me down so I can eat my dinner?”

Throckton fell to the floor with a thud.

“Ouch, that hurt,” he said, as he stood up and stretched his arms and legs.

He went to the locker room and changed into his regular clothes. When he
hung his P.E, clothes in his locker, they went back to normal. The sleeves returned
and the rips on the shorts were gone.

“That’s kind of cool,” Throckton said to himself. “But I liked them better the
way | fixed them.

By the time he got to the dining room, dinner was almost over. He wondered
iIf Malinda was going to send him to his room without eating again because he was
late.

Fortunately, Malinda let him eat.

There wasn’t much food left, so he put a few things on his tray and then sat
down alone at the table in the corner to eat.

Malinda stared at him most of the time with an unfriendly face. She was
obviously angry with him. He didn’t care. He was getting used to it.

After he finished eating, he walked around the school. At the end of the hall
that led from the cafeteria, he found a large sitting area. Several of the students were
sitting at tables studying. Some were watching a movie, while others were on their
computers. He didn’t stay long. The kids in the room didn’t even notice he was
there, or probably they were just ignoring him.

As he walked out of the room and down the hallway, he looked for his room.
No matter how hard he searched, he could not find the way to his room.

31



CHAPTER4

While Throckton was searching for his room, he ran into Gosling.

“Can you show me how to find my room?” Throckton asked. “It’s really
frustrating. I can never find my way around this place. It’s so confusing.”

As soon as he finished speaking, Gosling raised his hand and said, “Rafi, da,
andi, go.”

Immediately he was in his room again.

“I wish they would just let me find my own way around here,” Throckton
grumbled. “It’s so inconvenient to always have to find a teacher just to get to my
bedroom.”

He put his books on his bed and got ready to go to sleep.

When he came out of the bathroom, his textbooks were already opened to the
pages he was to do for his homework. However, Throckton decided he needed to
read the books from the beginning in order to catch up with his classmates. He felt
that if he read the books, he would be able to do more and better spells. That way,
once he had learned the spells, he could use them to escape from his prison.

He had come to the realization that he was trapped. He concluded it was more
like a prison and unless he did something, he was doomed to stay there for the next
four years.

This was his motivation. He had a purpose in his mind and he was not going
to fail.

He spent all night reading. He didn’t really enjoy the books, but he knew he
would be closer to his goal if he understood what the books were about.

He spent so much time that in the morning, when he looked up, he saw the
sunrise. It was beautiful. He had not slept at all.

Even though Throckton was tired, he got up to prepare for breakfast.

When he walked out of his room, he once again found himself in the dining
hall, only this time he was one of the first to arrive. He went through the line and
picked out an egg and a biscuit along with a glass of orange juice.
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As he sat eating his breakfast, still no one talked to him. It didn’t bother him.
He was thinking about the lessons in the books he had read the night before. He had
brought one of his books with him and read the next chapter while he ate.

He thought to himself, “If these spells are just the beginning level, what are
the advanced spells going to be like? | might actually be able to escape from this
place, if I could just learn more of them.”

His classes on the second day were again very boring for him. He slept most
of the time because he was so tired from being up all night. His teachers tried to
wake him, but he would just fall asleep again.

When he went to his P.E. class, he mostly sat on the floor doing nothing. Ms.
Dooligan kept yelling at him to join the class, but he had no energy.

After his P.E. class, Throckton thought he could get to his room by himself so
he raised his hand again, and said, ‘“Rafi, da, andi, go.”

Nothing happened.

Realizing he needed help to go to his room, he found Gosling and with his
help, he returned to his room. He began to study the books he started the night
before. He practiced the spells in his room to make sure he had gotten them right.

When dinnertime came, he was almost late. He took a plate of food and sat at
the table in the corner again. He had one of his books with him and read during his
meal.

After he ate, he had one of the teachers send him to his room to study. No one
was talking to him and his music player was missing, so he had nothing better to do.

It was pretty late when he finished the second book, so he didn’t get much
sleep that night either.

In his dreams, he practiced the spells in the books. He was confident that he
had learned them well enough to use them when he needed them. None of them
were very hard, but they weren’t what he was looking for. He knew he needed to
have stronger spells if he was going to escape.

His teachers had told him on the first day of class that he needed to
understand the basic spells before he could learn the more advanced ones. That
made sense to him. That was why he was studying so hard.

As he began to analyze the spells and their structure, he discovered that the
methods used in mathematical equations in fact did fit the context of the spells, just
like Mr. Stonegarten had said. The spells began to make more sense. It was like
learning a programming language. Once the basics functions were learned, the other
parts of the formula began to fill in the missing parts.
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The next day he felt like he was making progress. Even though he was not
doing much in the classroom himself, he began to pay more attention and watched
what went on during the class time. He began to understand what the kids were
doing. It was all beginning to make sense to him. This made learning from the books
a little easier.

It was now Friday night, so there were no classes the next day. Saturdays
were always a day of activities for the kids. They had games, singing, art classes,
and pottery lessons. There were many different things to do, but Throckton chose to
stay in his room and read the textbooks.

Throckton skipped breakfast and continued to read the third book. Although
the writing was boring, he knew he needed to learn all that he could. It was his only
way of escape.

When it was lunchtime, Throckton was feeling very hungry, so he walked out
of his room and entered the dining hall.

Just as he was about to get into line to pick up his food, he heard a voice
behind him call out his name. It was Malinda.

“Throckton, will you come here, please?” she requested.

Throckton turned and walked over to the table where she was sitting
wondering what he had done now.

“It’s nice to see you. What have you been doing? You didn’t come to
breakfast this morning. Are you feeling all right?” she asked.

“Yes ma’am, I’m fine. I was just doing some reading. I need to catch up with
the rest of the class, so I am studying the books from the beginning,” Throckton
answered.

“Really? I'm impressed. What have you learned so far?” she asked.

“Well, I can make that glass of yours turn into a blue bottle,” he answered.

“I’d like to see that. Please do it now,” Malinda acted surprised.

“Klond, soli, farma, addidi,” Throckton spoke the spell.

The glass turned into a beautiful blue bottle.

“That’s very impressive young man,” Malinda said smiling. “You’ve come a
long way in a very short time.”

Malinda stood up and addressed the students in the dining hall, “Throckton
has shown that he’s willing to learn. I remove the order not to talk to him. You may
speak to him whenever you want

Turning to Throckton, she said, “You are a first-year student. You may only
speak to an upper lever student if they talk to you first, do you understand?”’
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Throckton nodded in agreement and smiled a small grin, just to show a little
respect, and then went to get his food.

This time, when he sat at a table, the children didn’t leave

“So Throckton, how did you learn that spell?” one of the female first-year
students asked.

“I read it in one of the textbooks,” he answered.

“We haven’t learned that one yet. Is it in our book?” she asked him.

Ignoring the question Throckton turned and asked the pretty girl with long
brown hair and shiny bright brown eyes sitting on the other side of the table, “Who
are you? What is your name?”

She was surprised that he talked to her.

“My name i1s Varanda. So tell me, where did you learn that spell?” she
questioned.

“I’ve been reading our textbooks so I can catch up with the class. I guess |
read ahead a little,” Throckton answered quietly.

Throckton had noticed her before, but had been afraid to talk to her.
Especially since up until now no one was allowed to talk to him.

She was one of the prettiest girls Throckton had ever met. She dressed very
stylishly. Her hair was straight and long. She wore a ribbon in her hair to keep it
pulled back. She had on a light blue sweater and blue stretch pants. Her high-top
sneakers were pink which matched the color of the ribbon in her hair. She had a
sweet smile and when she talked, she leaned her chin on the palm of her hand. For
him, that was cute. He was surprised at the sparkle in her deep brown eyes

At first, he was unable to answer. He just stared at her. He thought for a
moment, and then continued, “In the fourth chapter, Yeah, it’s in the fourth chapter,
I think.”

“Fourth chapter? We’re only on the third. Why are you reading ahead?”
Varanda queried.

“Actually, I finished that book last night,” Throckton shocked his classmates
at the table.

“You read the entire book last night?”” she continued to question him.

“Well, no, I’ve been reading for the past four days. I’'m almost finished with
the third one,” Throckton responded. “I plan to finish all of them by the end of the
weekend.”

“You must really like to read,” commented one of the other students.

“No, not really. I just don’t like being behind,” Throckton stated confidently.
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He didn’t want to tell them the real reason why he was studying so hard.

For the rest of the day, Throckton was in his room studying the textbooks. He
practiced several of the spells over and over to make sure he remembered them and
that they worked.

After he finished reading the last of the three textbooks, he wanted to learn
more, but it was late, so he went to sleep

The next day was Sunday.

Even though Throckton was tired, he needed to find more information and
learn more spells.

While he was exploring the school to find where the library might be after
breakfast, he saw Mr. Klumpf in the hallway.

He ran up to him and asked, “Mr. Klumpf, would you please tell me where
the library is? I want to do some research for your class.”

Mr. Klumpf responded in his scratchy voice, “Really? You want to do extra
work? I would have never guessed that you would want to do that. ’'m impressed.”

He raised his hand, and said, “Rafi, da, andi, tabli.”

Then Throckton found himself at the front desk of the library.

“Sometimes being moved from place to place in this school is kind of cool,”
he said to himself. “I just wish I could do it myself.”

The librarian was a young woman with dark brown hair pulled back into a
long single braid, which hung gracefully down her back. She had on a white short-
sleeved blouse and a tight black skirt that reached to the top of her knees.

He went to her and asked, “How do I find books on a certain topic?”

“What topic are you looking for?” she asked.

“I’m not really sure,” Throckton replied, not wanting her to know the reason
for his trip to the library.

“Well, if you follow me I’ll show you the program on our computer that will
help you,” she said, as she took him to a row of computers on a long table that went
from one end of the library to the other.

Throckton sat down and the librarian showed him how to log onto the
computer. Then she showed him the tools he could use to do research on any topic
he wanted.

Throckton thanked her and then started to explore the programs.

To begin with, he watched the recorded lectures from his first-year classes.
He made many notes in the notebook he carried with him all the time. He spent
many hours in the library day after day.
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When he had finished watching all the lectures, he had a thought.

“What if I could get the second-year textbooks? Then | could study those as
well,” he said to himself.

He searched through the computer looking for the books he would need. After
searching for quite a while, he found the books for the second-year students.

The names of these books were:

Magic for Second-Year Students

Magic and How it Shaped Antiquity

Intermediate Magic Spells

When he clicked on the books, nothing happened. The screen said, “Access
Denied!”

He clicked on them again, and the same thing happened.

He went over to the librarian and asked her why he was not able to open the
books he was selecting.

“You’re a first-year student. You’ll need special permission to look at second-
year textbooks,” she replied.

“But I want to read the books so the first-year spells make more sense,”
Throckton insisted.

“As I said before, you’ll need special permission to look at second-year
textbooks,” she replied, expecting him to go away.

But Throckton continued, “How do I get permission?”’

“You’ll need to talk to Malinda. She’s the only one who can do that,” the
librarian answered, showing that she was getting irritated at Throckton’s persistence.

“OK, will you send me to see Malinda, please?” Throckton said a little
frustrated.

The librarian waved her hand and said, “Rafi, da, andi, abati.”

Suddenly he was in Malinda’s office in front of her desk.

Malinda looked up.

“What can I do for you Throckton?” she asked.

Throckton rambled, “Well, I was in the library and I wanted to look at the
second-year text books, but the librarian said I wasn’t allowed to see them. Then |
asked her why and she said I needed to get your permission. So now I’m here.”

“Why do you want to look at the second-year books?”” Malinda asked, while
she leaned forward wondering what his answer might be.

Thinking quickly for a good reason to study the books, he began, “I’m having
trouble understanding the spells in the first-year books. If | can read the second-year
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books, they might help me to understand them better. Please, let me read them.”

Malinda sat back in her chair to think.

“OK, Throckton. | was surprised when you turned my glass into a bottle. You
are working hard to catch up. I’'m impressed.

“I’m not really sure why you need the second-year books, but I’ll give you the
permission you are looking for.

“Give me just a second and then I’ll note it in the computer,” she updated the
records on her computer as she spoke.

“There, that should do it,” she said as she looked up at him.

“It’1l take a few minutes for the librarian to see the changes, so be patient,”
she advised him.

To send him back to the library, she waved her hand and said, “Rafi, da, andi,
tabli.”

He found himself in front of the librarian’s desk once again.

Throckton quickly told her, “Malinda has given me the permission I need to
read the second-year textbooks. If you look you should see my account has been
updated.”

Throckton was not very patient, He didn’t like waiting. He stood at the desk
in anticipation of the approval.

“I don’t see your permissions. You’ll just have to read the first-year books,”
the librarian stated, as she turned to continue her work sorting through the books
that needed to be returned to the shelves.

“No, look again. Malinda said it make take a few minutes for you to see the
changes,” Throckton leaned over the desk to see her screen.

The librarian moved the screen so Throckton could not see it and then she
looked up his file again.

“Ah, there it is. You shouldn’t have any problems now,” she said to him.

He went to his favorite computer and selected the books he wanted. They
floated down from where they were stored in the shelves around the room.

He opened the first book and began to read. The textbooks were better than he
thought. They were far more interesting than the first-year books had been. He
stayed in the library all day.

On Monday, in his first class, ‘Magic Spells Level 1°, he impressed the Ms.
Ronsordi by doing all the tasks she asked him to do. He was still bored, but he knew
If he pretended that he was excited, the teacher would like him. Then he would be
able to ask her to do things to help him when he needed them in the future.
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He did the same in all his classes. The other students began to ask him how to
do some of the spells they were learning, but he didn’t say much, nor did he do any
of the more advanced spells he knew. He didn’t want them asking him even more
questions. He had his secret plan and he wanted didn’t want anyone to know about
it.

“If you study harder, you’ll be able to the spells,” he told them.

Every night he went to the library and continued to study the level-two books
and listen to the lectures.

One night, while he was sitting in the library studying, he overheard some of
the students talking about how they were planning to escape.

He used one of the new spells he had learned to listen to what they were
saying.

He heard Gore talking.

“We need to find a way to get past Gosling. If we can do that, we have a good
chance of getting out of here. Does anyone have any ideas on how to get past him?”
Gore asked the other two students who were sitting with him.

Throckton changed his seat to be closer to them.

The three students became silent when he did.

“Don’t worry, I won’t say anything,” Throckton offered. “I heard what you
were saying about getting out of here. | have some ideas, if you are willing to
listen.”

A bit surprised at Throckton’s offer, Gore asked, “So what’s your idea?”

“We can cast a spell of sleepiness on Gosling when he’s alone. Then we can
take his keys and open the doors. It’s really simple,” Throckton shared his plan.

“A spell for sleepiness? Where did you learn a spell for sleepiness?”
Germania asked.

“I found it in the second-year book,” Throckton told them.

“How did you get a second-year book?” Gore asked very surprised.

“I got special permission from Malinda. I’ve been studying them for a few
days now. I’ve learned a lot, but I’'m having some problems getting a few of the
spells to work,” Throckton answered.

“There’s one problem with your theory,” Gore spoke up.

“What’s that?” Throckton asked.

“Don’t you know that first-year students can’t use spells outside of class?
They won’t work. We can only use the spells in the classroom or during study time.
Most of all we can’t use them on people, especially on Gosling,” Gore informed
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him.

Throckton sat back in his chair surprised at what they had just told him.

“There has to be a way to make those spells work,” he said to them.

Leaning forward, Throckton came up with another thought, “Wait, I have an
idea. Let’s find a second-year student who will help us!”

“How are we going to do that? We aren’t allowed to talk to second-year
students,” Gore reminded Throckton. “Besides, I’'m sure someone already thought
of your idea in the past.”

Not to be discouraged, Throckton offered a new plan, “Maybe the best way is
to get Gosling to trust us. When he’s not paying attention, we can steal the keys and
get out of here.”

“That’s silly. He has those keys on his belt for a reason. No one can get close
to him without him knowing it. He’s got a bubble around him that no one can get
through. You’re going to have to come up with a better plan than that,” Gore
informed him of the weaknesses of his ideas.

After that, the students in the group pretty much ignored him.
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(HAPTERD

Not feeling disheartened, Throckton began to work harder on his plan. He
would study all the material in the books as hard as he could. That way he would be
able to do the spells he needed. He would practice them over and over until he got
them just right.

He realized he needed to become a second-year student. Then he would be
able to talk to one of them to find out more information about how to use the spells
he was learning.

Throckton became obsessed with learning. So much so, the librarian became
frustrated with him because of all the questions he continued to ask and because he
was always last to leave every night.

He realized the spells he really needed were above his ability because the
ones he needed were more advanced than he had already learned, and they would
require more study. His teachers had told him he needed to have the basic spells
memorized before he could move on to the next level. This made sense to him. At
least he had learned something from the classes he was attending. He studied hard to
learn what he needed to know from level one and up.

He listened to all the lectures, watched the videos that explained magic, and
read the books from cover to cover. He took other books by other authors on the use
of magic and how to combine spells to make them more powerful.

His plan was coming together. It was just a matter of time until he would be
able to escape and go home.

When he felt he was ready to get the first step in his plan completed, he went
to Malinda and asked her help.

Just after breakfast during his third week at the school, he approached
Malinda and asked her a question.

“Malinda, if I can pass all of my first-year exams, would | be promoted to a
second-year student?” Throckton asked her.

“Well yes, that’s how it works. If you pass all the exams, we will promote
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you to a second-year student. Why do you ask?” she replied.

“You want to the take the final exams from the end of the year and not just
the tests for the midterm?” she asked.

“Yes, I want to take all of the exams to finish the first-year requirements. If |
pass them will I be promoted?” he asked. “May I take the exams now?”

Very surprised at his request, Malinda said to him, “We’ve only had a few
students request to take the exams early before, usually so they could leave the
school early, but | have never been asked to give the exams for the entire school
year before the midterms. You’ve only been here for three weeks. How do you think
you can pass the tests?”

“I’d like to try. May I take the tests, please?” Throckton begged Malinda.

“I’ll see what I can do, and I’ll let you know later,” Malinda answered
surprised at the request.” I’ll need to speak to your teachers about this.”

Continuing to talk to him, she said, “You surprise me Throckton. I never
thought you would be willing to work this hard. The librarian has told me that you
have been in the library every night, and she says you have not only been reading
the second-year textbooks, but also listening to the lectures and reading other related
books. Do you really think you are ready to take the exams?” she asked.

“Yes, and I would like to try to pass the second-year tests as well,” Throckton
added, which astonished her.

“Sec.. second , second-year tests as well!?” she stuttered in shock. “Now you
really surprise me. We have to take it one step at a time. If you pass your first-year
tests, then we’ll talk about it.”

The next day, at lunch, Malinda called Throckton over to her table.

“Your teachers are willing to let you take the tests tomorrow. If you pass
them, we’ll talk about the second-year tests. If you fail just one of the exams, you’ll
have to take the first-year classes for the rest of the year. Does that sound fair?”

“Yes, I can live with that,” Throckton replied.

The next day at breakfast, Malinda called Throckton to her table again.

“When you’re ready, I’ll send you to the library to take the exams. Gosling
will meet you there,” Malinda gave the news to him.

Throckton was excited. When he finished his breakfast, Malinda sent him to
the library.

Gosling greeted him and handed him the first test. Throckton went to one of
the tables and began answering the questions. Gosling was there to watch him, to
administer the written test, to evaluate his abilities in creating spells, and to prevent
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him from cheating.

It took most of the day, and when he was finished, Gosling congratulated him.

“You’ve done very well young man. I’m not sure about the scores on your
essays, but you did all the spells perfectly. We’ll let you know at dinner tonight how
you did.” Gosling said with a smile.

Throckton thanked Gosling for helping him.

Gosling sent him back to his room where he rested until it was dinnertime.

When he walked into the dining hall, the students stood up and clapped for
him. Malinda was standing at the front of the room.

“Throckton, come up here please,” she motioned for Throckton to join her.

Throckton went to the front of the room, and then Malinda began to speak, “I
want all of you to know that Throckton has passed all of his first-year exams. We
are promoting him to a second-year student,” she said to him while giving him a
piece of paper.

“With this certificate, you’ll be able to perform second-year magic as well as
take second-year classes.”

She smiled as she gave him the news.

Throckton had a perfect score in every class except Physical Education. He
never liked to do sports, but his score was high enough to pass.

“Now may I take my second-year exams?”” he asked.

The students in the room began to laugh.

Surprised at Throckton’s eagerness, she smiled, and said to him, “I’ll talk to
the second-year teachers to see what they say. If they all agree, we’ll do the same
thing as you did today.”

Throckton was nervous. He never liked to wait for anything.

The next day at breakfast, he ran up to Malinda.

Throckton asked out of breath, “What... did the... teachers say? Are they
going... to let me... take the tests?”

“I’ve talked to the second-year teachers and they’ll prepare the tests for you to
take. We’re all really surprised at you, but it will be a few days before we can give
you the tests.”

Continuing, Malinda asked, “Tell me, you’ve never even been in a second-
year classroom. What makes you feel like you can pass the exams?”

“I’ve been studying really hard. I’'m confident that I can pass the tests.
Thanks!” Throckton said.

Then he ran to the cafeteria line to get his food.
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While waiting to take the test, Throckton spent his time in the library reading
and practicing. When he was not in the library, he was in his room doing the same
thing.

A few days later, Malinda informed Throckton that the second-year teachers
had prepared the exams for him, and that he would be able to take them after
breakfast.

When he was done eating, Throckton asked Malinda to send him to the
library.

She raised her hand and said, “Rafi, da, andi, tabli.”

Once again, Gosling was there to watch Throckton take the tests and observe
his spells. By the end of the day Throckton was exhausted, but confident.

Gosling said to him, “Throckton, you amaze me. You have learned all the
spells and the required learning of a first and second-year student in less than four
weeks.”

After he thought for a moment, Gosling continued, “I’m puzzled as to why
you were sent here. You have an amazing memory!”

Throckton paused, and then replied, “Let’s just say I’ve got a motivation for
learning.”

The next day Malinda called Throckton to the front of the dining room again.

“Never in all my years at the Magician’s Academy have we had a student
pass two years of classes in the same year, much less in just five weeks. You’re an
amazing student. Once again, congratulations!” Malinda smiled at Throckton.

“You are now officially a third-year student. You’ll begin your classes
tomorrow, unless you want to test for the third-year exams. Do you?” she asked,
jokingly.

Replying with a grin on his face, he said, “Perhaps next week, I haven’t begun
reading those textbooks yet,”

The room filled with laughter.

Malinda smiled at him as she handed him the certificate that gave him the
rights to perform third-year spells.

Now he would be able to take the courses he needed to get to the next level. It
would bring him closer to his goal.

Many of the students in the school went over to his table to talk to him. They
all wanted to know how he had passed the tests so quickly. He was becoming very
popular.

Varanda and several other students spent a lot of time at his table listening to
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him tell about how he learned the lessons. She liked spending time with Throckton,
but because he was so busy, he hardly noticed her. He was just too focused on his
goal to have an interest in her, or anyone else, at that time.

All he told them was that he had studied hard and that he hadn’t used any
magic to learn. He just worked hard.

Even with all the attention, Throckton didn’t have any friends, and he liked it
that way. Friends were just a distraction.

Throckton preferred to be left alone, but it was not easy. The other students,
fascinated by his ability to learn so quickly, kept asking him questions. They wanted
to be like him.

After a while, he didn’t answer them. He basically ignored them, which made
them even more curious. He just wanted to finish what he had started.

Gore came over and sat at his table, and began to question Throckton.

“I see you are working hard to get out of here. At first I didn’t believe you
when you said you had a plan, but now I think you’re serious. Do you think your
plan is going to work?” he asked.

“I’ve still got a lot of work to do. I'll let you know what you can do to help
when the time comes. I realize I can’t do this on my own, and I’'m going to need
your help. It’ll be soon though, so don’t worry,” Throckton answered, looking
around to see if anyone was listening.

“For the time being, keep your distance. We don’t want anyone to be
suspicious. You’re not supposed to be talking to a third-year student, you know. |
don’t want anyone to know what we are planning,”

After finishing his meal, he went back to his studies. He looked up the books
he needed for his new classes and found them on the computer, but when he
requested them, he got an error once again.

It said, ‘Access Denied’.

Frustrated, Throckton went to the librarian and asked why he wasn’t able to
get the books he wanted.

“You’re a second-year student now. You’re not authorized to have them yet,”
the librarian said, not even looking up from what she was doing. Wait until you are a
third-year, and then you can access them.”

Throckton didn’t give up easily.

“I am a third-year, look it up,” Throckton demanded.

Looking up at Throckton visibly disturbed, she replied, “Now you’re really
trying to trick me, Throckton. Please don’t bother me anymore. I’m tired of all your
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questions. Can’t you just be like the other kids?”

Now Throckton was getting upset.

He demanded, “Look it up. I am a third-year now. If you don’t believe me,
look it up on your computer.”

Throckton continued to stand at the desk. He would not take no for an answer.

Realizing that Throckton was not going to go away, she responded to him,
“OK, if it’ll make you happy, I’ll look it up. Will you go away if I look it up for
you?”’

She was irritated at Throckton’s insistence that she do what he asked.

When she looked up his records, she was surprised to find out that he was in
fact a third-year student.

There was a pause as she looked at her computer, and then a look of surprise
came over her face.

“How did you do that? Did you use magic to change my computer?” she said
in a shocked tone looking up at Throckton.

Throckton replied to her, “You know the computers are locked from magic. If
a first-year student could modify them, everyone would be changing their scores.

“I took the exams for the second-year classes this past week when you were
on vacation, and I passed them. Don’t you remember that I was taking exams with
Gosling? Why do you think I’ve been in here every day?” he posed the question to
her.

She answered, “I knew you took the tests, but no one told me that you had
passed them. Just a minute, I’1l update your profile.”

There was a pause as she typed something on her terminal, and then she said
apologetically, “I’m sorry. You should now have access to the books you need.”

Throckton was happy and went to his favorite seat, logged onto the computer,
and on the screen, he saw the titles to the books he needed.

The books he found were:

Modern Magic

Advanced Theory of Magic

Upper Intermediate Magic Spells

When he clicked on the titles of the books, they floated down to the table in
front of him.

Throckton continued to stay as late as he could in the library every day. He
studied the textbooks and other related books. He watched the videos of the lectures
from the archives. He was getting excited. The new spells he was learning had great
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potential for him to complete his plan. His memory was becoming full of facts and
information. When he was in his bedroom, he practiced his skills, and at night, he
dreamed about the spells and of how he could use them to make his escape. The new
spells were so much better. They would come in handy when he planned his
getaway.

Soon he would be on his way home and out of the prison. It was like the story
he had read in the newspaper when he was younger about an escape from the
national prison. If he were successful in his plan, he would write a book about how
he had escaped from the Magicians Academy. He was sure it would be a best seller!

The next day Throckton went to his first class with the third-year students.
The name of the class was ‘Modern Magic’.

He laughed when he met his teacher. Her name was Ms. Waterspell. She was
anything but modern. She had long brown hair that looked like it should have been
brushed a long time ago. Her green pants were tight at the top and had big bells at
the bottom. She wore a red flower in her hair, and her tight blouse was yellow which
had short sleeves.

Throckton almost laughed aloud because he thought she looked so funny. She
reminded him of pictures he saw of people during the time of the hippies in the late
1960’s.

When he looked around the room it was more like the classrooms he was used
to from his other schools. On the walls of the room were pictures of famous
magicians. As he looked at them, he was surprised to see a picture of his father.

Throckton asked the teacher, “Who is this?”

Ms. Waterspell walked over to where Throckton was standing and looked at
the picture.

“Oh, that’s Bedford. He was here several years ago. He was so much trouble
when he first arrived, but when he met his girlfriend, everything changed. He
became one of the best students we have ever had,” Ms. Waterspell informed
Throckton. “Why do you ask?”

“He just looked familiar to me, that’s all,” Throckton responded.

He didn’t want her to know that he was Bedford’s son. He was sure it would
only cause more problems for himself.

(Unknown to him, all of the teachers knew who his father was.)

Now he knew that his father had attended the Magician’s Academy, but he
had never told Throckton. It began to make sense to him why he was there.

Throckton thought to himself, “I wonder why he never told me that he had
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been here. I’'m going to have to ask my dad why he was here the next time I see
him.”

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t want any of the other students to know his
dad had been there before him.

The desks were older than in the other rooms. They were made of wood and
had a writing surface attached to the seat.

He enjoyed reading the names carved into the wood by students from a long
time ago. If Throckton had had a knife, he would have carved his name into the
wood as well. He thought about taking one from the cafeteria, and then he would be
able to add his name. However, Ms. Waterspell warned him and the class that they
would get into serious trouble if they were to do that.

The students in this class treated him worse than those in the first-year grade
had been. They totally ignored him. They didn’t want him in their class and they
made it very clear he was not welcome. However, it didn’t bother him much. He
knew he wasn’t going to be there much longer. He was going to make his great
escape when the time was right. He had almost all of the spells he needed, and he
had spent many hours writing the plans down in his notebook.

Throckton tried to listen in class but it was a little boring, so he didn’t
participate very much. He knew that if he read the textbooks, listened to the lectures,
and practice the spells, he could pass the exams and then move on to the fourth-year
classes. It was only a matter of time before his plan would work.

During the lessons, he sat back in his chair and fell asleep. Ms. Waterspell
was not that boring; it was just that Throckton was not getting much sleep. She tried
to keep him awake by throwing things at him and yelling his name, but he just
drifted off to sleep again.

The second period was called ‘Advanced Theory of Magic’. The teacher in
this class was funny. The lesson was more interesting and Throckton got very
interested in what the teacher was saying.

His name was Mr. Yoslynn. This teacher was the most normal of the teachers
in the school. He was in his mid-thirties and had short light brown hair. He wore a
button-down shirt that wasn’t tucked into his stylish blue jeans. He usually had a
day’s growth of beard, and he had a nice smile. The entire class enjoyed his style of
teaching. He was friendly and asked many questions, most of which Throckton
could not answer. This made him even more curious.

The desks were arranged in a circle with the teacher’s desk part of it. During
the class, either the teacher sat on his desk, or he walked around the classroom
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interacting with the kids. Throckton found the class to be the best he had ever
attended. He amazed himself by staying awake for most of it.

Third period came and things went back to being boring. Mrs. Abramdon was
an older woman whom Throckton thought should have given up teaching years
before. She looked like she could be his grandmother.

Mrs. Abramdon was short and fat. She wore gray stretch pants that showed
every bump. She had a black sweatshirt with the name of her college on the front,
which she was constantly pulling down over the top of her pants. Her gray hair was
down to her shoulders, and she was always pushing her hair out of her face. So, she
was either pulling down her sweatshirt or pushing her hair out of her face. It was a
bit comical to watch her. Other than that, she was rather plain in her appearance.

This classroom was set up in a very traditional manner. The desks were in
neat rows and the teacher had assigned seats.

On the first day in the class, and after sitting in a seat at the back of the room,
Throckton had to move to another seat. He was told by the teacher where to sit, in
the front row. He didn’t like sitting in the front row. He preferred the back where he
could sleep.

The name of the class was ‘Upper Intermediate Magic Spells’. The title
sounded interesting, but the teacher’s voice was so soft it kept putting him to sleep.

Mrs. Abramdon kept hitting Throckton on the back of the head to get his
attention. His classmates laughed every time.

Throckton would look up at her and say, “What did you do that for?”

She never answered.

On many occasions, he found himself in front of Malinda. She had a talk with
him every time and sent him back to the room. Things didn’t change much.

Throckton tried hard to pay attention, but she was just too boring.
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(CHAPTER 6

After lunch, it was back to the gymnasium.

Throckton had decided it was better to join the class rather than hang on the
wall. He didn’t try very hard, which made the other students angry with him, but at
least Ms. Dooligan was not angry at him anymore.

He thought to himself, “It doesn’t matter. I’'m not going to be in this school
much longer, anyway.”

Three weeks after taking the first and second year exams, he asked Malinda if
he could take the third-year test.

“Are you sure?” she replied. “You have only been studying eight weeks.
What makes you think you are ready for the third-year exams?”” Malinda questioned
him. “Plus, you have not been paying attention in your classes. I’'m not sure you are
ready.”

“If I don’t pass the third-year test, I won’t ask again. I'll stay in the third-year
classes and take the exams at the end of the year. OK?” Throckton made a deal with
Malinda.

“I will see what I can do, but I can’t guarantee what they will say,” she
answered.

After speaking to his teachers, Malinda arranged for Throckton to take the
tests two days later. Most of them didn’t like the idea, because Throckton didn’t do
much in their classes. They said he couldn’t be ready. He was not applying himself,
but when Malinda told them he would stay in the third-year if he didn’t pass every
test, they finally agreed.

The teachers had a meeting and planned to make the test so difficult there
would be no way that he could pass. They wanted to teach him a lesson since he
never paid any attention in their classes. It took them over a week to prepare the
exams.

Throckton didn’t like that he had to wait so long, but he agreed.

To make the time go by quicker, he studied hard for the test every night in the
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library, just like before.

On the day of the test, once again Gosling was there to administer the test and
watch him do his spells.

Throckton was in the library taking his exams all day. The students walked
past the door to listen, but when the teachers saw them in the hallway, they yelled at
them, “Get to your classes NOW!”.

The tests included a long essay, answering multiple-choice questions,
performing spells, answering oral questions, and recognizing spells that Gosling did
for him.

It was the hardest thing Throckton had ever done. Many of the questions were
written in a way that made them difficult to understand. They asked him questions
about things he had not studied, but it didn’t matter to him. He used his logic and
mathematical skills to figure them out. He had also read additional books and many
of the answers he remembered from them. He felt proud.

When Throckton was finished, he was exhausted but smiling.

“I think I did well on the test, what do you think, Gosling?”” he asked him.

“From what I can tell, I think you passed everything. I’'m not sure if you got
100%, but I think you passed. We’ll let you know at dinner tonight,” Gosling said in
amazement at what Throckton had just done.

Throckton asked if he could go to his room so he could rest until dinner.

Gosling sent him to his room, he said, “Rafi, da andi, go.”

After putting his things away, Throckton lay on his bed with his hands behind
his head. He looked up at the ceiling and took a deep breath.

He said in a soft voice, “I’m almost there! As soon as I pass the fourth-year
tests, I’ll have all the spells I need to get out of here.”

He dozed off and slept until it was time for dinner.

When he walked into the dining room, everyone stood up and clapped for him
again. Malinda had already announced that he had passed his third-year tests after
only eight weeks of studying.

“Throckton, come here please,” Malinda asked him.

He walked to the front of the room.

“Throckton is now a fourth year. If he passes his tests at the end of the year,
he will have completed all four years in less than one. We are so very proud of you
Throckton!” Malinda complimented him.

She gave him his certificate so he could study for the fourth-year classes.

She had one more announcement to make.
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“Today is a special day. Today Throckton has a birthday. He’s fifteen years
old. Shall we all wish him a happy birthday?”

Malinda began to sing and the room filled with the sound of singing. It wasn’t
very good, but it was for Throckton.

Throckton turned a little red from embarrassment. He had never felt like that
before.

When they finished singing, he asked Malinda, “May I go to my room now?”

In a second, he was in his room.

Lying on his bed, he had tears in his eyes. He had never been away from
home on his birthday before. None of his family was there to wish him a happy
birthday. This made him very upset, but he realized it was just another reason to
leave.

All that he had been studying went through his head.

“Maybe it will work now. Maybe [ won’t have to wait until I finish the fourth
year. | think I have all the spells | need. Right now may be the best time to get out of
this prison and go home,” Throckton began to make his plan into effect.

While lying on his bed, he began to plan his next step. He didn’t want to stay
in the prison another day longer than he had to. If he could get out now, why not try.
He wondered if he had enough spells to do his plan. He opened his notebook and
checked each step he had written in the book.

Speaking aloud to himself, he said, “This is going to work!”

A little while later, after he washed his face and calmed down, he went back
to the dining room to eat. He went through the line and took the food he wanted.
Then he sat down by himself.

When he looked over at Gore, they made eye contact, and then Throckton
nodded his head at him. That was the signal. The plan was going to start soon.

Gore nodded back at him and left his table, taking his tray to the kitchen.

After dinner, Throckton returned to the library, not to study, but to meet with
Gore, Germania, and two other students, Filmore and Tomlin. They met in a small
study room on the side of the library.

The others were already there when Throckton walked in and sat down. He
began to speak. They listened carefully in anticipation to every word of the plan
Throckton had made.

“I think I’ve got the perfect spells to get out of here. If the four of you will
help me, we should get out of here in no time. So here is my idea...” Throckton
showed the group the drawings and plans in his notebook and what each member of
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the group would need to do.

They decided to wait until the weekend when things were the quietest before
they began to execute the plan. Throckton convinced them he had learned enough
spells to succeed.

The others became excited. If they could get out of the school, they would
also go home to see their families.

Now, that he was a fourth-year student, the spells he was learning were much
stronger. Even though he had not finished any of the books yet, he felt very
confident the spells he did know would be good enough to finish what they had
started.

During the week, before making their escape, Throckton attended the fourth-
year classes, but once again he didn’t pay much attention. He had other more
important things on his mind to think about.

The fourth-year classes were very different. As had happened before, the
students pretty much ignored Throckton.

These classes were called:

Advanced Magic Spells

Magic and How It Will Shape the Future

Fun with Magic

Of the three, ‘Advanced Magic Spells’ sounded the most interesting.

Ms. Forestday, the teacher, was a young woman who had a lot of energy. She
was not very tall, but she had a big voice. She had short curly blonde hair, which she
constantly brushed back from her face. Her skin was dark and her eyes were brown.
She wore a blue hoodie with the name of the school on the front. She liked to wear
blue jeans and sneakers. She was almost like one of the kids. She knew her spells
very well and she was a good teacher.

Her classroom was very relaxed. The desks were scattered around the room in
groups of three or four. The students practiced their lessons in these small groups.
There was a lot of laughter in the room, especially when someone made a small
mistake.

Once, when Throckton tried to do a spell, he made a mistake and caused a fire
that almost burned the classroom. This didn’t make his teacher very happy with him,
but he thought it was funny.

He made another visit to Malinda’s office.

Mr. Livinster taught the second class of the day. The class was called ‘Magic
and How It Will Shape the Future’.
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Mr. Livinster was an older man. He was bent over at the so waist he had to
look over the top of his glasses to see anyone. His hair was dark brown, which was
obviously dyed, and he had a full long white beard that hung from his chin. He wore
a gray button-down sweater and black slacks. He had several pens and pencils in a
pocket protector in the pocket of his yellow shirt under his sweater that made
bumps; sometimes they fell out onto the floor. His shoes were white running shoes
with a bright blue logo on the side.

His eyebrows were white and very long, which made it look like he had wings
on his eyes. He was nice and his class was interesting, but Throckton didn’t pay
much attention. As usual, he slept a lot.

‘Fun With Magic’ was not as fun as the name said it was going to be. The
idea of the class was to try to modify spells and make them do something different.

Mrs. Gronsby was okay. She had a big smile and enjoyed her students very
much. She was not as old as some of the teachers in the school.

She was married and had four children. She always told her classes that her
children would attend the Magician’s Academy when they were old enough.

She liked to wear a nice blouse, slacks, and a blazer. She usually had a stylish
scarf around her neck. Her hair was always pulled back into a ponytail, which
showed off the pearl earrings in her ears. All of this made her a very sophisticated
lady.

In her class, the students were encouraged to create their own spells. Every
day, one of the children would go to the front of the classroom and demonstrate a
spell they had created.

One of the spells that really impressed Throckton was when a boy turned
himself invisible. Throckton asked the boy after the class if he would teach it to him,
but the boy said, “No”, and walked away.

Throckton thought it would be the perfect spell to help him get out of the
school, so he was disappointed.

In Physical Education, Throckton continued to do as little as possible.

It was now Friday night and the plan was going to go into action. Since none
of the students knew how to get out of their rooms at night, Throckton and the
others decided to meet in the student study center after dinner.

They watched a movie together and acted as if they were having a little party.

The student center was empty except for Throckton and his friends.

Gosling walked up and asked, “So Throckton, it looks like you have finally
made some friends. I’'m glad to see that. What are your plans?”
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“We’re just going to hang out, watch a movie, and have some food. Nothing
special,” Throckton answered. “I haven’t done anything for my birthday yet.”

Gosling commented to him, “As you know, normally a fourth-year student is
not allowed to spend time with first-year students, but since you were their
classmate before, I’ll let you have your little party. But this will have to be the last
time, OK?”’

Throckton nodded his head in agreement.

Gosling said in a nice way, “I’ll come back in a little while and send you to
your rooms. Have fun!”

Germania spoke up and asked, “Gosling, is there any left-over food in the
kitchen? We are starving and we were wondering if there was some food we could
eat; it would make the party more fun.”

“I’1l see what I can do,” Gosling said as he walked away.

He headed down the hallway toward the kitchen.

Throckton followed Gosling and as soon as the corridor was dark enough, he
threw a spell at Gosling. “Flo, da, ga, bendali!”

Gosling was not expecting it, so when the spell hit him he fell to the ground
unable to move.

The spell had worked!

Throckton ran up and tried to take the keys from Gosling’s belt. When he
reached down, his hand got a shock. He tried again, and the same thing happened.

“Now Gosling, that isn’t very nice,” Throckton said to Gosling and then said,
“Be, dori, gon, dasti!”.

Throckton reached down and took his belt of keys from his waist.

Gosling’s face showed how surprised he was.

“Sorry about that Gosling. It’s nothing personal. I just need to get out of here,
and these keys will be my ticket. The spell won’t last too long, so | hope you sleep
well,” Throckton said to Gosling who was staring up at him in a threatening way,
yet he was unable to speak or move.

The others got very excited.

“Wow, that worked! You really do know your spells, don’t you!” Gore
complimented Throckton.

Throckton just smiled in pride at what he had just done to Gosling

Following Throckton, they went to the first door they came to on the far side
of the room. None of them knew where it went. No one was allowed to go there.

Throckton took one of the keys from the belt and tried it in the door. It
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worked. The door opened slowly making a grinding sound like the door had not
been opened for a very long time. All of them had to push to open it far enough for
them to squeeze through.

Once they were on the other side, the door slammed shut with a loud echoing
sound.

Behind the door was a long dark passage they had never seen before.

“Gordi, san, tee, bah,” Throckton created a spell to light up the room.

“That spell is really cool,” Gore said.

The others were once again impressed by his skills.

They went slowly and quietly down the hallway, until they came to another
door with a symbol of an eagle on it. It was locked.

Throckton took the first key he came to and pushed it into the lock in the
middle of the door. Once again, the first key he used opened it as well.

“Wow, we’re really lucky. We haven’t had to search for a key yet,” Gore
commented.

This opened into a large room. It looked like it was the room where
Throckton first met Malinda. They crossed to the other side of the room where they
found three doors side by side.

They decided to open the third door.

The third door was much bigger than the first. The first key they chose
opened the door yet again.

As the door opened, they could smell the night air come rushing in. Excitedly
they opened the door and looked out across the mountains. The moon was bright in
the sky and reflected off the snow on the mountaintops.

As the looked down, they realized there was a big problem. The problem was
that the door opened to a steep valley, and there was no way to get to the other side.

“There must be a drawbridge or something to get across. Do you have any
ideas?” Gore asked Throckton, as he searched for a way to get across the valley.

“Let me try a spell. I think I can make a bridge for us to cross,” Throckton
said with confidence.

Throckton thought for a moment, and then said “Agar, doni, swasa,
gondordi,”

Nothing happened.

“Maybe you should say it louder.” Germania suggested.

“AGAR, DONI, SWASA, GONDORDI!” Throckton yelled.

Nothing happened. Still they were at the door.
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“I have an idea. I'll do a spell that will carry us across to the other side,”
Throckton said as he pondered for a solution to the problem.

“Are you sure it will work?” Germania asked. “I don’t want to fall all the way
to the bottom.”

Germania and the others looked down into the deep abyss.

“You go first and then when you are on the other side, you can bring us to
you,” Germania suggested.

“OK, I think I’ve got it. Don’t worry, it will work,” Throckton began. “Abli,
nas, ondo, slabdi!”

Suddenly they were in a very different place.

They looked around. They were in another hallway they had never seen
before.

“Oops, I may have gotten that spell wrong,” Throckton said a little
sheepishly.

There was a door in front of them. When they looked behind them, the
hallway seemed to go on forever.

“Should we go through that door?”” asked Germania.

“I don’t know what else to do,” Throckton answered.

The first key they tried opened the door once again.

“Maybe there is only one key for all these doors,” Throckton commented. “I
wonder why he has so many on his belt?”

“Maybe just to fool us into thinking that he is a very important person,” Gore
suggested.

A dim light shown through the crack of the door as it opened. They opened
the door slowly and walked into a beautifully decorated room.

There was a large window to the left with blue drapes that reached to the
ground. The room was not very bright since the light was coming from a single
candle on a table next to the window.

What they saw next scared them so much they were unable to speak. It was
Malinda. They had walked into her room.

Throckton could only say, “Oops, uh-oh.”

This was not what they had expected at all. As one might expect, Malinda
didn’t look happy. Standing next to her was Gosling. They had watched silently as
the five students entered the room.

She never said a word. She just stared at them with a very angry look.

After looking at them in disgust, Malinda finally spoke up, “Do you think we
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didn’t know what you’ve been planning? Do you really think that we’re that
stupid?”

Looking right at Throckton, Gosling said, “Throckton, you know what? I
think youare the stupid little man!”

He remembered what Throckton had said to him on the day he first arrived at
the Magician’s Academy.

“I’m going to send you somewhere while I think about what we are going to
do next,” Malinda said, as she raised her hand and said, “Flo randi son distal!”

Throckton found himself in another small room where he could not stand up
nor turn around. It was different this time. Instead of getting hot, he was getting very
cold. The box was made of ice.

He could hear the voices of his companions screaming. Some said they were
hot while others said they were cold.

Throckton heard the others as they screamed and begged to get out. He heard
them apologize and then one by one the voices went away, until he was the last one.

“It’s OK. I can take this. I don’t like it, but I know you won’t kill me. You
would have to answer to too many people if you killed me. My parents will sue your
school if you do!”” Throckton yelled out in defiance.

“You can stay in there as long as you like, Throckton, and you’re correct, we
won’t kill you, but you won’t be very comfortable,” Malinda informed him. “See
you in the morning,” Malinda’s voice came through the silence.
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(CHAPTER/

Throckton struggled to find a position that was comfortable, but he got so
cold he finally had to give up. He could not feel his hands or his feet. His nose was
running and he could not wipe it.

“OK, I’'m sorry, nowcan I get out of here?” Throckton yelled.

Nothing happened.

He said it again and again.

He was still in the box.

Throckton tried all the magic spells he could think of, but none of them
worked.

All night he remained in the box of ice.

Suddenly in the morning, he found himself in the middle of the dining hall, on
the floor, covered in ice. He could not move because his legs were so cold.

When he looked up, he saw standing at the table with the teachers were Gore,
Germania, Filmore, and Tomlin.

He guessed that they must have been spies and they had been working for the
teachers all along. It made him very upset, but he was unable to speak because he
was so cold. However, his eyes told them what he was thinking.

“Get up Throckton!” Malinda screamed at Throckton, showing her anger at
him.

Throckton slowly got up off the floor. As he did, he looked around at all of
the other students in the school. They were all staring at him, and there was silence
in the room.

“Throckton, what you have done is very serious. Therefore, according to the
contract you signed before you entered the Magicians Academy, you are to be
punished,” Malinda said to him.

“Contract? What contract? I never signed a contract,” Throckton said
defensively, while rubbing his hands together trying to get warm.

Malinda showed him the contract with his signature, and replied, “You signed
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this agreement before you came here. Your father sent it to us along with your
application and fees.”

Looking at the contract, Throckton said, “I signed this to make my father
happy. | never read it.”

“That’s not our problem. When you signed it, you agreed to complete all of
your classes and to maintain a good standing in the school. It says that if you
purposely break any of our rules, you’ll be punished,” Malinda showed him the
paragraph.

“The consequences are spelled out very clearly. It says that if you don’t abide
by the agreement, you may be sentenced to the mines for as long as you live. You
signed this, so you are subject to it,” Malinda explained.

“I just signed it to make my dad happy. | thought if | signed it, then he
wouldn’t send me here,” Throckton answered.

Continuing, he said quietly, “But as you know, that didn’t work out quite the
way | planned it. As a matter of fact, nothing else has either. I wish | had never
come here!”

He hung his head down in frustration.

There was a pause of silence in the room.

Then Malinda continued, “Again, that’s not our problem. According to your
contract with us, you have the right to a trial. If you are found guilty, you’ll be
sentenced to the mines. You’ll never be a magician, you’ll never see your family,
you’ll be a miner forever and ever,”

Visibly frightened, he didn’t know what to say or do.

Throckton tried to think of a spell that would change his situation, but nothing
came to his mind. All he could do was stand there and listen.

“Let the trial begin!” Malinda spoke loudly while she moved behind the long
table at the front of the room.

“Our first witness is Gosling. Please take the seat for questioning,” Malinda
instructed him.

Gosling stood up and then climbed up into the questioning seat. He turned
around and faced Malinda.

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?”
Malinda asked Gosling.

“I do,” he responded.

“So, Gosling, how long have you known Throckton?” Malinda questioned
him.
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“I met him on his first day at the school,” he replied.

“And what were your first impressions of him?” she continued.

“I found him to be rude, inconsiderate, and insolent,” he answered.

“Did your opinion of him change while he has been here?” she asked.

“Not really. I have been impressed by how hard he has worked and how good
his memory is,” Gosling began. “But since I became aware that he was planning to
try to escape, I knew he was going to get into big trouble soon enough.”

He looked over at Throckton, and said, “I just let him think he was going to
get away with it.”

“Do you think he broke his agreement in the contract he signed to enter our
school?”” she questioned.

“Absolutely. No one in the history of this school has ever broken more rules,
been more uncooperative, scheming, and disrespectful than he has. He does not try
to make friends and sleeps all day in class. He has never wanted to be here and he
has never wanted to make an effort to participate in any activities,” Gosling said
without hesitation. “He has been a big problem ever since he got here.”

“Thank you Gosling. You may step down now,” Malinda directed Gosling to
leave the chair.

“I would like to call the librarian to the stand. Please come forward,” Malinda
said to the librarian who was also sitting at the table.

The librarian walked over to the chair and sat down.

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?”
Malinda asked the librarian.

She responded with a simple, “I do.”

“What are your impressions of Throckton? What kind of person do you think
he 1s?”” Malinda asked the librarian.

“I would have to say Gosling did a good job of describing him. Although I
might add, | did notice he was always trying to convince other students to follow
him in his plan to escape. He has been a bad influence on the school and he needs to
g0,” she finished.

The librarian left the chair and returned to her seat at the table.

“I call Ms. Dooligan to testify,” Malinda said in a strong voice.

Ms. Dooligan sat in the chair.

“Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth?”
Malinda asked Ms. Dooligan.

She responded, “I do.”
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“Ms. Dooligan, tell me, what is your impression of Throckton?” Malinda
posed the question to her.

She looked over at Throckton, and then she looked back at Malinda.

“Throckton has not wanted to do much in my class. He is disruptive and
disrespectful. The other children do not like him. He doesn’t want to be a part of my
class and he doesn’t want to be a part of this school. He should be punished. I have
never voted for a student to be sent to the mines before, but in this case | think it is
the correct thing to do,” Ms. Dooligan finished.

One by one, the teachers sat in the questioning seat. Each of the teachers said
pretty much the same thing. It was not going well for Throckton.

Throckton was not comfortable. He didn’t like what they were saying about
him, but he had no defense. What they were saying was true and he knew it, but still
he didn’t care. He just wanted to go home.

“Is there anyone who would like to say something in defense of Throckton?”
Malinda asked.

To everyone’s surprise, Gosling stood up to speak on behalf of Throckton.

“One thing I have to say. No student has ever worked as hard to pass their
exams than he has. You should all take a lesson from him. If any of you worked half
as hard, you would be much more successful. Think about it.”

Gosling sat down after speaking.

Varanda, a first-year student, stood up to speak.

She said, “It’s not fair. Throckton was set up to fail. No one told him that he
was being watched, and no one tried to stop him. | feel he was trapped. Why didn’t
the four students who were with him tell him the truth? And, why aren’t they on trial
as well? They were part of the plan.

“Also, they broke the student trust we all try to abide by — you know, the
unspoken rule of ‘Student Brotherhood’.”

Malinda responded, “‘The Brotherhood of Students’ is not under
consideration here. That is not part of our culture. Since the contract clearly states
exactly what the rules are concerning this situation, we have no other choice than to
follow the contract he signed. Student loyalty is not what is on trial today.

“As far as the other students are concerned, they will be punished for their
part in all of this, but for right now, we are dealing with Throckton. He has broken
almost every rule.”

Varanda sat down and crossed her arms. She was not happy with Malinda’s
response.
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“Is there anyone else who would like to speak for Throckton?” Malinda asked
again.

The room was silent. No one else spoke.

Turning to Throckton, she asked, “Do you have anything to say for yourself?”

“All T can say is that I don’t remember what the contract said. I don’t feel I
should be held to it,” Throckton answered. “I just want to go home.”

“That doesn’t change the agreement,” Malinda told him. “You signed it. You
are responsible to it.”

Malinda turned to the teachers and asked, “I’ll now ask for a vote from the
teachers. How many of you say we should send Throckton to the mines?”

Every one of the teachers raised their hands.

“Now that the teachers have voted, I will now ask the students. How many of
you students feel the judgment of the teachers is fair?”” she put the question to the
students in the room.

Every hand went up except one. It was Varanda.

“With only one objection we agree that Throckton should be sent away,”
Malinda gave the verdict of the vote.

“Nobody here has likes me anyway. I’ll show all of you!” Throckton shot
back, and in a flash, he disappeared.

* K* * K K o o el x Kx K *x

He looked around and realized he was in a very different place. It wasn’t as
confining as the box had been, but the place was dark. He had never experienced
anything like this before. He was soon to learn it wasn’t going to be fun either.

He found himself standing in front of a very big man who had a long whip in
his hand. It was hot in the mines, so he didn’t have a shirt on. His muscles were
large and his face didn’t have a smile.

He looked down at Throckton and said, “I’ve been expecting you. Based on
your reputation, I thought you would have arrived much sooner. | have a lot of work
for you to do,” he informed Throckton.

“My reputation?” Throckton asked.

The big man answered, “Yes, I hear about all of the students in the academy.
When | hear about someone like you, | know it’s only a matter of time before you
arrive here. You won’t be alone. There are many others here in the mines who were
like you when they were in school and who have been sentenced to work with me.

“My name is Dron and I’m the overseer here. You will do as I say or you’ll
feel the pain of my whip on your back. Do you understand?” Dron posed the
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question to Throckton while looking down at him.

“Yes sir,” 1s all he could muster.

The big man who was in front of him seemed to be serious. Throckton was
really scared for the first time in his life.

Dron called his assistant, Cropter, to take Throckton to his place in the mines.

“Cropter, take Throckton to his new job. Show him what he’s to do. Make
sure he understands everything. I don’t want any excuses from him. I’'m expecting
him to work as hard as any of the other workers. Do you understand me?”” Dron
asked Cropter.

“Yes sir. I’ll do as you ask,” Cropter responded while showing respect to
Dron.

Cropter took Throckton down a long tunnel that was very dark. Except for the
light on Cropter’s helmet, he could not see anything at all.

“What is this place?” Throckton asked.

“Didn’t they tell you?” Cropter answered.

“Well, they told me I was going to the mines, but I don’t know what that
means,” Throckton answered.

“This 1s the consequence of your actions in the school. Your contract you
signed was quite clear about that,” Cropter started to explain.

“I told them I never read the contract. | have no idea what is happening or
why I’m here,” Throckton looked for sympathy from Cropter.

“You won’t get far with me kid. Your parents sent you to this school for a
reason. It was up to you to figure that out,” Cropter answered him. “Now you are
here to work. I will give you your tools as soon as you meet the other workers. |
hope you work hard so Dron doesn’t have to punish you.”

After walking a little farther, Copter stated, “I hear you are a fast learner. That
be won’t be very useful for you here. We only need hard workers.”

“What are we mining for here?”” Throckton asked.

“You don’t need to know that. You just need to dig. We’ll take care of the
rest,” Cropter replied. “I suggest that you don’t get lazy. Dron doesn’t like lazy
people. It will be much harder on you if you decide not to go along with our rules.”

His first day in the mines was the most miserable day of his life. It was even
worse than when he was in the small room.

All day long, he dug in the dirt. He dug dirt until he had blisters on top of
blisters. His hands hurt so badly he had to put them into cool water.

“I can’t do this anymore!” Throckton yelled out in pain.
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One of the other workers came over to him and wrapped a cloth around his
hands.

“Here, this will help a little. Soon enough you will have calluses. Then your
hands will be used to the work,” the worker said as she poured cool water onto the
cloth.

Throckton sat down and squeezed the water between his fingers. The cool
water helped a little.

He looked up at the girl who had helped him.

“What’s your name?”” Throckton asked.

“I’m Lundra. Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m Throckton,” he replied.

“How long have you been here?” he asked another question.

“I don’t know. It’s been a long time. When you are here, you can’t tell the
time. There are no calendars and we can’t see the sun. Do you know what the date
1s?”” she asked.

Throckton told her what the date was on the day he left the school.

“If that’s the case, then I guess I’ve been here for about ten years,” she
replied.

“Ten years?! I don’t know if I can last that long,” Throckton blurted out.

“You’ll get used to it, you’ll see,” Lundra smiled.

Lundra was not very tall and because of her time in the mines, she was
skinny. A long blonde ponytail hung from the back of her head and swung back and
forth as she walked. It was hard to tell exactly what she looked like because there
was so much mud on her face. She had sparkling blue eyes, which from their
sadness, told her story of regret for the things she had done to deserve to be sent to
the mines.

“GET TO WORK YOU TWOQO!” yelled Dron. “Be quiet and start digging or
I’1l have to use my whip!”

Throckton and Lundra jumped up, picked up their shovels, and continued to
dig.

For a long time, Throckton tried to use his magic, but nothing worked.
Finally, he just gave up.

This went on for day after day. Like Lundra had said, Throckton was working
so hard he didn’t notice the time. His hands were getting used to the work. Large
calluses were forming on his palms, and his hair began to get longer. His clothes had
rips and tears, as well as stains on them. He looked terrible, but there was no one
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there to impress. Other than sleeping and eating, the entire day was spent digging
and digging.

Because of his curiosity, he kept asking why they were mining. What were
they digging for?

No one had an answer for him.

For a long time, Throckton looked for a way to escape. He tried to explore the
different tunnels, but they were a maze of passageways with no way out. They
always led back to the same place.

He finally came to the realization that he had been a terrible person and that
he was doomed to work in the mines forever.

The longer Throckton worked, the more he came to understand why he was
there. He began to regret the way he had treated everyone, and he began to think
about his family.

The time in the mines was softening him. He became nicer to the people who
were with him, and he obeyed the things he was told to do. He didn’t concentrate on
escaping, and he took pride in his work. He dug faster and farther than any other
worker. There was nothing else to do. He thought if he dug far enough he would
eventually dig his way out. Then he would be able to go home.

When he slept, he lay on the hard ground and dreamed of his bed back in his
bedroom at home. When he ate his meals, he thought of the dining hall in the school
and all of the choices they had to eat.

During the day, he reviewed in his mind the lessons he had learned. He knew
his magic would not work, but the time spent going over the spells made his time in
the mines go by more easily.

He worked side-by-side with the other diggers. Every one of them had a tale
to tell.

Lundra told everyone her story.

“When I was sent to the Magician’s Academy it was my third school in the
same year. | managed to get kicked out of the other schools, but at this school, it was
impossible. The reason I’m here is that | started a fire in my room. I thought when
the fire trucks came | would be able to escape.

“What I didn’t expect, was that Malinda discovered what | was doing and put
out the fire before it did any serious damage. | had to go through a trial like the rest
of you, and only Ms. Dooligan voted against sending me here. | know | deserve to
be here, but I don’t like it,” Lundra told her story.

“How do you know you deserved to be here?” Throckton asked.
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“It is part of the contract I signed,” Lundra answered, a little surprised at the
question.

Another worker named Jennison, told his story.

“I’m not a lot different from the rest of you. It was my intent to be as difficult
as possible in the school. I didn’t want to do anything. The less I did, the better I
liked it,” Jennison shared his story.

Jennison was a big kid. He was very strong, but even in the mines he was
lazy. He had many marks on his back where Dron had hit him with the whip. His
hair was black and very curly. His skin was dark and it was covered in dirt, just like
everyone else.

Throckton told his story. When he told them about how he had made a
mistake on a spell and created a lion instead of a mouse, they all laughed.

Telling stories was the only form of entertainment the workers had. They told
their stories over and over. They never got old.

Bront, another worker, even suggested that if they ever got out of the mines,
someone should write a book about all of the things they had done. He was sure it
would be made into a movie. Everyone laughed at that.

The work never ended.
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(HAPTERS

One day Dron called over to Throckton, “Throckton, come here. I need to talk
to you,”

Throckton put down his shovel and went to where Dron was standing.

“Son, you’re doing good work. I would like to promote you. I would like you
to be one of my assistants. You can start right now,” Dron offered.

Throckton looked over at the other workers.

Then he answered Dron, “No thank you. I’ll continue to work with the others.
I don’t want to be a boss. I don’t want to hurt anyone. Just let me continue to work
as before.”

“You really surprise me. You’re the first worker who has ever refused to take
a promotion. Go back to your work. I’ll speak with you later,” Dron said with a
smile on his face.

Throckton went back to digging. Then he had a thought come to his mind.

“I’ve never done that before. Why didn’t I take the job?”” he wondered, but he
didn’t change his mind.

When the other workers heard that Throckton had not accepted the position of
assistant overseer, they teased him.

Bront said, “I think you feel that you are better than us.”

Throckton responded, “Actually it’s the opposite. I’'m just as bad, or even
worse than all of you. | have no desire to tell you what to do. | just want to do my
work. I just want to be left alone.”

Throckton and the others continued to dig and dig in silence. The days
dragged on. It was the same every day.

Sometimes Dron would give them some time off to rest. They would get extra
food and water during these rest periods, but they usually didn’t last very long and
they didn’t happen very often. The entire crew had to do a good job or else they
would cancel the rest period. Throckton was the cause of a couple of rest periods
being lost because he got distracted while doing his work, but soon he realized that
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he would have many enemies if he continued. Usually it was Jennison who caused
them to not get a break. Because of that, the workers had little respect for him.

It was a long time before Dron came to Throckton again.

“Throckton, I have a question for you. If you could make a spell right now,
what would you do?”” Dron asked him.

“That’s a strange question,” Throckton answered. “Magic doesn’t work here.”

Dron responded, “I’m just asking, if you could make a spell, what would it
be?”

Throckton thought for a moment, and then replied, “I would release all of
these workers and allow them to become good magicians.”

Once again Dron was very surprised.

“What about you?” Dron asked.

“I deserve to be here. I’'ve made many mistakes in my life. I just want the
others to go home. I can do this alone,” Throckton answered.

Dron looked down at Throckton.

“Do you know why you were sent here?”” Dron asked.

Throckton thought for a moment before replying, “Yes, I broke the rules.
Even though I didn’t know the rules and the consequences in the contract, | knew
what | was doing was wrong. | just wanted to go home and | was trying to do
whatever | could to accomplish that.”

“Do you know why you were sent to the Magician’s Academy in the first
place?” Dron continued to ask questions of Throckton.

“I was disrespectful to my parents, teachers, and anyone else who told me
what to do. | know if | hadn’t been like that, I wouldn’t be here right now,”
Throckton responded.

“You have answered well my friend,” Dron spoke.

There was a flash of light and suddenly Throckton was back in front of the
students in the dining hall. He was in the same spot as he had been during his trial.
He looked around, and all the students were still there. Standing in front of him was
Malinda.

Throckton looked down at himself. He was clean and he was the same as
before he went to the mines.

“What happened?!” Throckton said in amazement.

Everyone began to clap. Throckton was stunned.

Malinda spoke, “Throckton, you continue to amaze us. You figured out the
reason why you were sent to this school, and now you know what it means to be
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humble. You found out that you are not alone in this world, and that with the help of
others, life can be so much easier.

“We’re reinstating you to our school. You’ll study with the fourth-year
students, and if you pass your exams at the end of this school year, you’ll graduate
from the Magician’s Academy. We hope you’ve learned your lesson well,” Malinda
smiled, as she gave the news to Throckton.

“You mean I’'m not going to work in the mines for the rest of my life?”
Throckton asked very surprised.

“That’s correct,” Malinda answered.

“What about Lundra, Bront, Jennison, and all of the other workers? What has
happened to them?” he questioned.

“They’ve all returned to their own time, just like you have. They’ve been
reinstated to their classes as well. Because of your attitude, change of heart, and
understanding of why you were sent here, you have made their wishes possible as
well,” Malinda responded.

The door to the right of the dining hall flew open and in walked Dron. He
looked very handsome in his new clothes.

Dron stood by the door with a smile on his face. He was proud of Throckton
as well.

Throckton didn’t know what to say or do.

“Was what happened to me a dream?” he asked Malinda.

“Not really. It was very real for you. Look at your hands,” Malinda directed
him.

He looked down at the calluses on his hands. They were thick and hard.

“The calluses on your hands are a reminder of the hard work you did in the
mines. I hope you never forget your experiences and the friendships you made.”
Malinda explained to him.

Throckton was completely shocked.

“Now what?”” Throckton asked. He didn’t know what do or say.

The rest of the students ran to greet Throckton. He had no idea how to answer
their questions.

Varanda, the girl who had defended him, was one of the first to run to him.

Throckton just stood in surprise. He didn’t know what to say or do. The
students were jumping up and down yelling, “Throckton, Throckton, Throckton!”

These were the same students that had sent him to the mines. He was very
confused.
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Finally, breakfast was served, and Throckton ate more than he had ever eaten
before. He was so thankful to be back at the school and not in the mines. This was a
feeling he had never expected to feel. He still wanted to go home, but being in the
school was better than where he had just come from.

During breakfast the students asked him what it was like in the mines.
Throckton just said, “You don’t EVER want to go there!”

After he finished eating, Malinda asked him to come to her table.

“Throckton, now that you are a fourth-year student, you will no longer need
us to get to your room. In fact, you can go anywhere you want in the school with a
simple spell. T hope the remainder of your time here goes by fast,” Malinda
explained.

Before he left the table, Malinda continued, “I have one more thing to talk to
you about.”

“What’s that?” Throckton asked.

“I need for you to sign this contract with the school. Please read it before you
sign it, that way you can’t say you don’t know what it says,” Malinda said as she
turned the paper in front of her around so that Throckton could read it.

He looked quickly at the contract.

“I know what the penalties will be if I don’t follow it. I can do this. I have no
problem with what you ask,” he said, and then he signed the paper in front of her.

He handed her the pen and smiled.

“Aren’t you going to read it?”” Malinda asked.

“I get what it says. I won’t cause you anymore problems. I promise,”
Throckton responded to her question.

Throckton closed his eyes and whispered, “Rafi, da, andi, go.”

When he opened them, he was in his room.

“Now that’s better!” he said to himself.

The room had a comforting feeling for him. It wasn’t home, but it was his.

He lay on his bed and closed his eyes. He thought about the experiences he
had had in the mines. Even though it was now over, the memories were vivid in his
mind.

But, now he had to survive the next three and half years and then he would be
able to go home. This would be easier than the time he spent in the mines. Still he
was lonely for his family.

He fell asleep. The next day was Saturday, so he could sleep for the whole
day. He was so tired, he did exactly that.
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After relaxing over the weekend, and getting to know some of his new fourth-
year classmates, he attended his first class. It was called ‘Advanced Magic Spells’.

His teacher, Ms. Forestday, was nice and the other students welcomed him to
the class. This was something he had not expected. Before this, his classmates had
ignored him. He was no longer the loner he had been before.

Throckton thought to himself, “Maybe those other classes I attended weren’t
really all that bad after all. Maybe it was just my bad attitude.”

The classroom was bright and cheerful. There were many paintings on the
wall. Later he found out that Ms. Forestday had painted them. He stared at them
because they were so peaceful.

He enjoyed learning the advanced spells. He came to the conclusion that the
spells he had learned before were nothing compared to what he would be able to do
after he graduated. He was surprised to find some of the new spells could have been
used in his attempt to escape, but he had no idea what they were at the time. It didn’t
matter now. He was no longer trying to get out of the school.

While he was in class, one of the administration staff came to the room and
asked if Throckton could go with her.

“Ms. Forestday, we need Throckton to come to the office. Is it okay for him
to leave the class?” the secretary asked.

His teacher said he could leave, so Throckton left the classroom and followed
her.

On the way to the office, the secretary told him a little about why he was
going to the administration center. His parents had called the school asking if
Throckton could come home. His sister was very ill and they were not sure if she
was going to get well.

When he got to the office, they told him about his sister and how ill she was.
Throckton was shaken.

“Is it OK for me to go home?” he asked. “Can I really go to be with my
family?”

Malinda gave him permission, but he was to return as soon as his sister was
well.

He needed to get his things packed into a bag and then they would take him to
the bus station in order to go to his hometown.

Throckton went to his room to pack. He had tears in his eyes. He didn’t know
what to expect when he got home. This was what he had wanted, but not because his
sister was so sick.
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On the bus, Throckton had time to think.

He thought about all of the trouble he had caused at the school. He
remembered his friends in the mines and wondered if he would still be friends with
them if they had been in the school at the same time.

When he arrived at his hometown, his parents met him at the bus station. His
parents ran to greet him and gave him a big hug. His mother wrapped her arms
around his neck and cried. They could not believe how big and strong he had
become. Even more so, they could not believe his attitude.

Throckton went to his dad and gave him a big hug as well.

“I’'m sorry I’ve been such a big problem for you dad. I’ve learned a lot about
myself since going to the academy. I’ll tell you all about it later,” Throckton said to
his father

“I’'m so glad to see you! I’ve missed you so much,” his mother said through
her tears.

She took his arm into her hands and held him tight as they walked to the car.

“I’ve missed you too mom. How is Abilossa? When can I see her?”
Throckton asked eager to get an answer.

“We’re going to take you to the hospital. She’s been there for over a week.
Her condition is not good, and the doctors don’t give her much hope,” his father told
him.

“What’s wrong with her?” Throckton asked.

“Right now the doctors aren’t absolutely sure. They’re still running tests to
find out exactly what the problem is. They think her liver may be failing,” his father
answered him.

He walked with his parents to the car in silence.

The drive to the hospital was quiet. It took about forty-five minutes to get
there. As soon as they parked the car, Throckton opened the door, got out, and ran to
the doorway ahead of his parents.

He stopped at the information desk and was told her room was 2201. He
asked for directions to get to the room.

The nice woman told him, while pointing to her left, “Go down this hallway
and at the end turn to the right. In front of you will be the elevator, and then go to
the second floor. There is a sign on the wall across from the elevator that will tell
you where her room is.”

He followed the directions, and quickly found her room.

When he burst through the door into the room, he saw Abilossa laying in her
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bed with wires and tubes attached to her arm.

She turned her head and when she saw Throckton beside her bed, she smiled.

Smiling and speaking in a weak voice, she said, “Hey little brother, it’s nice
to see you. Did you come just to see me?”

Throckton leaned over to give her a kiss on her forehead. Her skin color
looked terrible, her hair was a mess, and her eyes were missing the glimmer they
used to have. She was a lot thinner than he remembered. His necklace with the star
was around her neck.

Looking up at him she noticed he had changed.

“You’ve gotten a lot bigger. What have you been doing?” she asked.

“It’s a long story. I’ll tell you later when you are feeling better,” Throckton
answered.

He was holding his sister’s hand when their parents arrived. Throckton looked
over at his father in desperation.

“What can we do? Can we use magic to make her better?” Throckton asked
his father.

“I’'m afraid not. Her physical condition has not responded to any magic that I
have been able to find.

“When we talked to the doctor on our way to the room, he said she needs a
liver transplant, but there aren’t any matching donors available. Unless we find a
donor, she may not make it,” his father gave the grim news to Throckton.

When they asked when the doctor was going to visit Abilossa, they found out
it was going to be at least an hour, so Throckton’s parents left to go to the cafeteria
to get something to eat. Throckton stayed behind to keep Abilossa company.

A nurse came into the room to look at Abilossa’s chart. She had blonde hair,
which was put up in a ponytail. Her scrubs were pink.

Throckton glanced over at her, looked away, and then looked at her again. He
looked at her closely. She looked very familiar to him.

She looked at the chart and shook her head. She turned page after page
looking at the information.

A look of surprise filled Throckton’s face.

“Lundra!” Throckton said astonished. “Is that you?”

The nurse didn’t respond, but when she looked up at Throckton, he saw her
sparkling blue eyes, and he knew it was her.

“Lundra, what are you doing here?”” Throckton asked.

The nurse took Throckton by the hand and quickly led him out of the room.
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She took him to the sitting room.

There were many sofas and comfortable chairs there, and on the walls, were a
few TVs. This was where people go to relax, to talk when they visit the hospital so
they do not bother the patients, or where family and friends sit during surgery.

Lundra sat down followed by Throckton.

Throckton spoke first, “l thought you were just a dream. | was told you were
sent back to your own time, but I didn’t believe it. | thought it was all a dream.

“Malinda said she had sent you back to your classes because of my wish. Is
that what happened?”

“Yes, I returned to the day I was sent to the mines, about ten years before you
entered the school. I’ve stayed in touch with Malinda since | left the Magician’s
Academy, and she has told me how you have been doing. I’m proud of you,” she
answered.”

“So, what are you doing here?” Throckton inquired.

Lundra explained, “lI want to help you. You know, if it wasn’t for you, we
would all still be there digging.”

Looking around the room to see if anyone was listening, she continued,
“When | went back to the academy, ten years before you, | finished my studies. In
fact, all of us retuned to the school at the same time as we were sent there. It was so
weird to be in front of the students who had sent me to the mines in the first place.
I’m sure you experienced the same thing when you went back.”

“So, what are you doing here?” asked Throckton.

Lundra answered, “Malinda told me about your sister, so I asked if I could
help.

“You see, after I graduated from the Magician’s Academy I decided that I
didn’t want to be a magician. Making spells and tricks is fun, but I wanted to help
people, so | went to nursing school.

“Now I work here. Even though magic can’t help your sister, I can find the
best doctors for her so that she gets the best care.”

Throckton was surprised.

“What about the others from the mines, where are they?” he asked.

“They all graduated from the Magician’s Academy after they returned. Your
wish came true. We all went back and finished our classes. Most of us became
magicians, | just chose to become a nurse instead,” she answered.

“Have you seen any of them?” he asked.

“Do you remember Bront? He wrote a book about our experiences in the
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mines and he told all of our stories. It’s quite good. He changed our names in the
book so you don’t have to worry,” Lundra laughed. “But no, I have not talked to
anyone else since we left the mines, for me that was over ten years ago.

“As a matter of fact, Bront said he is trying to get his book made into a
movie!” she laughed.

“What about my sister? What’s going to happen to her?”” Throckton asked.

“We need to find an organ donor. So far, we haven’t been able to locate one.
Your sister is very sick. If we don’t find a donor in the next couple of weeks, she
may not make it,” Lundra informed him of Abilossa’s condition. “The longer it
takes to find a donor, the less chance she has of survival.”

Throckton began to think.

“I have a thought,” Throckton said, and then he ran out of the sitting room.
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(HAPTER9

After Abilossa’s parents returned to the room, they went to her bed. She was
just waking up from a nap.

“Where’s Throckton?”” Abilossa asked looking around the room.

“I’m not sure. He left with the nurse, but didn’t say where he was going,” her
father replied.

Throckton was gone for quite a while, and when he returned to Abilossa’s
room, he brought the doctor with him. He looked very excited.

“I’ve volunteered to be a donor for Abilossa. They’ll be ready to do the
procedure tomorrow,” Throckton informed his parents and sister.

“You’re going to be a donor? I thought you had to be dead to be a donor for a
liver transplant,” Throckton’s mother said, very surprised at the news.

The doctor began to explain, “We have a new technique that allows us to
harvest a portion of the liver from Throckton and transplant it to Abilossa. We did a
skin test on Throckton and we found him to be a perfect match.

“Recovery for Throckton should take about a week after the surgery. Then he
will be able to go back to school.

“It will take a little bit longer for Abilossa since the new liver section will
need time to assimilate with her body. However, we expect a perfect outcome.”

That night Throckton stayed with his sister. After their parents went home, it
gave them a chance to talk about what had been happening since he had left home.

“I really missed you when you went to that school. It was lonely at home,”
Abilossa told him.

He began to tell her about what happened, “You have no idea how much I
missed being at home. | did just about everything | could to escape. | got into a lot
of trouble because of that...”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Abilossa teased him.

“Funny,” he answered sarcastically. “You think you are so funny!

“Anyway, | did really well in school. I should be able to graduate early, but I
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don’t know how that is going to help,” he expressed his frustration.

“What do you mean?”” Abilossa asked.

“Never mind, it’s not something you need to be worried about right now.
Let’s get some sleep, tomorrow is going to be a long day,” Throckton suggested.

“You’re right. I’ll see you in the morning,” she answered, turning over in her
bed away from the light.

Throckton turned out the light and left her to go to his room to rest before the
procedure.

The next day Throckton and Abilossa went in for the surgery.

While Throckton and Abilossa were in the operating room, Lundra went to
talk to their parents.

She found them sitting in the waiting room.

When Lundra walked up, they were holding each other. They were very
worried about their children.

She sat down on a couch across from them and started a conversation.

“Hello, my name is Lundra,” she introduced herself.

“It’s nice to meet you Lundra,” Throckton’s mother said. “We’re Throckton
and Abilossa’s parents. I’'m Krisda and this is my husband Bedford.”

Lundra answered, “I know who you are. Your son and I know each other
from the Magician’s Academy. It’s a very long story on how we met and I think
Throckton should tell you about that when all of this is over. What | can tell you is
this, Throckton saved several of us from a lifetime of punishment. We all owe him a
lot. More than he or anyone else can ever know.”

His parents looked at each other in surprise.

“What do you mean by ‘A lifetime of punishment’?” Bedford asked. “Were
you in the mines?”

“How do you know about the mines?”” she asked.

“I attended the Magicians Academy and I almost was sent to the mines
myself. | was under the impression that no one ever came out of the mines. Was
Throckton sent there?” he asked, very surprised at the news.

“Yes, but I think he needs to tell you all about that. All I can say is that if it
weren’t for him, [ wouldn’t be here today. I’d still be in the mines.”

She continued to tell her story, “When I graduated from the Magician’s
Academy | wanted to help people. Magic is fun and can help a little, but for me,
medicine is by far more important.

“Malinda, the headmaster at the Magician’s Academy, told me about
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Throckton’s sister, S0 | had to do something.

“I was able to convince the best doctors who specialize in this type of surgery
to come and help. The fact that Throckton is a perfect match, which is a miracle, has
made it a lot easier,” Lundra explained why she was involved in Abilossa’s case.

They continued to sit and talk. It helped to pass the time.

The doctor met the parents in the waiting room.

It had taken several hours to complete the surgery, but in the end, the doctors
were very happy with the result.

“The surgery went as we planned and everything looks very good. We expect
that Abilossa will be just fine.

“You have an amazing son there. He did a wonderful thing helping his sister.
I must say, you have a remarkable family,” the doctor told the family just before he
left the room.

“Thank you for everything,” Bedford said with tears in his eyes.

The parents cried as they held each other and then hugged Lundra.

“Thank you for helping!” Krisda expressed her appreciation.

“It’s the least I can do for you,” she replied

The next day Throckton was encouraged to get out of bed and go to visit his
sister.

When he walked in, she looked much better. Her skin was pink and she had a
big smile on her face when Throckton walked in the door.

Abilossa asked, ““You know what?”

“No, what?” Throckton responded.

“You’re my hero. All of our lives you’ve always been there for me. | love you
so much,” Abilossa said with tears in her eyes, as she reached up toward Throckton
to hold his hand.

When their parents walked in, they saw their children, and began to cry. This
is what they had wanted for their family from the very beginning.

It was two weeks before Throckton was strong enough to leave the hospital,
and after the doctors told him that his sister was going to be all right, he returned to
the Magician’s Academy.

When he arrived, there was a big sign outside of the school welcoming him
home. It made him feel good that the students wanted him back.

It took less than a month for him to fully recover from the surgery. His
Physical Education teacher, Ms. Dooligan, helped him with his physical therapy,
and since he was in such good physical condition from the work in the mines, the
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recovery took less time.

When Throckton returned to his classes, something was wrong. He was not
motivated and he was getting lazy again.

He spent most of his time, when he was not in the classroom, sitting in his
room waiting for his time at the school to end. The next three years were going to be
miserable for him. Actually, he was becoming his old self again.

He didn’t do his homework, he didn’t want to listen to anyone, he laid on his
bed in his room and he soon became depressed.

He went to his classes, but most of the time he slept. He was not interested in
what the teachers had to say.

A few days later, Malinda requested Throckton to come to her office.

“Throckton, ever since you got back from your surgery you have been
depressed. What’s the problem?”” she asked.

“I’'m not really sure. I’'m just not enjoying school. I really just want to go
home. That’s all I have ever wanted,” Throckton answered.

“You don’t want to finish your education here?”” she asked very surprised.

“Not really. The only reason I studied so hard before was that I wanted to
escape out of here. Now it doesn’t matter. I know I’'m here and there is no way to
leave. I never really wanted to study that hard to begin with,” Throckton responded.

“This is a problem young man. You signed the agreement and now you are
saying you don’t want to honor it?”” Malinda said, visibly upset with Throckton’s
attitude.

“I just don’t feel like being here. I never have,” Throckton answered.

“Let me think about this. I’ll talk to you more about this later. You may go
now Throckton,” Malinda waved for him to leave her office.

After he left, Throckton didn’t know what he was going to do, so he went to
the student center to watch a movie, but there were too many students in the room. It
was too noisy for him, so he decided to go to the gymnasium and shoot some
baskets.

He was alone and that was fine with him.

While he was playing basketball, he didn’t notice that someone had walked
in. One of his shots went hard off the backboard and when he turned to get it,
Varanda was standing in front of him holding the ball.

“Want to play a little one-on-one?” she asked.

“Not really,” Throckton responded.

“What? Are you chicken to play a girl? Do you think you will lose?”” Varanda
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laughed.

“No, I just don’t feel like playing right now,” Throckton answered while
reaching out for her to return the ball to him.

Instead, Varanda ran to the basket and shot the ball into the net.

“That’s one!” she said as she tossed the ball back to Throckton. “OK, now it’s
your turn.”

Throckton just threw the ball at the basket and the ball went in.

“Now it’s one to one,” he said with a smile.

Varanda dribbled the ball back and forth. Throckton started to chase her.
They began to laugh.

After playing for a while, they sat down and talked.

“Throckton, why are you alone all of the time? You can be a lot of fun when
you want to be,” Varanda said.

“I don’t know. I just don’t like it here. I never have,” Throckton responded.
“I’ve never liked school very much.”

“But you passed three years of classes in just seven weeks. You’ve got an
amazing memory. Why don’t you use that? You need to finish your studies,” she
told him, very curious at his lack of ambition.

“I did that so I could escape. I was motivated to study hard, to learn as many
spells as I could, and then use them to escape. Now I know that won’t work,”
Throckton explained. “I don’t really want to talk about this. I’ll see you later.”

Throckton got up and started to leave.

“Hey, where are you going? Aren’t you going to help a lady up off of the
floor?”” Varanda smiled up at Throckton.

“Lady? Where is there a lady?” Throckton questioned, and laughed.

He reached down and pulled her up to her feet.

“Is that better?” he asked.

“Of course,” she said.

Varanda ran past Throckton toward the door, then looked back and said, “I
can beat you to the dining hall!”

When Varanda arrived at the dining hall, she was out of breath. Standing in
front of her was Throckton.

“You should know better than to mess with a magician,” Throckton answered.

“That’s not fair!” Varanda yelled.

“It’s the privilege of a fourth-year student. | can wish myself anywhere | need
to go inside the school,” Throckton laughed at Varanda who was still breathing hard
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from running from the gymnasium.

She hit him in the chest and then went to get her food.

“What did you do that for?” Throckton asked as he followed her to the food
line.

After dinner, and before Throckton could get up from the table, VVaranda went
to sit with him.

“I don’t think you’re supposed to sit with a fourth year student,” Throckton
stated.

“Well, it’s like this. Malinda has given me permission to talk to you. If you
don’t like it, then you’ll have to talk to her about it.”

She continued, “Here’s the deal. I need help in my classes. | was wondering if
you could help me. I don’t know how to study very well, so what do you think?”
Varanda asked.

“You want me to help you study? Where did you come up with that idea?” he
asked.

“Actually, it was Malinda’s idea. She thinks you can help me pass my first-
year exams, so I don’t have to take them again next year. I really need the help.
Please, will you do it?”” Varanda begged Throckton.

“l don’t know. Let me think about, OK?” Throckton said less than
enthusiastically.

“I’1l give you two minutes,” Varanda said laughing.

“Two minutes? That’s it?”” Throckton shot back.

“Yep, and the clock is running,” Varanda joked.

Throckton sat and thought while VVaranda looked at her watch.

“Time 1s up. What’s your answer?” she asked.

“OK, I'll do it. I can’t promise you anything though. When are we supposed
to start?” Throckton asked.

“Tonight, in the library,” Varanda said as she got up from the table. “See you
then!”

“Tonight? Isn’t that a little soon? I haven’t had any time to prepare,”
Throckton was caught off guard.

“Yep, see you then!” she replied as she ran off.

Later that evening they met in the library. Varanda brought all of her books
and study materials.

She sat down and put her books on the table in front of Throckton.

“Show me how you passed the first-year exams. | want to finish them early. |
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want to get started as soon as possible,” Varanda said, excited to get started.

“Why do you want to finish early? We only have a few weeks before we
reach the end of the term?” Throckton asked.

“If T pass them early, I can go home for the summer sooner,” Varanda
answered.

“You’re going home for the summer?” Throckton asked surprised.

“Of course, everyone goes home for the summer. Didn’t you know that?”
Varanda asked him.

“Actually, no. | thought | was stuck here until for four years,” Throckton
responded, surprised at what she had just told him.

He continued, “So, you’re telling me that if | pass my fourth-year tests, I'm
finished and I can leave for good?”

“Yeah, I thought everyone knew that. It’s written in the contract. When you
finish your fourth year exams, you’ll graduate, and then you can go on to the
Magician’s University or any other school you want next year. You’ll be finished
here,” Varanda explained.

“Are you serious? My father told me I was going to have to be here for four
years. | believed what he said, and now you say that | was wrong?”

Pausing for a moment taking in the news, he continued, “I never saw that in
the contract. Maybe | should have read it when | had the chance. | feel pretty foolish
now.”

After hearing that he could leave the school after his fourth-year exams,
Throckton began to study as hard as before. He attended all of his classes and he
studied in the library every night with VVaranda.

Because Throckton had missed so many classes due to the surgery and his
depression, he had to study extra hard to complete his work, but he was used to it.

It was different now because he was studying with Varanda, which made the
time more fun.

He and Varanda spent their evenings studying together. With Throckton’s
help, she passed her first-year exams early, just as Throckton had.

Instead of leaving the school for her summer vacation, Varanda continued to
help Throckton with his time in the library. With Varanda’s help, he studied harder
and when it came time for his final exams, he passed all of them with a perfect
score, including Physical Education.

On the day of his graduation, his family came to the school. His sister joined
them. Her recovery was going very well, and she would be completely well very
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soon.

Throckton gave them a tour of the school and told them about his life there.
He introduced his teachers to them, as well as Gosling.

“Hello Bedford, hello Krisda, it is nice to see you again,” he said to them.

Throckton looked up at his dad with a curious look on his face.

“I was meaning to ask you about that, dad. I saw your picture on the wall in
Ms. Waterford’s classroom. Why didn’t you tell me you went here?” Throckton
questioned his father.

“Uh, we’ll talk about that later,” his father put the question off to another
time.

Gosling only had good things to say about Throckton to his parents, although
he did say the beginning of their relationship was a bit difficult.

Throckton found Varanda, and she met his parents. They liked her right away.

“Throckton, now you have to meet my parents,” Varanda said, while pulling
on Throckton’s sleeve.

Throckton met Varanda’s parents and they all had dinner together in the
dining hall before they were to go to the auditorium for the graduation ceremony.
The food was much better now that the parents were there.

“I remember that the food was always better when my parents came to visit;
seems like some things never change,” Bedford laughed.

“Yeah, I remember that,” Krisda added.

After dinner, they walked together to the assembly hall. Varanda’s parents
talked about how proud they were of Varanda.

Her parents had also attended the Magician’s Academy a few years after
Bedford and Krisda graduated.

During the graduation ceremony, Malinda called Throckton to the stage.

“This is Throckton. When he came here, we were sure that he was going to
fail everything. His attitude was terrible and he didn’t want any friends.

“However, he has proved us wrong. He’s the only student in the history of
The Magician’s Academy to pass all of his exams in just one year.

“He has shown compassion to his friends and his family. I have never met a
person who has changed as much as he has. We are proud to name you the ‘Honor
Student’ of this class,” Malinda gave the news to him.

The audience stood up and clapped their hands in approval.

“In addition, your family has created a scholarship program in your name to
help other young magicians who are in need of help to attend our school.
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“I’'m pleased to announce the creation of the ‘Throckton Scholarship’,”
Malinda completed her speech on behalf of Throckton.

Throckton had tears in his eyes as he accepted the document from Malinda.

He stepped up to the microphone, and at first, he could not speak. He just
looked out across the room at his new friends and his family.

When he could speak, he said, “I'm so thankful for the patience and
understanding of the teachers and administration of this school. I don’t know where
| would be today if | had not been sent here. What | thought was the worst day of
my life when | first came here, became the defining moment of my future. Thank
you for your faith in me. I hope I’ll never let anyone of you down again.”

Throckton finished his speech and then hugged Malinda.

After his graduation, he went home with his family.
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CHAPTER1O

Most of the summer was warm and sunny. Throckton spent a lot of time
walking in the forest, listening to music, or playing his video games. He had many
decisions to make. He was thinking about his future and if he really wanted to be a
magician.

He chatted with Varanda almost every day. She lived far away, so they did
not see each other during the summer. He missed her.

He talked to her about what he should do, but she pretty much left it up to
Throckton to decide what was best for him. She knew that what she thought was not
as important as what was going to be good for Throckton.

Abilossa was home and fully recovered from her surgery. She was busy with
her friends, but when she had time, she would walk with her brother and talk with
him.

“I’'m not sure what I want to do. I’ve finished my studies at the Magician’s
Academy, but I don’t think I want to be a magician. When I talked with Lundra at
the hospital, she appeared to be very happy about being a nurse. It seems that she
made a good choice in her life.

“I know I won’t be going back to the academy next year, so I don’t know
what to do. Do I return to normal school? Do I go to the Magician’s University? I’'m
not sure what I want to do,” Throckton shared with his sister.

“I can’t tell you what to do. You’d probably just do the opposite anyway,”
Abilossa began with a laugh. “You’ve got the summer to figure it out. You know
you can always talk to dad. He’s pretty smart you know.”

“Yeah, I know. I just don’t want to bother him about this. He has enough to
worry about with his work and everything. Maybe I’ll talk to him later,” Throckton
gave an excuse as to why he would not talk to his dad.

Throckton knew his father would tell him what to do. He did not want to be
forced into doing anything again. He wanted it to be his choice.

During dinnertime, the family would talk about what was going on in their

86



lives. They asked Throckton many questions about his time at the school. He was a
little embarrassed to tell them everything, but usually the family just laughed. They
even thought it was funny when Throckton was in the small rooms. He did not think
it was funny at all.

They were really interested when he told them about the mines and the friends
he had made while he was working there. He told them how he had met Lundra.

He told them about how homesick he was and how badly he had wanted to go
home. He explained it was the motivation to study so hard, since he thought he was
going to be stuck there for four years. Then he could escape and go home.

They laughed at him because he had misunderstood what they had told him.

His dad told him it was just a part of growing up.

Throckton did not think so. He hated it there.

As the summer wore on, Throckton became more bored.

Finally, he decided to talk to his dad, but he wanted to know something about
his father before they talked about himself.

His dad was sitting in the living room reading a book.

“Dad, can I talk to you a moment?” Throckton asked.

His father put his book on the side table, and answered, “Sure son, sit down.”

Throckton sat on the couch beside his father’s favorite chair and began to
speak.

“So dad, I saw your picture on the wall at the Magician’s Academy. It had
written at the bottom the dates you attended the school. You never told me that you
went there,” Throckton questioned his father.

His father was a little surprised at the question.

“Ah, T forgot to tell you about that. You must have been in Ms. Waterspell’s
class. She was one of my favorite teachers,” his father answered.

“Ms. Waterspell?! She was one of your favorite teachers? | thought she was
strange,” Throckton said surprised. “She dresses like she was from the time of the
hippies.”

“Remember, I went to school a long time ago,” his father joked with him.

His father continued, “All right, here’s my story.

“I wasn’t all that different from you when I was younger. I frustrated my
parents every day. I didn’t want to go to school and my grades were not good.

Throckton was surprised at this. Throckton and Abilossa had been told their
dad had really good grades in school.

“One day, my father told me I was going to go the Magician’s Academy. I
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told them no and | ran away. | was gone a couple of weeks, and then, when they
finally found me, I was hiding at a friend’s house.

“My first day at the academy was similar to yours. Malinda was very strict
with me.

“I didn’t like Gosling and he didn’t like me. We had many arguments.”

“I know what you mean,” Throckton chimed in. “He and I started off on the
wrong foot.”

“Then I met your mother. She was the prettiest girl [ had ever seen,” his father
told the story of his time in the school.

“MOM WENT THERE TOO!” Throckton blurted out. Looking over at her.

She nodded in agreement.

“Yes, she was a very good student. If it wasn’t for her, I’d probably be in the
mines right now digging and digging,” his father replied.

“Did you go to the mines?” Throckton asked.

“No, but I was very close. I had a trial, but Ms. Dooligan convinced the
teachers to give me one more chance,” his dad answered.

“So what happened?” Throckton asked.

“Well, love has a funny way of changing a man. I wanted to impress your
mother, so | decided to make the best of a bad situation, like making lemonade out
of lemons. We studied together and | passed my classes with the highest honors.
That’s why my picture is on the wall. Actually, your mother’s picture should be
there instead of mine because without her I wouldn’t have finished my education at
the academy,” his father said with a look of happiness in his eyes.

“Kind of like how Varanda helped me graduate,” Throckton jumped in.

“I would say so,” his father agreed.

“Why didn’t any of the teachers tell me about you?”” Throckton asked.

“They didn’t want you to know. They didn’t want you to get any special
treatment.

“While you were there, I received regular reports on your progress. They even
told me that you were planning to escape. We didn’t know exactly why, but now
you have explained why.

“What we wanted was for you to learn your own lessons. In the end, you did
an amazing job. I’'m very proud of you,” his father said as he leaned forward to give
Throckton a hug.

Throckton hugged his dad and then asked the question he planned to ask.

“OK, it’s like this. I have finished at the Magician’s Academy and now I
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don’t know what to do.

“I miss Varanda, but I don’t want to go back to the school. I don’t really want
to be a magician, but then again, I don’t know what I want to do when I grow up.
I’'m very confused. I know I can go to the Magician’s University, but I am not
interested in that. What should | do?”” Throckton questioned his father.

“I know I can tell you what to do, but you will probably not listen. You are
going to do what you are going to do.

“So I’ll make some suggestions and then you can decide for yourself. I’ve
already sent you away once to try to help you get your life together, but I’m not
going to do that again,” his father gave him some advice.

“I’'m glad to hear that!” Throckton said relieved.

“Here’s an idea. You can return to your high school and finish your regular
education. Then you can decide what university you want to attend after that. You
have several years before you need to make up your mind. Right now you don’t
have to decide about what career you want. You are still a young man. You have
plenty of time.

“All T ask is that you do your very best at whatever you choose to do with
your life, whether you are a magician or not, it’s your decision,” his father advised
him.

“Thanks dad, I’1l think about it,” Throckton responded.

He smiled at his dad and then went to his room to think.

After he entered his room, he lay down on his bed and put his earphones in so
he could listen to his music.

While he was lying on his bed, with his eyes closed, he heard a female voice.

“Throckton, do you hear me?” the voice said.

Throckton sat up and looked around the room. He did not see anything.

“Who’s there?” he asked.

“It’s Varanda,” the voice said.

“Varanda? Where are you?” he asked.

“I’m talking to you through your earphones. Isn’t it cool?” she questioned.

“Through my earphones? How are you doing that?” Throckton asked
astonished.

“It’s a new spell I learned this summer,” she replied.

“I never learned that spell,” Throckton answered.

Just then, the door to his closet opened and out jumped Varanda.

“Surprise!” she yelled out.
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Throckton sat up in shock.

“How did you get here?” Throckton asked, even more surprised.

“Our parents arranged for me to come to see you. They’ve been planning this
for over a week. We wanted to surprise you. Did it work?” Varanda replied.

“Yeah, I’'m really surprised,” Throckton responded.

“Did you miss me?” she asked.

“Not really,” he answered, teasing her.

“I’m going to get you for that!” Varanda responded, as she pushed him
backward onto his bed.

They sat and talked for a long time. It was nice to see her again.

“Do you want to go for a walk in the forest with me?”” Throckton asked.

“That sounds like fun. It’ll be fun to see where you go when you need to
think,” she answered.

Varanda raced to the door, but Throckton pulled her back so he could go first.
They ran down the stairs and out the front door making so much noise his mother
yelled at them to slow down.

The forest began at the end of the street. There was a trail that led into the
woods and then to the elementary school. When they got to the school, Varanda sat
on a swing and began to swing higher and higher.

“Come on Throckton, let’s see who can go the highest,” Varanda challenged
him.

“Naw, I hate those things. They make me dizzy,” he answered.

“Dizzy? How do they make you dizzy?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I just get sick, so I don’t like them,” he answered, while he
went behind her and started to push her higher and higher.

“STOP! I’'m going high enough!” she yelled at him.

Throckton laughed and stopped pushing her.

When she slowed down, she jumped off, but when she did, she fell onto the
ground. Throckton rushed to see if she was okay, and when he reached down to help
her up, she looked up at him and laughed.

“It’s OK, it didn’t hurt,” she said, while she brushed the dirt off her jeans.

They walked around the school looking into the windows. It was summer
break, so no one was there.

“Do you want to see inside?”” Throckton suggested.

“How do you plan to get inside? The doors are locked,” Varanda said as she
looked inside one of the windows.
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“A little magic and then voila, we are inside!” Throckton answered.

“Throckton, you really want us to get into trouble, don’t you?!” Varanda said
to him. “I don’t want to get in trouble on my first visit here. If we do, your parents
won’t let me come back, So stop it, OK?”

“All right, I was just kidding anyway,” Throckton responded to her. “What do
you want to do?”’

“Let’s go into town and get something to eat,” she suggested.

“I don’t have any money,” Throckton said, as he looked in his pockets.

“That’s OK. I'll treat you. I have some money my mom gave me for the trip,”
Varanda answered, as she showed him a twenty-dollar bill she had in her pocket.

They left the school and walked along the road to the town at the bottom of
the hill. While they were walking, Throckton reached over and took Varanda’s
hand. As soon as he took it, she squeezed his hand as hard as she could.

“Ouch! What did you do that for?”” Throckton asked, shaking his hand.

“Just kidding,” she said as she took his hand and held it tightly. “You’re not
going to get away thateasily.”
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(HAPTER11

They walked together to the town and went to the small café in the center of
the square. There were many other kids about their age, and most of them knew
Throckton. They began to tease him about Varanda.

“Hey Throckton, who’s the girl?” they asked.

Throckton tried to ignore them, but they continued to tease him.

Finally, Throckton turned to the boys and answered their question.

“This 1s Varanda. She was a classmate of mine last year. She has come for a
visit. Would you just leave us alone?” Throckton asked.

Varanda smiled at the teasing.

“It’s OK, I don’t mind them talking about us,” Varanda said.

“What if I use some magic and make them go away?” Throckton whispered
over to her.

“NO! Just leave them alone. They aren’t bothering me at all. Don’t use your
magic. It will only cause problems,” she answered.

“Why do you always say that? I want to have a little fun. Why can’t I have a
little fun with these guys?” Throckton inquired.

“I don’t want any trouble. Please leave them alone. They aren’t bothering us,”
Varanda pleaded.

Throckton agreed to leave them alone, even though he was not happy with the
teasing.

They sat for a long time talking about their time in the Magician’s Academy
and about what Varanda had been doing during the summer.

She had traveled to the Capital City and spent seven days going to museums
and famous places. Other than that, she had spent the summer at home with her
family.

As for Throckton, he had just stayed home. He had not done anything special.

While they were talking, the boys did not stop teasing Throckton and
Varanda.
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They were saying, “Hey Throckton, are you going to marry her?” and
“Throckton, are you in love?”

Throckton got tired of the comments and began to get red in the face.

“Why are you getting mad?” Varanda asked him. “They’re just kidding.”

“I’ve had enough of this,” he said.

Then he turned to them and said, “I warned you to stop.”

Then he said a spell, “Gondi ra fo adini.”

The boys disappeared.

Varanda looked around the room to see where they had gone.

“What did you just do? Where did they go?” she asked.

“I sent them to their homes.” Throckton said calmly.

“You sent them to their homes? Why did you do that?” she yelled at him.

“They were bothering me and I didn’t like it,” Throckton responded.

“That was very childish of you. It was just harmless teasing. It wasn’t
bothering me,” Varanda stated in anger at Throckton.

“I’'m sorry. I didn’t know you would get so angry,” Throckton said back to
her.

Varanda jumped up from the table and said, “I’m going back. I don’t want to
stay here with you anymore.”

She headed toward the door.

“Hey, we haven’t paid for our food yet!” Throckton screamed at her.

Varanda threw the twenty-dollar bill at him and then she stormed out the door
and headed back to the house.

Throckton paid the bill and then ran after her.

When he caught up with her he asked her, “What’s the matter?”

She turned and looked him straight in the eye.

“I asked you not to do that. Now the people of this town are going to know
that you are a magician. You’ve ruined everything for your family!” she said in a
strong voice to him.

She turned and walked quickly to the house. It was silent while they walked.

When they got to the house, she went to Abilossa’s room and closed the door.

Not knowing what else to do, Throckton went to the living room to play a
video game.

At dinner all was silent except for, “Pass me the beans” or “May I have more
potatoes please?”

After dinner, Abilossa went to her room to talk to Varanda.
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The plan was for Varanda to spend the night in Abilossa’s room, so it gave
them a long time to talk to each other.

“What’s going on? Why aren’t you and Throckton talking? Earlier you were
having so much fun,” Abilossa asked.

Varanda answered, “He’s such a jerk! He sent four boys home using his
magic because they were teasing us.”

Abilossa surprised, responded, “He did what”

“He sent four boys home using magic. Now everyone in this town is going to
know he’s a magician. Then there will be problems for your whole family,” Varanda
explained.

“I have news for you. Everyone already knows that our family are magicians.
It isn’t a secret. People have known this for years,” Abilossa informed her.

Varanda sat up in surprise.

“Are you serious? If the people in our town knew I was a magician, they
would make us leave. They would think we were very strange. The people of our
town hate anything to do with magic since many years ago when a man went crazy
in our city. He was a graduate of the Magician’s Academy and he made all the
people in our town very angry with him. They even sent him away.

“Since then the town does not tolerate any magic at all. In fact, we could be
arrested and sent away if they ever found out,” Varanda explained why she was so
angry.

“Not here. We get along with our neighbors just fine. I'm sure the boy’s
parents will find out what they were doing. Parents here don’t like it when their kids
are bullies,” Abilossa said. “That’s one of the reasons why Throckton had to go to
the Magician’s Academy. He was being too much of a bully.”

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” Varanda commented.

After a while, Abilossa asked Varanda a personal question.

“Why do you like Throckton? What is it about him you think is so cute? Do
you like bad boys?”

“What do you mean by, ‘Do I like bad boys’?” Varanda asked.

“You know. Girls like bad boys. There’s something mysterious about them.
They can be a lot of fun to be around,” Abilossa explained. “Throckton’s a lot like
that. He can be quite disruptive when he wants to be. I’m sure you know that.”

“I’ve never thought about that. Maybe that’s one of the reasons why I like
him, but it’s not the only reason. He’s fun to be around and he is so smart. | just
wish he’d listen to me,” Varanda stated.
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“He doesn’t listen to anyone. He’s his own person. He’ll do what he wants to
do. You have to either accept him as he is, or move on. He’s really a pretty great
guy. Do you remember what he did for me?”” Abilossa explained.

“Yeah, that was pretty special. Maybe I should apologize,” Varanda reasoned
what she should do next.

“No, let him think about it for a while. If you are as special to him as | think
you are, he’ll apologize to you. Just wait and see,” Abilossa advised.

“We’ll see what happens in the morning. I’m tired and I think we should get
some sleep,” Varanda suggested.

“I was hoping we could stay up all night talking,” Abilossa tried to convince
Varanda to stay up and talk, but before she knew it, Varanda was asleep.

In the morning, when everyone went to the table, it was just like at
dinnertime. The conversation at the table was the same. No one was talking. It was
very uncomfortable during the meal.

Throckton and Varanda hardly looked at each other.

After breakfast, Throckton asked Varanda if he could talk to her.

They went out of the house for a walk.

“Varanda, I’'m sorry for not listening to you. | just got frustrated because
those boys were teasing us. I didn’t like it. Those guys are always giving me a hard
time,” Throckton shared with her.

Varanda looked at Throckton not knowing what to say at first.

“I was afraid you would cause problems for your family. If | were to use
magic in my town, our family would have to move. Your sister told me about how
things are here. I have to apologize as well,” Varanda said to him as she took his
hand and smiled at him.

Varanda asked, “What do you want to do today?”

“I don’t know. I usually just go out for a walk and then to town, but I don’t
think you want to go back there,” Throckton answered.

“Why do you say that?” she asked another question.

“After what happened yesterday, I think you’d be too embarrassed,”
Throckton explained.

“Your sister told me everything. I’ll be fine,” Varanda said, as she headed out
the door toward the forest with Throckton close behind.

They walked for a long time talking about what Throckton might do for
school the next year.

“Do you know what you’re going to do next school year?” Varanda asked.
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“I’'m thinking of going back to school with Abilossa. I think I need a regular
education. When I’m finished with high school, then I can decide what | want to do
with my life. Right now I’'m confused,” Throckton responded.

“I think that’s a good idea. I’'m going to miss you at school though,” Varanda
said to him, as she leaned against him.

Throckton liked being with Varanda. It was easy to talk to her.

“Hey, let’s go to town!” Varanda suggested, as she began to run.

Throckton chased after her. By the time they arrived they were both out of
breath.

Breathing hard, Throckton said, “Whew, I... should’ve... used magic... to
get here. That... was a long run,”

Varanda walked into the café and sat down.

At first Throckton did not notice since he was bent at the waist taking long
breaths. When he looked up, she was gone. He looked around and then saw her
sitting at one of the tables. He went in to join her.

A few minutes later, the four boys, who Throckton had sent home, walked in.

“Oh boy, here we go again,” Throckton said softly to Varanda.

The boys glanced over at the two sitting alone in the corner and then sat at a
table near the window. Nothing was said; just a few looks back and forth.

While Throckton and Varanda were in a conversation, one of the boys walked
up to the table and sat down.

Surprised, Throckton looked over at him and asked, “What’s up, Franklin?”

“I want to say I’'m sorry for teasing you yesterday. We got a little carried
away. You know sending me home like that was pretty cool. | got into some trouble
with my mom when she made me tell her why you had sent me home, but it was
worth it. What other kind of magic can you do?” he asked.

“Simple stuff. Mostly I can move things from place to place, create light, you
know, stuff like that,” Throckton answered.

“Can you give me a wish?” Franklin asked.

“No, I can’t do that and I can’t make you rich either,” Throckton said with a
laugh.

Looking over at Varanda, Franklin asked, “So who’s the girl?”

“Varanda, she was a classmate of mine last year,” Throckton answered.

Franklin smiled at her and then turned back to Throckton

“By the way, where were you last year? I heard something about you going to
a school over in Choston Villa. Is that true?” Franklin inquired.
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“Yes, that’s where I was,” Throckton responded.

“How was that?” Franklin asked.

“Let’s just say, I'm glad to be home,” Throckton replied, as he looked over at
Varanda and smiled.

The other boys joined them at their table. They had a lot of fun talking with
them. Varanda felt special. The boys liked talking with her, and she liked them and
all of the attention she was getting.

“I’m glad you aren’t mad at Throckton. As for me, I was really angry with
him for sending you home. | thought he was being childish,” Varanda shared.

“No, 1t’s cool. We went too far,” Kenton said. “We deserved it.”

After they finished eating, they walked around the town. He showed her the
stores and the movie theater. They bought some cotton candy at the candy store
along with some fresh baked cookies from the bakery to take home to his mother.

“Do you want to see a movie?” Throckton asked.

“No, I just want to talk. It is hard to talk in the cinema,” Varanda answered

Later in the afternoon Throckton and Varanda walked home. She would be
leaving right after dinner.

“Throckton, I have really enjoyed being here with you. When can we do this
again?” Varanda asked.

“Tell you what. I’'ll visit you at the Magician’s Academy during my fall
break. What do you think about that?” he asked her.

“Are you sure they will let you visit?” she responded.

“Im a graduate. They’ll let me visit any time I want,” Throckton said
proudly.

They arrived home and Varanda went to Abilossa’s room to pack her things.

Abilossa was in the room when Varanda walked in.

“Hi Varanda. How did the day go?” Abilossa asked her.

Varanda sat down on the bed and then lay back on her pillow.

“We had a great day. I met his friends at the café and we talked for a long
time,” Varanda spoke more to the ceiling than to Abilossa. “I’m going to miss this
place.”

“When do you leave?”” Abilossa asked.

“Right after dinner. We have to go to the train station,” Varanda answered.

“How long will it take you to get home?”” Abilossa inquired.

“I’1ll get home around eight o’clock in the morning. I’ll sleep on the train,”
Varanda responded.
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Varanda got up and finished putting her clothes into her bag, carried it down
the stairs and set her luggage by the front door.

Throckton was sitting on the sofa in the living room playing a video game.

Varanda sat beside him and watched the game.

“Do you play this a lot?”” Varanda asked.

“No, not really. I just play when I’m a little bored. It helps to pass the time,”
Throckton answered.

“I hate video games. When I play them, I waste too much time. I’d rather read
a book,” Varanda responded. “It’s far more educational.”

“I guess that’s just something else that is different about us,” Throckton
joked.

Varanda hit him in the arm and then left to see if dinner was ready yet.

Throckton rubbed his arm and then chased after VVaranda.

“Slow down you two. You’re going to break something,” his mother yelled,
as she brought food from the kitchen to the dining table.

Dinner was more fun than the night before. There was laughter and talking for
a long time.

Throckton’s mother had made a chocolate cake for desert. It was Throckton’s
favorite.

After dinner, the family got into the car to go to the train station.

Just before they left, Throckton suggested, “I could just use magic and send
you home, you know.”

Varanda thought about it for a moment and then responded, “I like the train.
It’s an adventure. I’d rather just go home the normal way, if you don’t mind. I don’t
want the people in my town to get suspicious of me.”

Varanda smiled at Throckton for thinking about her.

It did not take long to get to the train station. While they waited for the train,
Throckton gave Varanda a big hug, and then to the surprise of everyone, he kissed
her on the cheek.

Varanda was surprised as well, but afterward her cheeks were red and she had
a huge smile on her face.

She said goodbye to everyone, and then, when the door to the train opened,
she ran to the train. She found her seat. As she looked out the window, she waved at
the family as the train started to leave.

Throckton had a tear in his eye as the train slowly moved out of sight.

As they walked to the car, Abilossa took Throckton’s arm and held him close.
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She knew Throckton was going to miss Varanda.

* * Kk X X L L ~ ~ * X X *

Two days later, school started. Throckton and Abilossa walked to school
together. When they walked in the door, everyone was surprised to see Throckton.

“Hey Throckton, where have you been? In prison?”” one of the students yelled
out.

Everyone laughed.

“Kind of like that,” Throckton yelled back.

Throckton turned to his sister, and said with a chuckle, “How did he know I
was in a prison?”’

Abilossa laughed.

The first day of school was ordinary. The teachers introduced their classes
and handed out the textbooks.

Something that was new that year was the students had the option of getting a
textbook or downloading the information onto their computers. Throckton thought
that this was great. No more backpack filled with books. All he had to do was bring
his notebook computer to school every day. He and Abilossa downloaded the
textbooks onto their computers.

The next day classes really began.

As usual, his math class was easy. In fact, he did so well, his teacher had him
take a test to see what he knew. After he took the test, his teacher gave him an “A”
and promoted him to the next class. After a week in that class, he was promoted
again to the fourth year class. He had passed Geometry and Advanced Algebra in
just three weeks. Now he was in Trigonometry. Creating spells and math had a lot in
common. Memorizing formulas was easy for him.

His other classes were fine but boring. Throckton read the textbooks from
front to back. He was used to studying hard from when he was in the academy. The
other students could not believe how much he had changed. He even participated in
Physical Education.

During his classes, sometimes Throckton would get bored. It was then that he
would usually get into some trouble.

One day, his English teacher asked him a question about the text they were
reading. Instead of standing and answering the question, Throckton made a piece of
chalk write the answer on the blackboard.

The class laughed, but the teacher did not think it was so funny. He sent him
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to the office to speak with the principal.

Another time, when he was bored, he kept moving the books on the Science
teacher’s desk when she was not looking. The students would laugh and she did not
know why, but by the end of the class, she realized that Throckton was causing all
of the trouble because he was the only one not laughing, so she sent him to the
office.

Every time Throckton was sent to the office, he had to do a job after school.
Then his father would have to pick him up.

His father and the principal became good friends.

The principal, Mr. Rockliss, always complemented Throckton on the work he
did. Once he had to mop the lunchroom, and when his father came to pick him up,
the principal commented to his father that he would like to hire Throckton because
he did a much better job at his work than the employees of the school.

Throckton was getting the reputation of being the class clown. The students
were always asking him to do magic in the classroom. They encouraged him to keep
doing silly things to the teachers.

Soon the teachers had had enough. They had a meeting to discuss what to do
with Throckton. He was a good student and everyone liked him, it was just that he
was so disruptive in the school all the time.
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CHAPTER1 2

Mr. Rockliss scheduled a meeting with Throckton’s parents and the teachers
for the following Monday night. Throckton was surprised at all of this. He became a
little scared at what might happen to him.

The night came for the meeting. Throckton’s parents were not happy that they
had to go to the school to meet with the teachers.

“Throckton, why can’t you behave in school? Why are you making us go to
your school and talk to all of those people? We’ll talk more about this when we get
home,” his dad said to him as they walked out of the house.

Throckton always hated it when his father said that. He knew he would have
to listen to his dad talk to him about his behavior and what they were going to do to
him if he did not improve.

When they arrived at the school, the room was crowded. Every one of his
teachers was there as well as several of the parents of the students in his classes.
They all looked very serious.

There were three seats at the front of the room reserved for Throckton and his
parents. As soon as they walked into the room, they sat down. Mr. Rockliss was
standing in the front of the audience. He did not look very happy.

Once everyone was seated and quiet, he began, “We are here to discuss what
we are going to do with Throckton. Every day | get a report from one of your
teachers that you have done something to disturb your class. We need to find a
solution to this problem, and I’'m open to any suggestions.”

Throckton had thoughts of the trial he had had back at the Academy.

“At least I won’t be sent back to the mines,” he thought.

Just then, another person came into the room. It was Malinda!

“What is shedoing here?” Throckton thought to himself. “Uh oh, maybe I
might be going back to the mines after all!”

Throckton slumped down in his chair. This was getting serious.

101



The principal introduced Malinda to the teachers and parents.

“This is Malinda. She’s the headmistress of the school where Throckton
attended school last year. I’ve invited her to help us figure out what to do with
Throckton. She has great insight on Throckton’s character and perhaps she has some
ideas on how we can help him to become a better student. | would like each of the
teachers to tell us about Throckton and his behavior in the classroom,” Mr. Rockliss
introduced her.

Throckton’s English teacher stood up.

“Well, Throckton loves to do things to make the students laugh. He moves
things around in the class. He is very good at doing these things when I’m not
looking. I can’t say for sure exactly what he does, but I know it is he who is causing
the problems,” Mr. Haring shared with the group.

He then sat down.

Ms. Golter, his Science teacher, stood up and began to tell about Throckton
and how was behaving in her class.

“It’s about the same in my class. Sometimes things start to boil, or something
flies across the room. One time the windows opened by themselves and because of
the wind, several leaves blew into the room. | had to make Throckton stay after
school and clean the floor. I never know what he is going to do next,” she told about
Throckton and of what he was doing in her room.

Mr. Rislinger, Throckton’s Social Studies teacher stood up to speak.

“One day, during a lecture, it started to rain outside our windows. The rain hit
the glass so hard and made so much noise that | was unable to continue speaking.
After class, | was surprised to learn that the day had been sunny all day long. The
only place where there had been rain was outside of my room. He’s done other
things as well to disrupt what I am trying to do,” he finished and then sat down.

One by one, the teachers shared with the group what Throckton had been
doing. At times, there was soft laughter, but for the most part, the room was pretty
silent.

After all of the teachers had shared what he had done, Mr. Rockliss invited
Throckton to give an explanation of why he was doing the things he was doing.

Throckton declined to speak. He just shook his head.

He was feeling very uncomfortable, especially since Malinda was there.

“Malinda, would you please come and talk to the teachers,” the principal
offered her the opportunity to speak.

Malinda floated to the front of the room. She looked over at Throckton, but he
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would not look at her.

She then began to speak.

“Throckton came to us last year as a result of his bad attitude and
misbehavior. While he did well in his studies, he was a problem in the school.

“We let him do what he wanted, until he had broken almost every rule in the
school. We then sent him to punishment and when he returned, we thought he had
changed, but listening to all of you talk about him, it appears that he has not changed
at all. He’s still the same boy who came to us a year ago.”

One of the teachers jumped in and asked, “What kind of punishment did you
do?”

“We aren’t at liberty to tell you, since the laws of this state do not allow
public schools to do what we as a private school can do. | assure you, it was far
worse than anything you are allowed to do here, and with far better results, at least
most of the time,” Malinda answered, when she looked over at Throckton she
wrinkled her nose at him.

She sat down and then Mr. Rockliss stood up and gave his assessment of the
situation.

“My recommendation is to dismiss him from school. We should let him find
his way on his own,” he recommended to the group.

Throckton sank further into his chair.

“Throckton, do you have anything to say for yourself?”” Mr. Rockliss asked.

Throckton sat with his head down, not looking at anyone. He thought for a
moment and then he stood up.

“I’'m sorry for the way I’ve acted. Since | returned, I’ve made many new
friends. I’'m not used to that. I found that by using my magic in class the other kids
liked me. They thought I was funny.

“Now I see that I was not very respectful of my teachers, and for that I’'m
sorry.

“I just wish the classes weren’t so boring all the time. You teachers repeat
things over and over. | get it. | just want to move on to the next thing. | want to
learn, it’s just that the classes are so slow,” Throckton explained.

Malinda stood up.

“While Throckton was at our school, he passed all four years of his exams in
one year. He learns very quickly and he remembers what he learns,” she paused.

“Now that I hear him speak and think about what he needs, perhaps part of his
problem is us. We don’t understand how he learns. Maybe you should explore
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another way for Throckton to study. Maybe sitting in the classroom all day is not
how we can best help him.”

Mr. Rockliss agreed with Malinda and added, “I suggest that we discuss this
further before we make a decision on what to do with him. Maybe another meeting
is needed to find the best way to give Throckton the education he needs,” he
finished.

There was a lot of talking in the room.

Then Ms. Golter stood up to speak.

“I agree. We need to do what is best for Throckton. I don’t think we need
another meeting. I’'m willing to work with him and let him do self-study. If that will
give him the best chance to be successful, I’'m all for it. I think we should consider
this idea,” she gave her opinion to the group. “At least he won’t be in our
classrooms causing problems anymore.”

Several of the other teachers agreed. They decided to let Throckton study at
his own pace. He could study at home and turn in his work when he finished it.

Throckton was shocked. He was sure that he was going to return to the mines.

His parents agreed with the teachers he would do self-study.

His teachers concluded it would be a good idea since he was learning faster
on his own than in the classroom. They would provide him with his study materials
and supplemental information to help him finish his courses.

Once a week he would go to the school, where he would take the tests, and
quizzes the teachers prepared for him.

Throckton and his parents left the meeting while the teachers continued to
talk. Malinda followed them out of the room.

“I hope you make the most of this Throckton. I was really disappointed when
I was called by your principal about your behavior. | was proud of you when you
left,” Malinda said with a sad face. “I will continue to talk to your parents about
your progress .”

This worked out well for him. He was passing all his subjects with top grades.

He was allowed to participate in school activities, and the only rule he had to
follow was that when he visited the school he was not to use any magic.

Throckton was changing and everyone could see it.

Sometimes the kids tried to get him to disobey the rules and do some magic,
but he did not want to do anything to make his parents angry with him. Most of all
he wanted Varanda to be happy with him.

He chatted with Varanda almost every day. He helped her with her homework
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so she was keeping up with her studies.

During his fall break, as he had promised Varanda, he returned to the
Magician’s Academy. He had to get special permission from Malinda, and she said
he was welcome to visit as long as he obeyed the rules. If he messed up, he would
find the punishment to be very severe.

On the bus to Choston Villa, Throckton remembered the first day at the
Magician’s Academy and of how he had treated the people there, especially
Gosling. This time things were going to be a lot different. Once he got to the bus
station in Choston Villa, a special car that would take him up the mountain to the
school met him. He thought about using his magic instead of taking the car, but he
did not want to offend Malinda. She had gone out of her way to make him feel
welcome.

The ride up the mountain was beautiful. The trees were turning yellow and
red. The sun was high in the sky, which made the colors of the leaves dance when
the wind blew through them. This was quite different from his first trip up the
mountain when the snow was so deep and the air was so cold.

The car dropped him off at the gate and then he walked up the path toward the
school.

He was met by Gosling at the entrance to the school, just like when he arrived
the first time.

“Hello Gosling.” Throckton greeted him. “How’ve you been?”

“Hello Throckton,” Gosling replied. “Things have been very quiet since you
left the school. I’'m happy for that, as well as when your father left the school. I'm
glad no one from your family is still here,” Gosling said with a chuckle.

He continued, “When you were studying here things were pretty exciting, but
to tell you the truth, I don’t want to go back to those times. I’'m glad it is over.”

“Aw come on now, we had a good time, didn’t we?” Throckton teased him.

“I think I would rather go to the dentist than to go through what we did with
you again,” Gosling shot back.

“That’s a good one Gosling. I didn’t know you had such a great sense of
humor,” Throckton responded.

Gosling led Throckton to the door of the school. When he entered, he was
welcomed in a way he never could have guessed. Many of the students remembered
him and greeted him. They were excited to see him again. His reputation had spread
to the new students as well. He was famous. They were pointing at him as he walked
in the door.
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“Isn’t that the guy who finished his classes in one year?”” some of them were
asking.

“Isn’t that Throckton?”” others asked.

It felt strange to be back at the place he had called a prison, but now he was
able to go anywhere he wanted on his own. He did not need a teacher to send him
anywhere. He liked that part of it.

Varanda met him at the door and had a big hug for him. None of the students
knew that Varanda and Throckton liked each other, so they were a little surprised.
She took his hand and led him to the cafeteria.

When he got there all of the teachers were sitting at the long table at the front
of the room. When he walked in, they stood up and applauded him. This was a big
shock for him. He began to turn red in the face.

Malinda began to speak.

“Throckton, it’s nice to see you. I’ve heard good things about your progress
since I saw you last. I hope you continue to do the things you need to do. You’re
welcome to stay here and | hope you enjoy your time with us. Dinner is ready so we
all need to eat,” she said as she sat down and waited for the food to be served to her.

The food was better than he remembered. He sat down at the table for the
second-year students with Varanda and her friends. They had so many questions for
him.

One asked, “Did you really graduate in one year?”

Another asked, “Did you really go to the mines?”

And still another asked, “Are you Varanda’s boyfriend?”

The questions were so fast he wasn’t able to answer them.

As he looked around the room, he suddenly saw someone who looked very
familiar. He looked closely at him and realized he knew who he was. It was
Jennison from the mines!

Throckton got up and ran to the table.

“Jennison, is that you?” he asked.

The boy turned and looked at Throckton.

“My name isn’t Jennison. My name is Kerron. My father’s name is Jennison,”
he replied.

“Your father? Wow, you sure look like him. Did he attend the Magician’s
Academy when he was younger?” Throckton asked.

“Yes, how did you know that?” the boy asked a question of his own.

Throckton thought quickly and replied, “l heard about him when | was in
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school here. I think I may have seen a picture of him somewhere. It’s amazing how
much you look like him.”

“People who have known my dad say that to me all the time,” Kerron said.

“It was nice meeting you Kerron,” Throckton said, and then returned to sit
with Varanda.

“What was that all about?” she questioned him.

“He looked familiar. I knew his dad,” Throckton answered still looking at the
boy and wondering how he looked so much like his dad.

“How do you know his dad?”” Varanda asked.

“My dad and he were here at the same time,” Throckton thought quickly to
give her an answer so she would talk about something else. He did not want the
other kids to know about Kerron’s father.

“I don’t remember him,” Varanda said with a curious look on her face.

He did not want to talk about his time in the mines.

After dinner, Throckton and Varanda went to the library.

“This feels strange, being back here in the library. I spent so many hours here.
It’s kind of creepy being back in this place,” Throckton said once they got to his
favorite table.

“I hope you don’t mean when we were here?”” Varanda joked with him.

“Of course not. Those were the best times here at the academy,” Throckton
said, with a smile on his face.

For the next few days, Throckton helped Varanda with her homework. It felt
good to be with her. She had many questions about her classes, and Throckton was
able to answer them for her.

Throckton visited several of the classes during the day. The teachers asked
him to help teach some of the lessons he had learned. They were happy to see how
excited he was to help the students gain confidence in their skills. Throckton
enjoyed teaching.

Ms. Waterspell had Throckton share about his life after leaving the Academy.
He told of how it had been in the public school and how the kids there always
wanted him to do magic. Some of the students were shocked that he could use his
magic so openly. They told him that in their towns, magicians were treated poorly,
even considered as second class citizens.

When Throckton asked them about what happened to them, they told him
about how people in their cities were suspicious of magicians and how some of the
other families had even disappeared. There was a rumor that someone was using
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magic to find magicians and then eliminate them.

None of the kids had this happen to their own families yet, but they had
stories of friends and neighbors who had disappeared. No one knew the source of
this magic, but it was scaring many of the kids.

Ms. Waterspell asked the class to stop talking about things like that.

One night, while Throckton and Varanda were studying, Throckton asked,
“Did you know that my dad is on the Wall of Fame?”

“Wall of Fame? What is that?” Varanda asked.

“It’s in Ms. Waterspell’s room. There are pictures of famous former students.
My dad is one of them.”

“Really? When was he here?” she asked.

“I don’t remember the dates, but his picture is on the wall in the classroom,”
Throckton informed her.

“Can we go see it?” she asked.

“Sure, I think we have time,” he replied.

When they got to the room, the door was locked.

Throckton said a spell, “Ba, see, ga, ondi”, and then the door went “click’.

“I still have the magic!” Throckton said, as he opened the door.

Varanda hesitated.

“Do you think we’ll get in trouble for this?”” Varanda asked.

“No, we’ll be fine. No one is here at this time of night,” he said, while he
walked into the room.

It was dark, so he said a spell for light.

“Gordi, san, tee, bah,” Throckton created a spell to light up the room.

“That one always works,” he said smiling and proud of himself.

They walked slowly into the room. On the wall, to their right, were all of the
pictures Throckton had seen when he was in Ms. Waterspell’s class.

“Here are the pictures of the famous magicians from the Academy.”
Throckton said, while moving slowly past the pictures looking for the one of his
dad.

“My father’s picture should be right about here,” he said when he found the
picture he was looking for.

Then he saw something he did not expect. Next to his dad’s picture was a
picture of Throckton. They had added him to the Wall of Fame. He was amazed and
so was Varanda. She had not been in this room yet, so she had never seen the
pictures before.
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“You’re famous Throckton. Who knew?”” Varanda blurted out.
Just then, there was a voice behind them. It was Gosling.
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(CHAPTERL3

“What are you doing in this room? The door was locked and you aren’t
supposed to be in here. What do you think you are doing?” he yelled out.

Throckton stated as calmly as he could, “I was just showing Varanda the
picture of my dad. She didn’t know that he was on the Wall of Fame, and I didn’t
know I had been added.”

“You have to come with me, and I mean now” Gosling ordered. “I knew it
was a mistake to let you come back. You never know what is right and what is
wrong. Someday, all of this is going to catch up with you, Throckton.”

Throckton got scared. He remembered the warning Malinda had given him if
he broke the rules again.

Without thinking, he blurted out, “Glor, fondi, sun, ga!”

Gosling disappeared.

“Hurry, we need to get out of here before someone else comes!” Throckton
yelled at VVaranda.

“What did you just do?” Varanda screamed at him. “Where did you send
Gosling?”

“Ah...I’m not really sure. All I know is we need to leave,” Throckton grabbed
Varanda’s hand and started to run out the door.

Just as he got to the door, Throckton ran into a big man and fell backward
onto the ground. When he looked up he saw Dron standing in the doorway, and he
did not look too happy.

He down and looked at Throckton lying on the ground and then said, “Get up
you stupid little man. You both need to come with me.”

Throckton and Varanda followed him out of the room. Dron locked the door
and then led them to Malinda’s office, while holding onto the back of Throckton’s
shirt to make sure he didn’t run off.

When they entered the room, Malinda was not very happy. Standing next to
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her was Gosling.

“You’ll never learn, will you Throckton? Your magic doesn’t work here. We
know exactly what you are doing all the time. | was told that allowing you to come
back would not be a good idea, and now | know why they said that. We were
watching you to see if you would do something like this. Gosling had his suspicions,
and you proved him right.

“Throckton, I think trouble just follows you wherever you go,” Malinda said
while sitting at her desk.

“As you know, our agreement was that you would have to leave if you broke
the rules. That is going to happen immediately. You know that going into a locked
room is not allowed.

“As further punishment, because you don’t take our rules seriously, and
because you could have done serious harm to Gosling, none of your magic will
work from now on. No matter what you try, none of your spells will ever work. |
can’t send you to the mines since you are no longer a student in our school, but I can
make it so no one remembers you were here.”

“Your picture will be removed from the Wall of Fame and any memories of
you here at the Magician’s Academy will be gone. Your time here will be as if it
never existed.

“This will include Varanda. She will not know who you are. I’'m sorry to have
to do this to you, but you have left me no other choice,” Malinda said with authority,
but she also seemed upset at having to make his punishment so harsh,

Varanda screamed, “Noooooo!”

Then Malinda waved her hand. She said, “Lon, glob, for, basti,” and the room
went dark.

The next thing Throckton saw, he was in his home, in his room lying on his
bed, listening to his music.

He felt strange as if he had just had a bad dream, but he could not remember
it.

When he went down for dinner, his parents were unusually quiet. Even
Abilossa was not saying anything.

“Is something wrong?”” Throckton asked.

His dad looked up at him and said, “We are very disappointed in you
Throckton. Your behavior has changed everyone’s life around you. If you would
just think first about other’s once in a while, your life would be so much easier.”

“What are you talking about, dad?”” Throckton asked.
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“I hope someday you find out, son. For now, just live your life. Do the best
you can,” his father said to him in a sad voice.

Dinner went by slowly while the family only ate. There was no other
conversation.

After he ate, Throckton went to his room. He had no idea what his father was
talking about.

He thought to himself, “What did I do that was so bad? Why did my dad go
off on me like that?”

He then lay down on his bed and fell asleep.

In the morning, when he woke up, he was confused. He did not know what he
was supposed to do.

He went downstairs to play his video game, but the controller was missing.
He looked and looked for it, but he could not find it.

“Mom and dad, where is the controller for the video game?!” Throckton
yelled out.

There was no answer.

“Wow, they must really be angry with me,” he reasoned. “They must have
taken the controller and hidden it.”

He looked around the house and no one was home. He decided to go for a
walk.

He went to the woods and walked to the school. It was a Saturday, so no one
was there. He sat on one of the swings and began to think. He felt like he had been
in this place before and that something felt familiar. He just could not understand
why he was feeling this way.

“This feels strange. I don’t know what’s going on. I don’t know what I’'m
supposed to do,” he thought to himself. “I feel like there is something I’m supposed
to be doing.”

His relationship with his parents was completely different. They hardly talked
to him at all. They seemed to be very disappointed with him no matter how hard he
tried.

When school started after the break, the students at his school asked him to do
magic for them, but Throckton did not understand what they were talking about.
Since he was no longer doing anything to entertain them, they stayed away, just like
they had before he went to the Academy. They kept teasing him about being a
magician.

His sixteenth birthday came and went. No one seemed to notice. His parents
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gave him a new tablet computer, but that was all there was.

Throckton was feeling very lonely. He usually did not care that he was alone,
but something was really different. He felt like there was somebody he wanted to be
with.

Once a week he went to the school, where he took the tests, and quizzes the
teachers had for him. He passed all of his subjects with top grades.

He helped his sister Abilossa with her studies, but she did not learn as fast as
her brother.

When summer break came, Throckton just went for walks in the forest and
spent most of the time by himself. There was something on his mind, but he was not
able to figure it out. He knew he had a purpose, but he did not know what it was.

His only true friend was Abilossa, but when he tried to talk to her about his
depression, she would change the subject. This made him a little angry. They had
always been able to talk about anything.

Finally, he decided to talk to his dad about his feelings.

When he got home from his walk, he found his father in the living room
reading a book.

“Dad, may I talk to you for a minute?” Throckton asked.

His father looked over the top of the book at Throckton, and answered, “Sure
son, have a seat. What do you need to talk about?”

“Something’s wrong. I don’t know what it is, but I have these strange feelings
that ’m not the person I used to be. I’ve done my best in school. That’s certainly
different, but I don’t think that’s what is wrong.

“I'm trying to do everything I’m asked to do, but for some reason I feel like
there is something more.

“I’m lonely most of the time. I feel like there is someone in my life I'm
supposed to be with, but I have no idea who that is.

“What’s going on with me? You and mom don’t talk to me anymore, and
Abilossa ignores me most of the time. What have I done to deserve this?” Throckton
posed the question to his father.

His dad sat back in his chair to think. He set the book on the table next to him
and then leaned forward toward Throckton and asked him, “What kind of person
have you been?”

“I don’t know. I’ve been trying to do the things I’'m supposed to do. I think I
did better in school. I haven’t caused any problems. I spend most of time by myself.
I guess I’ve been doing OK,” he concluded.
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“All of that 1s true, Throckton. You’ve changed a lot. I’'m proud of you, but
the mistakes you made in the past have made you who you are today. That is why
you are so lonely and feel like you are not doing the things you need to be doing,”
his father explained.

“I don’t know what you mean. What did I do in the past that was so bad?”
Throckton asked.

“You were selfish, arrogant, disrespectful, and stubborn. You did what you
wanted and you didn’t care what other people thought. You’ve changed, but mostly
because you don’t remember what you were like before.

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but you had a spell put on you that has
caused you to forget who you were and what you did. Since then you’ve been a
different person,” his father told him.

“A spell? What kind of spell and why?” Throckton asked.

“You continually disobeyed the rules. As a punishment, you were made to
forget who you were before,” his father said.

“Who put the spell on me?”” Throckton asked.

“I can’t tell you that,” his dad answered.

“How can I get my memory back?” Throckton inquired.

“Actually, that’s up to the person who put the spell on you,” his dad
responded.

“That doesn’t help me. I want you and mom to be proud of me. I want my
relationship with Abilossa to be as it was before. How can I do that?”” Throckton
pleaded with his dad.

“Tell you what, I’ll speak with the person who put the spell on you and see
what can be done. I like your attitude. I just hope you stay like this,” his father
informed him.

“Thanks dad. I hate being like this,” Throckton said as he got up and walked
away.

He thought about the spell his father had told him about and the reasons why
it had been placed on him. He wondered what his life had been like.

Toward the end of the summer, Throckton’s father knocked on his door.

“Come in,” Throckton yelled.

Throckton’s dad walked into the room and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Son, I have some news for you. I am sending you to the Magician’s
Academy for the next school term. You will spend the next year at the school and
study there instead of going back to high school. I think this is a good option for you
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to find out who you really are,” his father informed him.

“The Magician’s Academy? What is that? Why are you sending me there? |
don’t know anything about magic,” Throckton answered in surprise.

“I think it will be good for you. I went there when I was about your age and it
helped me a lot. You’ll leave in two weeks, so get your things together,” his father
instructed him on what he was to do.

This was a big surprise to Throckton. As far as he knew, he had never been
away from home before. This was going to be a new experience for him.

He wanted to run away, but something inside him told him to follow his
father’s advice.

He packed his things and prepared to go to the Academy. He did not want to
go, but he trusted his father and knew that he was making the best choice for him.

Before he could enter the school, Throckton was required to sign a contract
that stated he must complete all of his classes and maintain a good reputation before
he could leave. If he disobeyed the rules, there were serious consequences. Included
In the contract, he must also discover the reason why his parents had sent him to the
school.

Throckton read the entire contract. He asked his father a few questions.
“What is this about the mines. What does this mean?”

“The most severe punishment at the school is being sent to the mines where
you’ll dig for the rest of your life. You don’t want to be sent there. Obey the rules
and you’ll not have to worry about it,” his father answered.

Throckton asked a few questions, and then he signed it.

During the next two weeks, Throckton spent most of his time in his room. He
was packed and ready to go on the day he was to leave.

On the way to the school, Throckton began to ask his father questions.

“So dad, you said you attended the Magician’s Academy when you were
younger. What can you tell me about it?”” Throckton asked.

“Well, the school is very strict. You have to obey the rules or there are big
consequences. Malinda, the headmaster of the school is very kind, until you break a
rule. Then she is very hard to get along with.

“Her assistant, Gosling, is a nice person. He and I didn’t get along too well
while | was there, but in the end we became friends.

“The teachers are nice and they love what they do, just do what they ask, and
you’ll be fine.

“This will be a big test for you. If you pass the test, your life will change. If
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you fail, your life will be worse than it is now. Just do your best. I know you can
succeed at whatever you set your mind to,” his father finished.

When they got to the school, Throckton took off his necklace with the star on
it and gave it to Abilossa.

“Keep this for me until I get back, OK?”* he asked.

Abilossa got tears in her eyes and hugged him goodbye. His mother got out of
the car and hugged him for a long time.

“I know you’ll do a good job here. Listen and do what you’re told. We’ll see
you in the spring. I love you,” she said as she gave him another hug.

Throckton walked up the path toward the school. He had an eerie feeling in
his chest that he had been there before, but he just tried to forget it.

When he got to the building, a strange small man appeared. He was round and
fat. His hair was blue and stood up on his head like a blue flame, and he had a belt
with many keys on it.

“Are you Throckton?” the little man said, in a squeaky high-pitched voice.

Throckton started to laugh.

“Yes, I’'m Throckton. Who are you?” he asked.

“I’'m Gosling. I’'m the assistant headmaster at this school,” Gosling replied.
“Why are you laughing?”

“My father told me about you, but I didn’t think he was serious. You are the
funniest man I have ever seen,” Throckton continued to laugh. “But I like you.”

“Follow me. I'll take you to meet Malinda, the head master of the school,”
Gosling directed Throckton, not very pleased at Throckton having laughed at him.

Throckton looked around at the scenery and admired the beauty of the
mountaintop. The sun was shining and the wind was blowing through the trees. He
took a long breath of fresh air and then followed Gosling into the building.

He was still not happy to be away from home, but he was trusting his father
that he would be okay. At least he could go home for the summer.

They entered the building and then Gosling led Throckton down a long
hallway. They came to a large door and when they went inside, the room was warm
and friendly. Sitting at a desk, working on some papers, was a lady in a white dress.
Her face was as white as her dress and she had beautiful eyes, especially her
eyelashes.

She smiled at Throckton, and then said, “Are you Throckton?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am. My name is Throckton,” He replied.

“Sit down Throckton, I want to talk to you for a few minutes before Gosling
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takes you to your room.”

Throckton sat down at the desk and set his bag onto the floor.

“So Throckton, what do you think of our little school so far?” she asked him.

“My dad told me a little bit about this place. So far everything he said is true,”
he replied as he looked around the room.

“Why did you laugh at Gosling?” she asked.

“I didn’t expect him to look exactly the way my dad described him. He’s very
cute,” Throckton responded with a giggle. “I like him.”

Malinda and Gosling looked at each other in surprise.

“I’'m sorry Gosling. I didn’t mean to be disrespectful. I hope we can be
friends while I’'m here. My father told me that you and he didn’t get along too well
at first. I hope that won’t be us,” Throckton finished.

“I hope so too,” said Gosling, a little taken aback by what Throckton had said.

“Is there anything else you need to know about me?” Throckton asked. “I’'m
getting a little hungry. Do you have good food here?”

“Gosling will show you to your room and then you can have dinner. We’ll eat
at exactly six o’clock, so don’t be late,” Malinda informed him.

Throckton followed Gosling and when they left the office, they ended up in
front of a room; room number 13.

Gosling unlocked the door and let Throckton inside.

The room was blue and there was a large window on the far side of the room.

He turned to Gosling and said. “This room is OK. I think I like it. Now how
do we get some food around here?”

“Just open the door and you will be in the cafeteria. Go to the line and serve
yourself,” Gosling responded and then disappeared.

Throckton put his things in the drawers. He sat down on the bed and put his
earphones in his ears to listen to music. Nothing happened. He could not get it to
work. He looked at the clock. It was already time to eat.

Throckton opened the door and sure enough, he walked into the cafeteria.
When he looked behind himself, there was only a wall. The door had vanished.

“Now that’s pretty cool. I’'ve got to figure out how to do that,” Throckton
thought to himself.

He was surprised at how few students there were in the dining room. He
expected it to be a much bigger school. There were maybe fifty or so children in the
cafeteria.

The other students were arriving and Throckton followed their lead. It was the
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first day, so everyone had questions.

One asked, “Where’s the food?”

Another answered, “Over there along the wall. Are you blind?”

Throckton just followed the crowd.

After getting his tray of food, he saw signs on the wall above the tables. They
said, ‘First-Year’, ‘Second-Year, ‘Third-Year’, and ‘Fourth-Year’.

Throckton sat down at the table for the first-year class and began to eat. He
did not look at the other students because he was so hungry. He was older than the
other kids.

Then he heard a voice. It was Malinda.
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(HAPTER14

“Students, make sure you are sitting at the correct table. Once you are seated I
will continue with my instructions to you,” Malinda said in a loud voice.

Just as the room went silent, a student appeared in the room looking very
confused.

“Brenton, come here!” Malinda ordered the boy to go to her table at the front
of the class. I told you not to be late. You’re the last one here. You will not eat your
dinner tonight.”

Then she said to him, “ Turn around Brenton.”

She continued by speaking to the room full of students, “This is Brenton. He
has decided that he doesn’t want to be here. He has decided that he doesn’t want to
learn. You are not to talk to him until I say it is OK. Do you all understand?”
Malinda questioned the kids.

“Yes ma’am,” was the response.

Malinda said, “Rafi, da, andi, go,” and then Brenton disappeared.

“Not only are you not to speak to Brenton, but you are not to speak to a
student who is in a higher class than you, unless they speak to you first. Follow this
rule and your time here will be much easier,” Malinda gave her speech. “You may
now eat.”

Throckton was amazed at how strict Malinda could be.

“I’'m glad I wasn’t late for dinner,” he said to himself, and then he went back
to eating his food. He was very hungry from the long trip to the school.

When he was finished, he began to look around the room. The kids at his
table looked a lot younger.

“So how old are you?” he asked one of them.

“Fourteen, how old are you?” she replied.

“Sixteen. I think I’'m at the wrong table,” Throckton responded a little
surprised.
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Throckton got up and walked over to where Malinda was eating.

“Ma’am, may I ask you a question?” Throckton started.

“What is it you need to know Throckton?” she answered after she looked up
from her meal and wiped her lips with a cloth.

“I think I sat at the wrong table. All the students there are younger than me.
Where am I supposed to be sitting?” he inquired.

“You are at the right table. You are a first-year student. When you pass the
exams, you may move up to the next table, but not until then,” Malinda gave him an
answer that he was not too happy with.

As Throckton was walking toward his table, he saw a girl at the third-year
table that took his breath away. She was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen.
She did not even notice him as he walked past her, but he sure noticed her. She had
long brown hair and sparkling deep brown eyes.

He sat down to finish his dinner, but he could not keep from looking over at
her.

When everyone was done, they took their trays to the washroom. Throckton
managed to get behind the girl he had noticed earlier. He tried to get her to notice
him, but she ignored him. He knew he could not talk to her, so he tried to get her to
talk to him. Nothing worked. He made faces at her, he jumped up and down, and he
dropped his tray as hard as he could on the counter, but nothing worked. Either she
did not notice him, or she was ignoring him. Either way he did not like it.

He sat down at his table and waited for directions on what they were going to
do for the rest of the evening.

Malinda stood up and began to give instructions to the students.

“For first, second, and third-year students, you will need to ask a teacher to
send you where you need to go other than the gymnasium or the student center.

“After we are done here, you’ll all go to the gymnasium to get your books and
supplies. Then you’ll return to your rooms to rest. The first day of classes will be
tomorrow.

“Does everyone understand?” she asked in a strong voice.

Once again the response was, “Yes ma’am.”

Throckton followed the crowd to the gymnasium. He was given his books and
his P.E. uniform.

When he was at the book counter he asked, “Why don’t we have the books on
our computers? At my old school, we had all our textbooks on our laptops. It was so
much easier than carrying our books around all the time.”
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Ms. Dooligan, the Physical Education teacher, looked up at him and
answered, “We’ll think about it, but for now, take your books, and read them.”

Throckton did not think she was very nice.

When Throckton had all his supplies, he asked one of the teachers to send him
to his room.

“That’s pretty cool,” he said to himself when he found himself standing in his
room again. “I’ve got to find out how to do that.”

Throckton sat down on his bed. He looked out the window and watched the
sun go down. His window was open and the fresh air filled the room. He did not like
being so far from home, but this room would be OK for now. He knew he would be
going home at the end of the school year.

He lay back on his bed and began to think.

“How can I meet that pretty girl? She’s a third-year, so I can’t talk to her,” he
thought to himself.

Then he had a thought, “If I can pass my exams and become a third-year, 1’1l
be able to talk to her. | passed my math classes easily, how hard can this be?”

He opened the first textbook, ‘Magic Spells Level’.

He read the book all night. When the sun came up in the morning, Throckton
was still reading the book. He had almost finished it.

He looked at the clock and realized he needed to shower before he ate
breakfast. He got ready for the day and then went out of his room directly to the
cafeteria.

He was right on time. He took the food he wanted and sat down at the first-
year table. He felt awkward considering how much older he was than the other
children. He wondered why his father had waited until now to send him to this
school.

When breakfast was over, he went to his first class, ‘Magic Spells Level’l

He sat down on one of the sofas that were set in a circle and looked around
the room. Just like everywhere else he had been in the school, everything looked
vaguely familiar to him.

He was quiet as he waited for his teacher to arrive.

When she walked in, she saw Throckton.

“Ah, Throckton, it is so nice to see you again,” she said to him in a familiar
tone.

“Hello,” he responded, wondering how she knew his name and why she said
It was nice to see him again. He did not recognize her.
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“Um, I’'m Ms. Ronsordi. I’ll be your teacher in this class. I hope you enjoy
it,” she welcomed him to the class.

“We’ll do some simple magic tricks to begin with.” she said.

Turning to Throckton she said, “Throckton, do you know any magic tricks?”

“Just the ones I read in the textbook last night,” Throckton responded.

“Would you mind showing us one?” she asked.

“Let’s see, “Gon, sor, ta, bini,” he said and in his hand he had a white rabbit.
“I think this is the school mascot, right?”

“You’re correct Throckton. That was very good. Does anyone else know any
magic?” she asked.

The rest of the class was pretty boring. The other students did not know
anything.

After the class, Throckton went to his second lesson. He had not read his
textbook for this class yet.

This class was ‘The History of Magit

Mr. Klumpf looked very strange, but the stories he told were funny. During
the class, Throckton read the lesson in the book his teacher assigned him to read,
and then he continued to read further into the book until the end of the class. The
book was pretty boring, but the part about magic in the time of the ancient Greeks
was interesting.

His third class was ‘T h e Cul t u rwath MrfStonkbartgn. \When he
entered the class, he noticed an empty a seat. Just as he was about to sit down a girl
asked him to change seats. She said she could only see the board clearly, when she
sat in a seat at the back of the class.

At first, Throckton did not want to move, but when he saw the look on her
face, he picked up his bag and moved to another seat.

“Thank you, Throckton” she said to him, sweetly.

Mr. Stonegarten’s class was really boring. He did not look up at the students
very often, most of time his head was down over his projector displaying
calculations of energy and force. The kids were playing games and not paying much
attention, including Throckton.

Mr. Stonegarten looked up a stopped. He looked right at Throckton.

“What is your name,” he asked.

“My name is Throckton,” he replied.

“Throckton! My, I never thought I would see you again. Your correction to
my calculation has been very helpful,” Mr. Stonegarden added and then went back
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to his screen.

Throckton s for a moment about what he had said, and said to himself, “I’ve
never met him before. Perhaps he had a student in the past that had the same name.”

Lunch was a busy time of filling out forms and preparing for the elective
classes offered in the evenings. When Throckton found out the pretty girl from the
third-year class was going to take the pottery class, he signed up for it as well. He
did not know anything about pottery, but he was sure he could learn.

The next class was P.E.

Throckton went to the locker to change his clothes. He looked at the uniform
hanging in his locker. It was ugly. He thought about modifying it so that it would
look better.

“If 1 tore the sleeves off and ripped the sides, it might look a lot better,” he
thought to himself.

“Get your butts out here now! Quit wasting time!” a voice yelled into the
locker room.

Throckton changed quickly and joined the class.

When he got to the gymnasium, he became discouraged because he was with
the first-year students and they were so much smaller than the students on the other
teams, but they surprised him and played the games very well. He had a lot of fun.

The pretty girl from the third-year class kept distracting him. He could not
keep his eyes off her.

Finally, one of the boys from the third-year class came over to talk to him.

“Varanda wants you to stop staring at her. It’s bothering her. Just leave her
alone or one of us is going to have to hurt you. Do you understand?” the boy asked.

Throckton just nodded his head. He had not heard a word of what the boy had
said to him.

During dinner, it was the same. He could not get the girl out of his head.

A few days later he had an idea. He went to Malinda to make a request.

“May I ask you a question?”” Throckton asked.

“What do you need?” she replied.

“Is it possible to get a tutor for my classes? I want to make sure I get all the
material correct. I think a tutor from an upper classman would be very helpful,” he
asked.

“What were you thinking?” Malinda inquired further.

“Well, if | had a third-year student helping me, | think I could pass my first-
year exams early. | would like to catch up with the students that are my age. Is that
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possible?” he put the question to her.

“Did you have someone in mind?”’ she asked.

“Well, I‘ve heard good things about Varanda,” he answered a little
sheepishly. “A few of the students I talked to said she’s a good tutor. I would like to
get some extra help.”

“Why do you need extra help? Your teachers tell me you are doing well in
your studies. You seem to be studying ahead on your own,” Malinda inquired
further.

“I just want to do my best. I’'m tired of my parents being upset with me. |

2

would like to have some help and Varanda can help me do that,” Throckton
responded.

“I’1l ask her what she thinks. I’ll get back with you soon, OK?” Malinda
agreed to try to help him.

Throckton went back to his table hoping she would say yes.

Gosling walked over to talk to Malinda.

“What did he ask you?”” Gosling could not hold back his curiosity.

“He wants Varanda to be his tutor,” Malinda responded.

“Do you think he remembers?” Gosling asked, wondering why he had an
interest in her.

“Sometimes when I cast the spell of forgetfulness, there is a little left behind.
I don’t think he knows that Varanda and he were close, but he feels something
special. It will be interesting to watch and see how all of this ends up. It could be
fun,” Malinda said, smiling at the thought of what might be.

After dinner, Malinda asked Varanda to join her in her office.

When Varanda walked into her office, she looked around at how nice the
room was.

“I’ve never been here before. This is a very nice office. I like the way you
have decorated it,” Varanda commented as she sat in a chair in front of the desk.

“Varanda, I have something I would like for you to do. A student has
requested you to be his tutor. He is a first-year student,” Malinda began.

“Let me guess. His name is Throckton, right?”” Varanda jumped in.

“How did you know?”” Malinda asked, surprised that she knew who it was.

“He’s been talking to many people about me and he won’t stop looking at me.
It’s very uncomfortable. He’s just a first-year. It’s kind of creepy,” Varanda
responded.

“I would like you to tutor him. He’s a bright boy and can use a little help, I
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think he could do very well here at the Academy,” Malinda requested of Varanda.
“You can apply the lessons to your community service. It’ll only be for the first
semester, OK?”” Malinda made the offered to Varanda.

“I’'m not very comfortable with this, but if it will meet my requirement for
community service, [ will do it,” Varanda agreed to help Throckton.

“Thank you Varanda. I really appreciate your being willing to help,” Malinda
said, as she stood up to show Varanda to the door.

The next day, at breakfast, Varanda walked over to Throckton’s table.

“Are you Throckton?” she asked.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Throckton responded surprised to see her standing behind
him. His face turned red.

“I have to talk to you. Follow me. We’ll go to the student center. We don’t
have much time so hurry. I don’t want to be late for my first class,” she said, as she
turned to walk away.

Throckton swallowed the last of his food quickly, and then ran after her.

When they got to the student center, Varanda sat down in a chair at one of the
tables. Throckton sat across from her looking into her brown eyes, which made her a
little uncomfortable.

“Malinda told me that you need a tutor and that you asked for me. Why did
you ask for me?”” she asked.

“Some of the students I talked to said you are a good tutor. I want someone
who can really help me,” Throckton gave a quick answer.

“I’'m going to do it, but I don’t want to,” Varanda said to him. “I’m going to
study with you because Malinda asked me to. Don’t get any ideas about us. I’'m only
here to get my community service requirement out of the way. Understand?”’

“I’m your community service?” Throckton asked in surprise.

“Yes, I guess I’ll see you tonight in the library, OK?” she said just before she
stood up to leave.

Throckton nodded and followed her out of the student center to go to his first
class.

It was difficult for Throckton to pay attention in his classes that day, partly
because he was looking forward to seeing Varanda in the evening, but also because
he was not getting much sleep. He was reading as much as he could at night trying
to finish the textbooks.

After dinner, he asked one of the teachers to send him to the library.

The teacher waved her arms and said, “Rafi, da, andi, table.”
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When he got there, he was standing in front of the desk looking at the
librarian.

When she looked up she screamed. “Throckton, what are you doing here?”
She asked astounded at seeing Throckton standing in front of her.

Throckton did not know how to respond to the question. He didn’t answer
right away because he was so stunned.

Stuttering a little he replied, “I’m here... to meet... Varanda. She’s going...
to tutor me.”

Throckton was still a bit confused how she knew his name.

“Have a seat over at the table. You can wait for her there,” the librarian
suggested.

“May I ask you a question?”” Throckton inquired.

“I guess so, what would you like to know?” she asked a question of her own.

“Are there other materials I can use to study for my exams here? Like videos,
audio recording, or other supporting books,” Throckton questioned her.

Acting a little frustrated at the question, she replied, “Of course we do. You
should know that. Would you like me to get them for you?”

“Yes, please. | need the first-year materials, and | would appreciate it very
much,” he said in a very respectful way.

This surprised the librarian.

“First-year books? | thought you were a fourth-year student,” she answered
with a surprised look on her face.

“Why would you say that? I just arrived here two days ago. How could I be a
fourth-year? Do you have me confused with someone else?” he asked.

She did not answer the question.

Still very confused, she looked at her computer and saw that he was in fact a
first-year. Not knowing exactly what was going on, she decided to believe
Throckton and showed him where he could find the materials he asked for.

When Varanda arrived, Throckton was already reading some of the articles in
front of him. He was so involved with his books; he did not notice her walk up.

“Are you ready to begin?” Varanda surprised Throckton.
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CHAPTER1S

A little startled, Throckton looked up to see Varanda standing next to him.

“Yes, where do we begin?”’ he asked.

Varanda set her books on the table and then sat down next to Throckton.

“We’ll start with ‘Ma gi ¢ S p el dpen yolr bookeahd wd Will start
from the beginning,” Varanda instructed Throckton on where to start.

“Ah, I’ve already read that book,” Throckton answered.

“You’ve read the entire book?” she replied with a question.

“Yeah, and I’m almost finished with the second book,” he told her.

“OK, we’ll review the first book to see what you remember,” Varanda
responded very surprised at his answer.

Every question she asked, he knew the answer. Every spell she asked him to
do, he was able to do perfectly.

“Throckton, you know this stuff better than I do. What do you need me for?”
she asked.

“I want to make sure I know all of the material. You can help me make sure
of that. Just like the questions you asked me now. It’s good review for me,” he
replied.

“You have finished the first book in less than two days. How am | going to
help you?” she asked.

Throckton explained to her why he was working so hard.

“I want to ask Malinda if I can take the final exams for the first-year class and
then begin to study for the second-year test. I don’t want to be a first-year. I’m older
than all the other kids in the class. If | can get to be a third-year, 1 will be with
students my own age,” he explained.

Varanda was very surprised.

“I don’t think anyone has ever taken the first-year exams early. I don’t think it
is allowed,” Varanda responded to his idea. “When do you think you will be ready
to take the exams?”
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“With your help, maybe in two weeks. I have to listen to the audio files and
the supplemental notes in the archives, as well as reading the books,” he answered.

“That is a lot of work!” Varanda commented.

“You can do your own homework while I do my self-study. | completed my
high school lessons at home, so I am used to it,” Throckton said confidently.

“OK, but this is weird. No one has ever studied like you before. Maybe I can
learn a few things from you,” Varanda said.

She was impressed by his ambition.

For the remainder of the evening they studied in silence. Throckton felt very
comfortable with Varanda sitting next to him.

Varanda felt strange.

Every night they went to the library. Varanda was learning how to study from
Throckton. Unknown to her, the community service was helping her.

Two weeks later, on her first big exam, she received a perfect score. She had
never done that before. She was excited to show it to Throckton.

“Throckton! I got a perfect score on my test in my class ‘Advanced Theory of
Ma g il bave never received a perfect score before. You’ve been a big help to me,”
she was smiling from ear-to-ear as she told him.

Throckton felt like he wanted to give her a hug, but resisted since he did not
want to make her run away. He was afraid she would think he was too forward, and
she might hit him.,

She expected him to compliment her on her news, but instead he said, “I think
I’m ready to take the first-year exams.”

“Really, do you think you can pass all of the exams in just two weeks?”
Varanda asked a little surprised at what he had just said.

“I’m going to ask Malinda at breakfast tomorrow if I can take the tests,”
Throckton replied. “I hope she lets me do it.”

The study time went by quickly. Varanda asked Throckton questions from all
of his classes and he had no trouble with the answers. Sometimes she had to look up
to make sure he got them right.

The next morning, Throckton went up to Malinda.

“May I ask you a question?”” Throckton inquired.

“Yes, what is it?” Malinda responded.

“I would like to try to take the first-year exams so | can move up to be a
second-year. Is that possible?”” Throckton posed the question to Malinda.

“I have never had a student request to take an entire year’s exams after just
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two weeks at the school. Varanda must have been a big help to you. Do you think
you can pass them?” she put the question to him.

“I’ve been studying hard with Varanda. She’s been very helpful to me. She’s
quizzed me on every topic in the books and from the lectures. I believe I can do it,”
he replied.

“I’ll talk to your teachers to see if they are willing to let you take the exams.
If you pass them, you’ll be promoted, but if you fail just one class, you’ll stay in the
first-year class. Is that fair?” she asked.

“Yes, I can live with that,” he answered.

Throckton had a hard time concentrating while in his classes. He was eager to
hear from Malinda if the teachers had agreed to let him take the tests.

At dinnertime, Malinda called Throckton to the table at the front of the room.

“I’ve talked to the teachers and they’ve agreed to let you take the tests. You’ll
begin the tests tomorrow after breakfast. Good luck,” Malinda offered her support.

The next morning, Throckton met with Gosling in the library.

Gosling administered the test and quizzed him all day. The teachers made the
test very difficult because they were not sure that he was ready.

“I think you did very well Throckton. No one expected you to do this well. I
think you have done better this time,” Gosling said and then stopped suddenly
realizing that he should not have said that.

“Last time?” Throckton questioned.

“Never mind. It’s been a long day, and I think I got you confused with
another student who tried to take the tests early,” Gosling thought of an answer
quickly.

When the test was over, Throckton asked to go to his room to rest until it was
time for dinner.

While he lay on his bed, he reviewed in his mind all the questions Gosling
had asked him. He was sure he had gotten them all correct.

He looked at his clock, and it said it was time for dinner.

The students stood up as he walked into the dining hall and clapped for him.
Malinda was standing in front of her table.

“Throckton, come here please,” she said to him. “I have something for you.”

Throckton went to the front of the class and turned to face the students.

“You passed all of your tests and you are now officially a second-year
student. You have passed all the exams for the first-year after only two weeks in the
school. Congratulations!”” Malinda said as she handed him a certificate.
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Throckton thanked Malinda and then went to the second-year table and sat
down.

After Malinda gave the announcements for the day, the children went through
the line to get their food.

Varanda ran up to Throckton.

“You did it! I’'m amazed,” she said to him.

“I couldn’t have done it without your help, you know,” he responded.

He wanted to give her a hug, but it still did not feel right.

“What are we going to study tonight?” she asked him.

“Second-year, what else?” he said with a smile.

“Are you serious? Don’t you want to take some time off?” she asked.

“Nope, I want to finish the second-year as soon as | can. Then I will be in the
correct class for my age,” he responded.

The only time Throckton relaxed was when he was in the pottery classes on
Saturday mornings. He liked making things with his hands. It took a while for him
to learn how to use the potter’s wheel, but when he got the feel for it, he made some
very nice things. He made a bowl for his mother and a mug for his sister. He wrote
Abilossa’s name on it so no one else would use it.
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One day, when Malinda and Gosling were talking, Gosling asked, “Do you
think he can keep this up? He hasn’t done anything wrong since he got here. His
father was never this good, even after he met Krisda.”

“We’ll have to see. Only time will tell,” Malinda responded.

“Do you think he’ll go back to who he was if we give him his memory back?”
Gosling inquired.

“I’m not sure, but if he does we can do this all over again. We can keep doing
it over and over again until he finally understands what he needs to do to become the
man he is supposed to be,” Malinda answered, thinking about what might happen if
Throckton got his memory back. “I think we need to give it more time. I’'m
impressed with what he has done so far. | want to see if he can match what he did
the first time he was here.”
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Throckton continued to work hard. He now attended the second-year classes,
but with his new books and study habits, he was sure it would not be long before he
would take the second-year tests.

His new classes were:
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Magic for Second Year Students

Magic and How it Shaped Antiguity

Intermediate Magic Spells

The second-year students welcomed him into the classes. They asked him
many questions about how he studied and how he learned so fast.

Mostly Throckton ignored the questions and just sat down to learn what he

could.

His first class of the day was ‘Magic for Secondfear Students This class
was not very challenging. Many of the spells were the same or similar to the ones he
learned for the first-year classes. It was mostly review, but the teacher was very
nice.

Mrs. Ridier was in her middle thirties. She liked to talk about her family, and
about what they did on the weekends. She had many pictures of her family on her
desk.

She was a thin tall woman with black hair that hung to her shoulders. She
usually wore a knit sweater and skirt. He had a bounce to her step when she walked.
The students liked her because she was very understanding.

The room was bright and colorful. Mrs. Ridier helped make the day start very
well for Throckton.

Then he went to his next class, ‘Magic and How it Shaped AntiquityThe
teacher in this class was the most unusual of all the teachers in the school.

Mr. Drizdol, spoke in one of the deepest voices he had ever heard. He was
about seven feet tall and his hands were so big he could hold a basketball in just one
hand. He was like a giant. When he walked around the class, the kids sat up straight
and listened. He was very intimidating, but he knew what he was talking about,
which made the class interesting for Throckton.

The last class, before lunch, was ‘Intermediate Magic Spisl.

The spells in this class were a bit more interesting. The teacher, Ms. Ponsdill,
was a normal looking woman, but when she spoke, her voice was like a child of
three or four years old. It was a bit distracting for Throckton. She had short black
hair and dark skin. She was shorter than most of the students.

Her class was interesting and she had a creative way of making spells.

Most of all, she liked to listen to music at the end of the class and when a
song came on that she liked, she danced. She danced around the room and asked the
students to join in.

Throckton did not know how to dance and when he tried, the other students
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laughed at him. This just made him try even harder. He looked funny dancing, but
he was having fun. The rest of the class joined him.

A short time later Gosling came to the room, and yelled as loud as he could,
“Turn down the music! You’re bothering the other classes!”

Ms. Ponsdill reluctantly turned down the music.

When the Gosling left the room, Ms. Ponsdill said to the class, “If any of you
would like to come back after dinner, we can have a real party!”

She was a lot of fun.

Throckton was tempted to come back after dinner, but he wanted to study so
he could take the second-year classes.

Throckton met Varanda in the library after dinner.

“I’'m really proud of you Throckton. I'm amazed at how quickly you learn. I
wish I had half your ability,” Varanda complimented him.

“Thanks,” was about all he could think to say.

“I want to go to the party instead of studying with you. Is that OK?” Varanda
asked.

Throckton agreed.

They studied alone. It was very quiet in the library. The other students who
were studying were intensively going over the materials in front of them. Some of
them had watched Throckton, so they were trying to be just like him.

The next night they met to study. After a short time, Varanda closed her
books and turned to Throckton.

“Do you want to do something fun?” she asked with a smile on her face.

“What do you mean?” Throckton replied with a question of his own.

“I was thinking we could take a break from all of this studying and do
something more fun. Why don’t we go to the student center and hang out with my
friends?” Varanda suggested. “I think it will be fun.”

“I don’t know any of your friends,” Throckton responded.

“That’s OK, I can introduce you to them. Come on, let’s go,” she said, as she
stood up to leave.

“I think T’1l just stay here and study. I have lot of work to do. You go and
have fun. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Throckton responded to her looking up at her from
his seat.

“Are you sure? My friends are a lot of fun,” she tried to convince him.

“Naw, I’ll get to know them after I pass the second-year exams. Then I’ll be
in your class with them.”
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Varanda left the library to be with her friends, while Throckton remained at
the table.

He looked over to where Varanda was usually sitting. He missed her, but he
had a goal in his mind and he did not want to mess it up.

Throckton decided to look up something that had been on his mind for quite a
while.

He went to the librarian, and asked, “Are there any books on ancient spells?”

“Ancient spells?” the librarian answered a little surprised at his request.

“Yeah, like Egyptian or Greek. Something old,” he requested.

“Let me see,” the librarian looked on her computer. “I found two. I’ll send
them to your desk. Is there anything else you need?”

“No ma’am. That’ll do fine for now,” he responded.

He opened the books and searched for a specific topic, and when he found
what he was looking for, he got very excited. He found what he had been looking
for.

Taking a pen out of his pocket, he jotted some notes into his notebook. He
had a big happy smile on his face.

It was getting late so he asked the librarian to send him to his room.

She said, “Rafi, da, andi, go,”

At night, he was studying hard, but during the day, Throckton was becoming
bored in the classes. He wanted to take his second-year exams, but Malinda had not
given him permission yet. He was far ahead of the other students and they were
always asking for his help.

One day, he got so bored, he decided to do something to get the attention of
the class. He was in Mrs. Ridier’s class when he came up with an idea. He was sure
it would make the class laugh.

Just as soon as Ms. Ridier walked into the room, he made the room go
completely dark. No one could see a thing. The girls began to scream, and the boys
began to laugh. Throckton thought it was funny as well.

When he reversed the spell, Ms. Ridier was looking straight at Throckton.

“I’ve heard about your practical jokes, Throckton. You aren’t going to get
away with it in my class. I’'m sending you directly to Malinda,” Ms. Ridier said, and
then she waved her arm, saying, “Rafi, da, andi, abati!”

The next thing Throckton knew, he was in Malinda’s office.

“I knew it was just a matter of time before you would come to see me,”
Malinda spoke to Throckton in a serious tone. “Why did you think you needed to
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disrupt Ms. Ridier’s class?”

“I was bored. I’'m so far ahead of the class. I know everything she is talking
about,” Throckton responded.

“What do you suggest, Throckton? What’ll make it better?” Malinda
questioned him.

“Can I just do self-study like I did at home? I think if | did self-study | would
be ready to take the second-year exams by the end of the week,” Throckton replied.

“You’re prepared to take the exams already? You’ve only been in the second-
year classes for a week. Are you sure you can do that?” she asked.

“Yes ma’am. I just need to listen to a few more lectures and then I’ll be
ready,” Throckton answered.

“OK, I'll let you self-study, but there is still the problem with what you did in
your class today,” Malinda reminded Throckton. “You’ll have to work in the
cafeteria for three days. You’ll help prepare the food and serve it. That’ll be your
punishment. Any more tricks like this and your punishment will be much stronger.
Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am,” is all Throckton could say.

For the next three days, Throckton spent his time in the kitchen. He tried to
study in between jobs, but it was not easy. The cook had him busy from early in the
morning until when the dishes were cleaned in the evening.

He realized that the kids who served the food were actually doing punishment
for something they had done wrong. They weren’t doing part-time work as he had
guessed before.

By the time he was finished with his three days of work, he was exhausted.
He was ready to go back to his studies, which Malinda had agreed he could do in his
room.

After Throckton was finished with his punishment he met up with Varanda.

“Where have you been?” she asked.

“I pulled a practical joke in Mrs. Ridier’s class and I got into trouble. I had to
work in the kitchen for three days,” Throckton informed her. “The cook is a slave
driver. I hardly got to eat, much less study.”

Varanda laughed at his story.

“Why are you laughing? It was hard work,” Throckton reacted to her
laughter.

“It’s just that you have been such a goody two shoes around here. It’s nice to
see that you’re actually human,” Varanda commented.
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In the evenings, he studied with Varanda; most of the time he was helping her
with her work. He was now tutoring her. He knew he was ready to take his second-
year exams.
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(HAPTERLG

It was Wednesday night, and at dinner, Malinda announced that there was
going to be a dance on the weekend. It was going to be on Friday night in the
gymnasium. Ms. Ponsdill, his ‘Intermediate Magic Spells’ teacher, was in charge.

Throckton wanted to ask Varanda, but thought she would say no.

To his surprise, Varanda walked over to Throckton and invited him.

“Throckton, would you like to go to the dance with me? | think we could have
a lot of fun,” she suggested.

He was so surprised all he could say was, “Yes.”

Throckton knew he did not know how to dance, so he went to Ms. Ponsdill
and asked her to help him. She told him that he just needed to listen to the music.
Let the music teach him to dance.

For the next two days Throckton was nervous. He did not want to embarrass
Varanda in front of her friends.

At the dance, Varanda watched him while he moved to the music. She
laughed, and then she copied him. Soon everyone was dancing like Throckton.
Everyone was laughing and trying to be even more strange than Throckton.

When Ms. Ponsdill played a slow song, Varanda took Throckton’s hand and
walked to the middle of the dance floor. She put her arms around his neck and held
him close. She put her head on his shoulder. Throckton liked it. It felt natural. The
time at the dance was a lot of fun, and when it was over, no one wanted to leave.

It was very late when they left the gymnasium.

He walked Varanda to the student center where they had a snack before they
went to their rooms.

“That was a lot of fun,” Varanda said to him.

Gosling told them it was time to go to their rooms and sent them there.

Throckton studied the rest of the weekend except for his pottery class. He
made a ceramic ring for Varanda. He did not give it to her but put it into his pocket.
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It was navy blue with a pink heart on the top. Around the ring, it said her name.

On Sunday night, he got hungry. It was late and he had been studying all day.

After studying in the student center, he went to the dining hall thinking he
could get something to eat. He searched but he could not find anything. When he
tried to go into the kitchen, the door was locked. He thought about using magic to
open the door, but he had second thoughts about it. He had already gotten in trouble
with Malinda the week before. He did not want to have to go through that again.

Then he realized that he could not get back to his room. He was stuck in the
dining hall until breakfast.

In the morning, Gosling found him. He is sitting at one of the tables with his
head on his arms, sound asleep.

“What are you doing here? Why aren’t you in your room?” Gosling asked, a
bit angry that Throckton was not where he was supposed to be.

He looked up at Gosling, and then he rubbed his eyes. He looked around the
room and then realized where he was.

“I got real hungry last night and I thought I might find some food here. I
guess that was a bad idea since I didn’t find any food, and then | remembered |
couldn’t get back to my room on my own. No one was here to send me back,”
Throckton answered while he stretched to try to get comfortable after sleeping
sitting at the table. “I guess I fell asleep here.”

Throckton stood up slowly getting the kinks out of his back.

“That’s not the best way to sleep. I wouldn’t recommend it to anyone,”
Throckton commented.

“You know you are not supposed to be out of your room at night. I think we
need to go and have another talk with Malinda,” Gosling said. “Come with me.”

“NO! I just finished punishment for the joke I did in Ms. Ridier’s class. If I go
see her again, [ know she is going to give me an even harder punishment. Isn’t there
something else you can do?” Throckton pleaded with Gosling.

“I’'m sorry, but with your track record around here, I can’t give you any
chances. You are out of second chances,” Gosling informed him. “Come on, let’s

29

£0.
“What do you mean my ‘track record’ here? | only did one thing wrong since

I arrived,” Throckton tried to defend himself. “Why can’t you give me a break?”
“It’s a very long story Throckton, and | don’t have time for me to tell it to you
now,” Gosling responded.
Throckton walked slowly with his head down following Gosling to Malinda’s
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office.

When they entered, Malinda was surprised to see Throckton again.

“What has he done this time?” she asked Gosling.

“I found him asleep in the cafeteria. He left his room last night to get
something to eat and then he wasn’t able to get back to his room,” Gosling informed
her.

Malinda looked at Throckton. He was mess. His hair was standing up in
different places, his face was red, and his clothes were wrinkled. She almost laughed
at him.

“What do you have to say for yourself this time?” she asked him.

“Well, I was studying late last night and | got hungry. | went to the kitchen to
see 1f there was something to eat. The door was locked and there wasn’t any food on
the serving line, so | started to return to my room. It was then that | realized |
couldn’t get back to my room, so I sat down at a table and fell asleep. I knew
someone would come in the morning, and then | could go to my room and get ready
for breakfast.

“But now I know that I’'m in trouble. It was late and I wasn’t thinking,”
Throckton tried to explain.

“What’s my punishment this time?” Throckton said understanding that she
was going to have to do something to him for not being in his room.

“I’m going to send you to your room so you can get cleaned up. I’ll give you
my answer after we eat. Rafi, da, andi, go,” Malinda said, and then Throckton
disappeared.

Gosling asked, “Do you think Throckton’s character is beginning to return?”

“We’ll see,” is all Malinda would say.

“Why do you think his father sent him back to the school again?” Gosling
asked.

“He wanted us to work with Throckton to make him a better person. We have
to do our best. You remember what we went through with his father, and how he
turned out,” Malinda shared with Gosling.

“Yes, it all worked out, but I wouldn’t want to go through that again,”
Gosling responded.

When Throckton arrived for breakfast, all the students were looking at him.
He had no idea why they were doing that.

He heard Malinda’s voice, “Throckton, come here please.”

He went up to her table and answered, “Yes ma’am.”
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“I’ve decided what we’re going to do with you. You’ll clean the dining hall
after every meal. You’ll stay in your room the rest of the day. You’ll do this for
three weeks. At the end of the three weeks, if you have done everything correctly,
you will be allowed to return to your normal schedule. Do you understand?” she
asked.

“Yes ma’am,” he responded.

He looked at the children at the tables and they were talking to each other
while looking at him. He looked at VVaranda and she just shrugged her shoulders.

For the next three weeks, Throckton cleaned the cafeteria after every
mealtime. He wiped the tables, mopped the floor, and prepared the room for the next
meal.

Unknown to him, Gosling inspected his work after every shift.

Gosling reported to Malinda on how he was doing.

“He does the best work of anyone who has ever served punishment. The cook
said he did a great job in the kitchen and when I look at his work in the cafeteria,
everything is spotless. Maybe we should hire him after he graduates,” Gosling
joked.

When the three weeks of punishment were over, Throckton approached
Malinda and asked her if he could take the second-year exams.

“I’11 check with your teachers to see what they say. Remember, if you fail one
part of the exams, you’ll not be able to take them again until the end of the year. Is
that fair?” she asked.

“I’m OK with that. I’'m sure I will be able to pass,” he responded.

The next day Malinda let Throckton know he would be able to take his exams
in two days. Throckton reviewed all of his notes and had VVaranda practice with him.

“It was hard studying without you the past three weeks,” Varanda said as they
sat down to begin studying. By the way, what did you do to deserve that
punishment?” Varanda asked.

“I got hungry, so I went to the cafeteria to get something to eat. I didn’t find
anything and then | remembered | needed a teacher to get back to my room. In the
morning, Gosling found me sleeping at one of the tables,” Throckton told her his
story.

“Do you get in trouble a lot?” she asked.

“Not really. Just when I’m a little bored, | can get creative. Sometimes the
teachers don’t like it very much. That’s why I prefer to do self-study,” he replied.

Varanda gave him many questions and he answered all of them correctly.
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The day of the tests came and Gosling met Throckton in the library.

Gosling went over all the material the teachers had given to him.

This test was much harder than the first-year test. It seemed like the teachers
were trying to fool him. Some of the material Gosling asked was not covered in any
of the lessons he had studied, but after thinking about the questions for a moment,
he was able to figure them out, however it was not easy.

“I think the teachers are making this as hard on me as they can. Some of the
questions | have never seen the answers to,” Throckton commented to Gosling.

“Maybe so. It’s hard for me to tell,” Gosling responded, and then continued to
give him questions.

After he finished the tests, Throckton put his head down on the table.

“Whew! That was harder than | thought it would be. What do you think,
Gosling? Did I pass?” he asked.

“We’ll know the answer to that at dinner tonight,” Gosling answered.

Throckton went to his room to rest.

He almost slept through dinner. When he entered the dining hall, as usual, he
was the last one. Everyone was in conversation, just like normal.

He went through the line and got his food. He sat at the second-year table, but
one of the students yelled at him.

“You can’t sit here!” she yelled at him.

Throckton was surprised.

“Why not? I have been eating here since I passed my first-year exams.”
Throckton responded to what she had just said to him.

“You can’t sit here because you are a third-year. You have to go sit over
there,” she said pointing across the room to where Varanda was sitting.

The whole room exploded into cheers for Throckton.

He took his tray to the third-year table and sat down proudly next to Varanda.

He leaned over to Varanda, laughing and said, “That was a fun way to find
out I passed the test.”

The next day he began classes as a member of the third-year class.

He decided to attend the classes so he could be with Varanda instead of doing
self-study.

His first class was ‘Modern Magic’ with Ms. Waterspell. When he walked 1n,
he saw the pictures on the wall of the famous magicians who had graduated from the
Magician’s Academy. He saw his dad’s picture. He was very proud of his dad.

“Hey Varanda. Look. That’s my dad,” he said pointing to the picture of his
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father. “He went to the Academy a long time ago.”

“That’s cool. I never knew your father was famous,” Varanda answered.

“He told me that this was his favorite class. What do you think?” he asked
her.

Varanda then spoke softly, “He said this was his favorite class? Actually, I
think Ms. Waterspell is a little strange.”

When she walked into the room, Throckton she looked exactly the same as
when his father went to the school. He doubted that she had changed at all.

The lesson was fine. He learned a few things and he wrote them down in the
notebook he always carried with him.

He walked with Varanda to his next class. He liked that he was now in the
same class with her. She seemed to like it too.

The next class was ‘Advanced Theory of Magic’ taught by Mr. Yoslynn.

When he walked into the classroom Mr. Yoslynn said, “Welcome Throckton,
it’s nice to have you back.”

Throckton responded, “Hello Mr. Yoslynn. Ah, thank you.”

During the class, all of the students participated in the discussion of the
chapter in the book they had read the night before. Throckton had nothing to add,
but he enjoyed the class very much.

The last subject of the day was ‘Upper Intermediate Magic Spells’.

Mrs. Abramdon taught this class. She was short, fat, and old. She looked up at
Throckton and seemed very surprised to see him.

“Throckton, is that you?” she asked. “When did you become a third-year
student?”

“Hi. I just passed my second-year tests yesterday, so now I’'m in this class,”
he replied to her question.

“Do you know me?”” he asked.

She realized what she had said, thinking quickly, she then responded, “I was
told you were coming to this class today. | heard about you passing your exams.
Congratulations. Just have a seat over there,” she pointed to an empty seat.

It was distracting every time she pushed her hair out of her face and then
pulled her sweatshirt over her stretch pants. Throckton just laughed. He thought it
was hysterical.

Throckton attended the classes during the day and studied at night with
Varanda. Since they were in the same class now, Varanda helped him get caught up
with the lessons he had missed. This was more fun because Varanda was also
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learning what she needed to learn to pass her exams.

“What do you think about studying extra hard and try to pass our third-year
exams early?” Throckton suggested. “Then we can go home early for the summer.
What do you think?”

“I don’t know if | want to work that hard. | want to enjoy the social side of
school as well. | know you work really hard and you have ambition. | just want to
finish my classes with my friends. Is that OK?” she asked thinking Throckton would
feel she was not trying as hard as he was.

“That’s OK. My sister Abilossa is the same as you. I understand,” Throckton
did not want to make her feel bad. “Do you mind if I study ahead?”

“I know you’ll do what you want to do. All I ask is, can we still study
together in the evenings?” Varanda asked looking at him.

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” he responded.

Throckton’s new goal was to pass his third-year exams. He felt that if he kept
busy, he would not be tempted to do something that might get him into trouble
again.

He went to all his classes, mostly to spend time with Varanda.

One night, while Throckton was in the library, Varanda did not show up. This
had never happened before. If she had something planned, she always told him in
advance. It was not like her.

He studied by himself, but it was not easy to concentrate. He felt like
something was very wrong.

In the morning, at breakfast, she did not show up again.

Throckton went to the head table and asked Malinda what was wrong.

“Where’s Varanda? She didn’t show up for our study time last night and now
she isn’t here for breakfast. What’s happening? I know something’s wrong,”
Throckton panicked.

Malinda looked up at him, and tried to calm him down.

“She went home yesterday. There are some problems in her hometown and
she went to help her parents. She’ll be back in a few days. There’s nothing to worry
about,” Malinda said calmly to him.

“May we go to your office to talk?” Throckton asked controlling himself.

Malinda excused herself from the table and went with Throckton and Gosling
to her office.

After she closed the door, she asked, “OK Throckton, what is this all about?
Why do you need to talk to me here?”
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“I know there 1s something serious happening to Varanda and her family, |
can feel it. You have to help her!” Throckton said getting upset at her.

Malinda moved behind her desk and sat down.

“Even if there is a problem in her city, assuming your feelings are correct,
there is nothing we can do. We aren’t allowed to get involved in the personal affairs
of our students,” Malinda said matter-of-factly.

“You got involved in my life,” Throckton shot back.

“Huh, what are you talking about?”” she inquired.

“You came to my school. You recommended that they should expel me from
my school because of my behavior. If you can do that, you can help Varanda,”
Throckton explained to her, while she practically jumped out of her chair.

“You remember?” she asked.

“Yes, I do. Before I returned here, my dad told me that a spell of forgetfulness
had been placed on me. | looked for a spell to reverse it, and when | found it, I used
it, and it worked,” he replied.

“How long have you known?” she questioned.

“Since just before I took my second year exams. How do you think I passed
the second year tests? The teachers added so many questions from outside of the
study materials, I would never have passed without my memory,” Throckton
informed her.

Malinda and Gosling looked at each other in surprise.

Gosling spoke up, “That explains a few things, now, doesn’t it, Throckton?
I’m impressed that you didn’t get into more trouble than you did. Your character has
changed, and you’re not like you used to be.”

“Thank you,” he replied.

“Why didn’t you put the spell on Varanda?” Malinda asked.

“I wanted to see if she would like me for who I had become, not the selfish
and disruptive person | used to be. | wanted to see if she would like me all over
again, and she did,” he answered.

“What do you want us to do?”” Malinda asked.

“We need to go to her city and find out what’s going on. I know there’s
something wrong. | can feel it. The lessons I learned when | was a fourth-year have
helped me to be sensitive to what is going on in the world around me, especially
those who are part of my life,” Throckton replied.

“It won’t be easy going to her city. The people there are afraid of magicians.
If they find out we are magicians, it could become very difficult for us,” Malinda
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offered.

“I don’t care, we have to try,” Throckton stated as strongly as he could.

“You must have very strong feelings for Varanda. I’'m impressed. We’ll do
what we can do to help. What do you suggest?” she asked.

According to what they discussed, Gosling would stay at the school. If all of
them were gone, people would know that something was wrong. Gosling would help
keep things calm at the school.

Malinda changed her dress and changed her appearance so she looked more
normal. Throckton thought she looked better.
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CHAPTERL Y

On their way to the city they talked.

“You’ve grown very fond of Varanda, haven’t you?” Malinda stated.
“That’s why I let her be your tutor. | was hoping you two would connect again.
She’s a sweet girl.”

“You don’t have to tell me that,” Throckton answered.

Throckton continued, “Do you have any idea why the city hates magicians so
much?”

“Well, that goes back several years. A graduate of the Magician’s Academy
moved there and caused many problems. He was very selfish and treated people
very poorly. Finally, they got rid of him. Ever since then they have had a hatred for
magicians,” Malinda answered his question. “But now he’s back and causing more
problems than ever.”

“How did Varanda’s family remain in the town so long without being
discovered?”” Throckton asked.

“They just acted like any other citizen,” she replied.

“So, how did they get discovered?” he inquired further.

“That I’'m not so sure about. It’s possible the magician who is causing all the
problems in the town did something that let people know there were other magicians
still living there. It’s hard to say exactly,” Malinda conjectured.

“Why did they go to this city in the first place if they knew magicians were
hated so much?” Throckton remained curious.

“Varanda’s father was transferred there by his company. It was a big
promotion that was hard for him to turn down,” Malinda answered. “Varanda is the
only member of the family to study magic. They told her not to use her skills, or
there would be many problems.”

Throckton remembered when she visited him that she had told him that if she
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used her magic the people in her town would get very angry. She got mad at him
when he sent the boys who were teasing him to their homes. Now he understood.

When they got to Starshill City, Varanda’s city, they walked into a restaurant
to get something to eat.

They sat at a table along the wall and ordered the daily special. It consisted of
fried chicken, potatoes, and a piece of pie.

While they were eating, they overheard conversations around them. People
were talking about the magicians that had been caught and that they were being held
in the county courthouse. There was talk that they might be executed, because
magicians are such a problem for any town, especially for this one.

After eating, Throckton talked to one of the men at the counter who was
drinking a cup of coffee.

“We’re new in town. Would you mind telling us where the courthouse is
located?” Throckton asked.

Without looking up he pointed to the left outside of the door. He never said
anything.

Throckton and Malinda walked outside and turned to the left. They walked a
couple of blocks and then they saw the courthouse. There was a blue covering over
it.

“It looks like magic. That net over the building might explain why they can’t
get out,” Malinda informed Throckton.

“How do we break it?”” Throckton asked.

“It must be a pretty powerful magician who can do that. I don’t think I have
any spells that can undo it,” she answered. “I’m not sure why it is there. It seems
odd that the people of the town are allowing magic to be used to hold Varanda and
her family. This is something we need to consider. If this is a legal confinement for
the city, we might be breaking the law if we remove it,” Malinda commented.

“I don’t care. I have to get Varanda out of there,” Throckton said, frustrated at
what Malinda was saying.

“We need to find out exactly what’s going on here. | think we need to find a
hotel to stay at tonight. We can talk about this later and then try to come up with a
strategy in the morning.”

“Don’t get too close. A spell like that is most likely designed to inform
whoever put it there, that another magician is nearby. Be very cautious,” Malinda
explained before they went looking for a place to spend the night.

“We have to find a way to fight magic with stronger magic. I’'m surprised at
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how strong this magic is. One thing that might explain it, is that whoever did this
may have absorbed the magic from other magicians that were captured before. If
this magician graduated from the Magician’s Academy, they could be formidable.”

This did not make Throckton feel very comfortable.

The hotel they found was nice. The rooms were cozy, but Throckton did not
sleep. He spent the night reviewing the spells he had learned and modified some of
the spells he had learned while in school to try and come up with a solution to this
problem. He wrote many things in his notebook.

In the morning, they met for breakfast. The hotel had a nice room with a large
selection of food. There were piles of fruit, bread, and vegetables, and along the
table, they could select from orange juice, milk, coconut water, or chocolate milk.
There were different kinds of meat, like sausage, ham, and beef.

Throckton filled his plate and sat down with Malinda.

“This food is much better than at the Academy!” Throckton teased Malinda.

Malinda just looked at him with a ‘whatever’ look on her face.

“I did some research last night. I reviewed my notes and | think | have a way
to undo the spell on the courthouse,” Throckton began. “I’m not sure how I’ll handle
the magician who created it though. | have some ideas, but | think | have to meet
that person before I can decide what is best.”

Malinda looked at him with a curious expression, “What’s you first idea?”

“I’'m going to walk up the street toward the building. When the other
magician realizes I’'m there, I’'m sure they will come looking for me.

“Once I’'m face to face with the magician, I’'ll know what to do,” Throckton
laid out his plan.

“That’s 1t? You’re just going to walk up and challenge the magician?”
Malinda was more than a bit surprised at his idea.

“It’1l be like the old west. We’ll have a showdown in the middle of the street.
Pretty cool idea, don’t you think?”” Throckton said proud of himself.

“Not so cool if you die,” Malinda pointed out.

“Don’t worry. I think I know how to handle this,” Throckton said confidently.
“First of all we need to find out who is behind all of this.”

Malinda agreed to be a back up to Throckton’s plan. She would hide until
Throckton called for her to step out, thus diverting the attention of the magician
toward her.

Throckton was certain that if the magician knew Malinda was there, it would
make them distracted from what Throckton was going to try to do. They would
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certainly know who she was, and that could possibly be bad for her.

Malinda agreed with the idea. She knew she would have to be very cautious
and prepared for whatever the magician might have planned for her. She was
confident in her skills, but was still nervous since she did not know what power the
magician may have acquired.

After they ate, Throckton put his plan into motion. The first thing he did was
to shut down the traffic on the street in front of the courthouse.

He yelled out, “Fondi, sta, aboto, dah,”

All of the cars were diverted onto other streets

This made the road in front of the courthouse empty. He didn’t want anyone
to get hurt when he met the person who was holding Varanda and her family.

The closer he got to the building, the stronger the net around the courthouse
became. He could feel the blue net pulling him inside.

“Shondi ra ala dasti!” Throckton yelled out a spell, so the spell would not pull
in as well.

Throckton realized that net was only visible to another magician. That was
how Varanda’s family was trapped in the courthouse, and why the citizens of the
city didn’t know what was really going on.

When he got in front of the building, he looked around. He was sure the
magician would know that he was close by, but no one was there.

Then he heard a big booming voice behind him.

“Hello Throckton, what are you doing here?” he bellowed. “I heard you had
lost your memory and that you were not able to use your magic anymore. What
brings you to this place?” the voice asked.

Throckton turned around. He looked up to see a giant of a man was standing
behind him.

Only Throckton and the giant were standing in the middle of the city.

Throckton looked up at the giant, and when he saw his face, he knew who it
was. It was Jennison from the mines.

“Jennison, what are you doing here?” Throckton asked surprised. “Are you
the one who’s holding Varanda’s family prisoner?”

“Yes, I have captured them for the city and I’'m holding them until they
decide when to finish them off,” Jennison replied.

“Why are you doing this for the city?”” Throckton inquired.

“They don’t even know what is happening. They have no idea I’'m even here.
They cannot see me. If they did, they would try to get rid of me again,” Jennison

148



responded.

“What did they ever do to you?” Throckton asked many questions trying to
distract him.

“They’re magicians. That’s reason enough,” Jennison answered. “Why are
you so interested in them?”’

“I know Varanda,” Throckton offered.

“So, you know this family?”” Jennison asked.

“Yes, she is my girlfriend,” he answered.

“Your girlfriend? Now that’s special. It’ll make it all that much more fun to
kill them, right in front of you,” Jennison chided him.

“You’re making me very angry at you. Stop this before someone gets hurt,
Throckton threatened.

Jennison laughed.

“Who do you think is going to get hurt?” he asked, “Me?! Ha ha ha. You’re
such a stupid little man, Throckton. You are no challenge for me. | can crush you
like an ant if | want to.”

“Can you at least think about your son, Kerrol?”” Throckton asked.

“My son? What does he have to do with all of this?”” he responded.

“He’s going to find out it was you who did all of this. What do you think he is
going to think about you then?” Throckton continued to ask questions hoping to
distract Jennison from his plan.

“It’s too late. This is not the first family of magicians I have captured. There
have been many others, and I’m just getting started. Perhaps your family will be
next,” Jennison threatened while leaning forward toward Throckton.

Surprised at the answer, Throckton questioned him further, “Why? What do
you have against magicians?” Throckton asked.

“Do you know how long I was in the mines? Do you know how long I
endured Dron’s whip on my back? Do you know how much | hate magicians and
what they do?” he rambled on about his time in the mines.

“I swore that if I ever got out of the mines, I would make life miserable for
anyone who had anything to do with the Magician’s Academy. I’'m only being nice
to you because you were the one who helped me to escape, but my generosity only
goes so far.”

Throckton was thinking as fast as he could. He knew he had many spells n he
could use, but he was sure that Jennison had also developed his spells. He had had a
lot more time to expand on the ones he was using today.
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Throckton had to guess what kind of spell Jennison might use on him. If he
could guess the type of spell, he might be able to create one of his own that would
counteract that spell.

Throckton continued to talk to Jennison to give himself time to create a plan
of what he might do.

“How long have your been doing this?”” Throckton asked.

“About twenty years,” he said proudly.

“How many magicians have you captured in that time?” he posed another
question.

Thinking for a moment, he replied, “I would have to guess about ten. It would
be more, but finding magicians is difficult.

“However, finding this family was really hard, until my son met Varanda at
your school. He told me that her family was hiding here. | know Varanda is the only
magician in the family, but that doesn’t change anything.

“I was surprised. I used to live in this city, and I thought I knew all the
magicians here.

“After the people of this town made me leave, I swore I would find all of the
magicians and make them pay. When I was sent away, they didn’t do anything to
help me, so | made up my mind to get revenge.

“My son has been very helpful, even if he doesn’t know what I’ve been doing
with the information he’s been giving me,” Jennison stated rather proudly.

Throckton noticed that the longer he talked to Jennison the smaller he was
becoming. He was distracted from his magic by answering all Throckton’s
questions.

So, Throckton just continued to ask more and more questions.

“Where will you go after this? What family will you terrorize when you are
finished here?” Throckton continued to ask questions of Jennison.

“I was thinking that your family might be next. I know where you live. Did
you know that your father and I used to be friends until 1 was sent to the mines? He
should have been there with me, but Ms. Dooligan liked him and gave him another
chance. It’ll be sweet to see your father’s face when he sees me again, and then I’ll
destroy him and your family just like all of the others,” Jennison said looking down
at Throckton.

Jennison was getting cocky.

The more Throckton asked him questions the smaller he became.

“This is going to be extra fun. After I finish with Varanda’s family, I’ll get to
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take care of you as well. It’s like getting two for one. I'm glad you came,
Throckton,” Jennison said with a mean look on his face.

Throckton held his ground. He did not move and he was not afraid. He just
stared at Jennison.

“Do you know who else is with me today?” Throckton asked. “I bet you can’t
guess.”

“It doesn’t matter to me who is with you. I am stronger than any of you!”
Jennison bragged.

“Take a look behind you,” Throckton said calmly.

Malinda stepped out of the doorway of the hotel and yelled, “Hey Jennison,
it’s nice to see you!”

Jennison began to shrink. He was distracted from his task. He had not
expected Malinda to be there.

He was shocked to see Malinda, but now he was excited because he thought
about how he was going to finish her off as well.

“What are you doing here?” Jennison yelled out. Before she could answer, he
said, “This is better than I thought. Now I get the headmaster of the school I hate, in
the package as well!”

He was now his normal size.

As soon as Jennison let his guard down, Throckton threw a spell on him,
“Bash, no, ba, nasta.”

Jennison became the size of Gosling and could not speak.

Then Throckton threw another spell, “Fug, spa, ra, ata,” and then Jennison
found himself in a small glass box unable to move. Jennison’s face told Throckton
how mad he was, but Throckton did not care.

Malinda ran up to Throckton, “I’1l take care of Jennison. You need to go and
get VVaranda and her family out of the building. Once you do that, take them back to
the Academy. I’ll meet your there.”

The blue net was still covering the building.

Throckton took out his notes he had written in his notebook. He turned
several pages until he came to the page he was looking for.

He read the words out loud, “Gaz, ra, don, waza.”

The blue net disappeared.

Jennison could see what was happening, but he could not do anything about

Throckton ran to the door of the courthouse and went inside. He searched the
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building floor by floor. He began to panic because he could not find them.

When he got to the top floor, he searched every room. They were not there.

Throckton thought for a moment, and then he concluded that Jennison may
have made them invisible.

Once again, he looked over his notes in his notebook.

“Ah hah, I found it,” he said to himself, and then he yelled, “Fon, dew, sha,
aflanti,”

He listened for voices and then he heard someone screaming for help. He ran
down the stairs to the first floor and found them in the first room he had looked in.

After he untied them, Varanda gave him a big hug and she did not want to let
go.

“What took you so long?”” was the only thing she could say.

Throckton looked over at Varanda’s parents and said, “We need to get out of
here and we need to do it quickly. The people of this town are going to come to get
you. They don’t want you living in this town.”

“Come here, we need to hold hands,” Throckton directed Varanda’s family.

They got into a circle and then Throckton yelled out, “Do, bo, gon, afta,” and
then they were gone.

Just as quickly, they were in a very different place.

“Where are we?” Varanda’s father asked.

“We’re in the Magician’s Academy. You’re all safe now,” Throckton told
them.

Shortly afterward, Malinda, and the box with Jennison in it, arrived.

Throckton looked at Jennison who was still very angry. His mouth was
moving but nothing was coming out.

“What are you going to do with him?”” Throckton asked.

“I’ll wipe his memory clean and take away his magic powers. He’ll never
bother any one of us again,” Malinda informed him.

“That almost sounds too good for him,” Throckton commented.

In a flash, Jennison was gone.

Malinda waved her arms over Varanda. She said, “Quanta oddi pa nasta.”

Varanda blinked for a moment and then she looked right at Throckton.

Malinda informed them, “I’ve given you both your full memories back. It will
be like nothing ever happened.”

Varanda looked very surprised.

“Throckton, I have my memory back! I remember everything!” she yelled
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out.

“I knew there was something special about you when I met you this year. 1
think I fell in love with you all over again!” Varanda exclaimed.

“That was the plan,” Throckton agreed, as they hugged each other.

Varanda’s parents were surprised, but happy.

Malinda invited Varanda’s and Throckton’s parents to join them for dinner.
When Throckton’s parents arrived Malinda took them to her office and told them all
about what had happened with Jennison. Throckton’s father remembered Jennison,
how much trouble he had been, and of how he and Jennison had been friends.

“That’s scary!” Throckton’s father commented. “I’'m glad he was stopped.
His magic was always stronger than mine. I’'m amazed at Throckton. He has
developed into a very strong and competent magician.”

Malinda has a special room set up for the two families to have dinner
together.
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(HAPTERLS8

Throckton decided to stay at the school, even though he had already finished
his studies. He asked to help teach some of the classes. The teachers welcomed him,
so long as he did not do any practical jokes.

Varanda’s parents went home to stay with Throckton’s family since it would
be impossible for them to return to their city. They decided to move to Throckton’s
town. Varanda had told her parents many good things about the town, and that they
would not have to fear people chasing them.

Two weeks later, it was Throckton’s seventeenth birthday, so the school had a
special party for him in the student center. This was much better than when he was
all alone.

All the students were there and they danced to Ms. Ponsdill’s music. Just like
before the students copied Throckton’s funny dancing. Everyone laughed.

~ o~~~ T xR o~ ~

There was a first-year student who would not do anything in the school. He
was always late, he was never prepared, and he made noises or did things to
interrupt the teacher while sitting in his classes. His name was Brenton.

He was the one who was late to dinner the first day of school and had been
treated like Throckton when he first arrived. No was to talk to him until his attitude
improved.

Throckton tried to talk to Brenton about his behavior, but Brenton did not
care. He continued to disrupt his classes and he made life difficult, especially in
Physical Education. Ms. Dooligan was not happy with him.,

He talked back to every teacher and acted as if he owned the school.

One day, during lunch period, Brenton bumped into Gore and knocked his
food onto the floor. He never said anything. He just walked away.

“Hey, get back here and help me clean this mess!” yelled Gore.

Brenton looked back at him and then went to his seat.

Gore followed him to his table.
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“I told you to clean up that mess,” Gore ordered Brenton, pointing to the food
on the floor.

Brenton did not even look up from his meal. He continued to eat and to ignore
Gore.

“You don’t want to get me angry, Brenton. You won’t like me when I'm
mad!” Gore’s face started to turn blue.

Throckton jumped in.

“Let me help clean it up. We don’t need a fight in the cafeteria. You’ll both
end up in punishment, and I don’t think you’ll like it,” Throckton tried to calm Gore
down.

Gore turned and left. Throckton and Varanda cleaned up the mess on the floor
and took the food to the trashcan.

Gore went through the line to get more food. He was talking to the others in
the line, still angry at Brenton.

That night, there was the sound of yelling in the student center.

Everyone ran to see what was going on.

Brenton was yelling at Gore, calling him names.

“You freak! I saw you turn blue. Did your father make you into a monster?
You don’t belong here. You’re weird!” Brenton screamed as loud as he could at
Gore.

“You know you’re not supposed to be in here. You’re banned from coming in
here as your punishment,” Gore’s voice echoed down the hall. “Get out!”

“Who is going to make me leave? You?” Brenton shot back.

Now Gore had had enough of Brenton’s words, so he closed his eyes and he
turned into the blue monster that had beaten up Throckton. He jumped in one leap
across the room and stood in front of Brenton.

“Do you have anything else to say to me?”” Gore said with fire in his eyes.

Brenton did not show any fear.

He looked at Gore and said, “I told you, you were a freak!”

Gore reached out, grabbed Brenton by the neck, and tossed him to the other
side of the room.

Brenton slid across the floor and slammed into the wall. He stood up, brushed
the dirt off his shirt, and challenged Gore again.

“Is that the best you can do, blue man? My grandmother hits me harder than
that!” Brenton yelled across the room.

Then he picked up a chair and threw it at Gore. He ducked just before the
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chair hit him, but it crashed into the television set and broke the screen. Sparks flew
everywhere and there was a loud popping noise

Just then, Gosling and Malinda arrived and threw a spell.

“Flor, pa, see, gento,” she yelled out.

Everyone in the room froze.

When the people in the room were released from the spell, Gore and Brenton
were gone. The television was still making noise and sparks were flying out of it.
Everyone in the room were in shock.

“What just happened here?”” Malinda asked.

“I think Gore and Brenton had a fight,” Throckton guessed. “I know |
wouldn’t want to be in their shoes right now.”

Malinda had put them into the same kind of boxes she had put Throckton in
until she calmed down. She had sent them somewhere else because they were no
longer there.

“Everyone go to your rooms. It is time to go to bed,” Malinda ordered and
then said, “Rafi, da, andi, go.”

The room was empty

The next day after breakfast, Malinda stood up in front of her table and began
to speak.

“As you know, we had a problem last night. Gore and Brenton destroyed
school property, as well as fighting. Both of these infractions are very serious and
must be dealt with according to our contract,” Malinda started.

“Sada na apo san,” she said.

In front of her appeared Gore and Brenton. They were lying on the floor
curled up in a ball. It was obvious they had spent the night in the boxes.

“Get up you two!” Malinda yelled out her orders. “We have to decide what to
do with you. You will have to answer for your actions.”

Throckton was thinking how glad he was it was not him standing in front of
Malinda.

“We’ll start with Gore. What do you have to say for yourself?” Malinda
inquired.

“Brenton has been trying to make me mad ever since he got here. Every day
he does something to try to get me to change into the blue monster. | have been able
to control myself up until last night. He pushed me too far. | had no other choice but
to try and shut him up,” Gore gave his defense of what had happened the night
before.
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“Alright Brenton, what do you have to say for yourself? Do you have
anything to add?” Malinda posed the question.

“He’s such a sissy. I’'m sorry, but he can’t take a little teasing. I knew he isn’t
as bad as he tried to make everyone think. He didn’t even hurt me when he threw me
across the room. He made me a little mad, so I threw the chair at him. I’'m sorry I
broke the TV. I didn’t mean to. What I really wanted to do was break Gore’s head,”
Brenton explained his side.

Malinda walked forward toward the boys.

“Both of you are going to be put on trial for your actions. You have broken
the agreement you signed when you first arrived. If you are found guilty, you will
remain in the mines for the rest of your lives,” Malinda said, knowing that the
prospect of spending all that time in the mines was not going to be very much fun.

“We’ll start with Gore. Please come forward and face the class,” she
motioned for Gore to stand beside her.

“Gosling, take Brenton to my office and wait for me to call you,” Malinda
directed the boys on where they were to go.

Brenton left with Gosling. Gosling put a rope around him so he would not be
able to run off.

When Brenton was out of sight, the trial began.

“Gore, you are being tried for fighting and for damage to school property.
How do you plead?” Malinda asked.

“I guess I should say not guilty, so | can get a fair trial. At least that is what
my dad told me told do if | was ever in a courtroom,” Gore responded, looking at his
classmates.

Laughter broke out in the room.

Several teachers were called to testify about Gore and his actions. Most of
them had nice things to say about him. Two of them remembered when Gore had
lost his temper. Mr. Stonegarden told about how he once threw Throckton across the
room.

Malinda recalled when he had tried to escape with Throckton.

When the teachers were finished, she asked the students if any of them had
anything to say.

Throckton stood up, and began to speak, “I’ve known Gore since we were
first-year students. | should be angry with him for revealing our escape plans, but
now | understand.

“I’ve watched as Brenton has done things to Gore since the beginning of the
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school year. I don’t know why he decided to pick on Gore, but he has.

“What I heard last night from Brenton would have made me just as angry. |
don’t think I would have been as nice as he was. I might have given him a spell that
sent him to the moon. He’s just a bad person,” Throckton defended Gore.

Gore had a weak smile on his face.

Several other of the students also defended Gore.

“It’s now time to vote,” Malinda turned to ask the teachers what their decision
was.

Six teachers said he should go to the mines and six said no.

“It appears that we have a tie. | will now put the question to the students. How
many of you think Gore should be sent to the mines?”” Malinda asked.

Not one of the students raised their hands.

Gore looked relieved.

“Gore, you’ll not go unpunished for this, but you’ll not go to the mines. You
can thank your classmates for that,” Malinda informed him.

Gore sat down as Malinda called for Gosling to bring Brenton to the dining
hall.

When they got to the front of the room, Malinda asked Brenton a question.

“You are being charged with fighting and the destruction of school property.
How do you plead?” she asked him.

“I didn’t do anything,” Brenton yelled out.

“This place 1s the worst place I’ve ever been. Everyone is against me
Brenton yelled at the students.

“We will now begin the trial of Brenton,” Malinda stated to the room that was
now his jury.

During the trial, teacher after teacher told of things Brenton had done in their
classrooms. As Throckton listened to the testimony of the teachers, he realized that
compared to Brenton, he had been not been that bad.

Malinda asked if there were any students who would like to speak.

There was a pause of silence in the room and then Throckton stood up and
spoke, “I don’t know Brenton very well, but I was in a similar situation not that long
ago. | went to the mines, and because of the generosity of Dron and Malinda, | was
allowed to return. I wouldn’t wish that punishment on anyone.

“I would like to volunteer to take some time with Brenton to see if we can
find out why he is so angry all the time. | want to give him another chance before he
goes to the mines. Will you give me that opportunity?” Throckton spoke up, which
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shocked the people in the room, including Brenton.

Malinda went to the table and conferred with the teachers. Then she turned
back toward Throckton.

“This is highly unusual Throckton, but we are willing to let you try. You have
one month to get him to turn around. If he does anythingwrong, he will come back
and the trail will resume. Do you understand?” Malinda put the question to
Throckton.

Varanda pulled on Throckton’s arm.

“Why are you doing this? You could ruin everything,” she said to him.

“I was given a last chance, I think Brenton deserves one as well,” Throckton
whispered down to her.

“We now put Brenton into your care. Beware, or he may spoil your life as
well, Malinda said very seriously to Throckton.

“Before you leave, I would like to ask the teachers what your vote would have
been,” Malinda said, as she turned toward the teachers at the table

All of the teachers voted to send him to the mines.

Throckton sat down and turned to Varanda.

“I’'m going to leave the school for a while. I’ll be back before the end of the
school year. I’'m taking Brenton with me. My magic is strong enough that he won’t
be able challenge me. We have a few things we need to work out before he can
come back here,” Throckton told Varanda.

He gave her a hug and then waved his arm in the air, and said, “Rafi, da, andi,
rostabli”.

Both Brenton and he disappeared.

Everyone in the room was shocked.

Some of them asked, “Why did Throckton do this?

Varanda was surprised as well, but she was proud of him. She had stood to
defend Throckton at his trial. Now he was standing up for someone else.

~ o~~~ T hTET Kk L~ ~

The next thing Brenton knew, he was deep in the forest.

Brenton challenged Throckton to fight him

Throckton said, “Bring it on kid. Let’s rumble.”

No matter what Brenton tried, he could not hit Throckton.

Brenton was very strong and he did not stop trying, but after several hours he
was very tired and he finally gave up.

“Why can’t I catch you?” Brenton asked.
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“You are trying to use brute force, but I’'m using magic. Magic will always
win over strength.” Throckton answered. “My guess is you have used your strength
all your life to get what you want. Am I right?”

“You could say that,” Brenton answered, and just as he did he tried once
again to hit Throckton, thinking he would surprise him, but his hand hit something
as hard as a wall instead.

“OUCH! That hurts!”” Brenton yelled out in pain.

“I warned you, magic is stronger,” Throckton reminded him.

Brenton was jumping up and down shaking his hand.

“Gom, di sa, wana,” Brenton blurted out.

Nothing happened.

“You’re a first-year and I’'m a graduate. Who do you think is going to have
the stronger magic?”” Throckton asked. “That was a nice try, but you’ll have to better
than that.”

Brenton tried to run away, but when he had gone four steps, he ran into
something hard. He fell to the ground holding his nose, which was now bleeding.

“Are you trying to kill me?” Brenton asked.

“No, if I was going to kill you I would have let you go to the mines for the
rest of your life. I think there’s a good person under all of that anger. I want to find
out who that 1s,” Throckton responded.

“It’s going to take you a very long time!” Brenton blurted out.

“No problem, all T have is time right now. I’'m not going anywhere,”
Throckton answered.

“Where are we?”” Brenton looked at the tall trees all around him.

“We’re in the forest. That’s all you need to know. We’re going to stay here
for a while, so get comfortable,” Throckton responded.

“Why are we in the forest?” Brenton asked still looking up at the trees that
surrounded them.

“Mostly so you can do as little damage as possible. If you knock down a tree
or two, it won’t matter much. It’s better than destroying the TV in the student
center,” Throckton joked.

“I don’t think you are very funny Throckton. From what I hear you were just
as bad as I was, maybe even worse,” Brenton chided him.

“What you say may be true, but that is not who | am now. It may take a while,
but I’'m going to do my best to help you find out who you are,” Throckton replied.

“Give it your best shot! I’ve dealt with people a lot tougher than you!”
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Brenton threatened Throckton.

Throckton laughed out loud.

“Ha ha ha, I have heard that line before. You sound just like me!” Throckton
continued to laugh.

“The problem is; you have met your match with me. I know everything you
are going to do before you do it. I’ve been there. There’s nothing you can try that I
haven’t already thought of,” Throckton informed him of his situation.

Brenton sat down and put his hand under his chin.

“I guess I can wait for you to give up. It won’t take long,” Brenton said under
his breath.

All of sudden, Brenton was in a small box. He could not move.

“Hey, what are you doing? Malinda did this to me before. Come on, let me
Brenton demanded.

Throckton sat down on the ground and just watched as Brenton tried to get
loose. He knew there was no way out.

Throckton built a small fire and said a spell to get some blankets. He prepared
some food and then sat on a log eating while Brenton watched.

“Aren’t you going to give me some of that?”” Brenton begged.

“We’ll see how things are in the morning,” Throckton answered softly.

After he finished eating, he lay down on the blanket to go to sleep.

“Are you going to leave me here all night?” Brenton yelled out.

“Im thinking about it. It really depends on your attitude,” Throckton
responded.

“LET ME OUT OF HERE!” Brenton began to scream.

Throckton threw a spell of silence over Brenton and then fell asleep.

In the morning, there was mist on the floor of the forest. The birds were
singing and animals were climbing into the trees. Throckton stretched his arms as he
got up, and then he looked over at Brenton. His eyes were still wide open and his
mouth was moving, but no sound was coming from the box.

“I’'m glad I silenced him.” Throckton said to himself. “The animals of the
forest would run away if they heard his yelling,”

After he stood up, Throckton stretched his arms in the air again and then
looked down at Brenton in the box. He put his finger to his mouth to try to get
Brenton to stop yelling.

Brenton did not quit. His mouth continued to move.

Throckton decided he had been in the box long enough. He released the
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spells.

“Gondi spa la anata.”

Brenton lay on the ground in a ball. He was trying to yell, but his voice was
almost gone. All Throckton could hear were little squeaks.

“That worked better than I thought,” Throckton said to Brenton, who did not
find it funny at all.

When Brenton was able to stand again, he extended his arms. When he
thought that Throckton was not paying attention he ran at him, he once again ran
into a hard wall and fell backward onto the ground.

Holding his nose again, he said, “That’s so annoying! Can you teach me that
spell?”

“We’ll see. You’ve got a long way to go before you can do any magic,”
Throckton informed him.
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CHAPTER19

For a week they stayed in the forest. Brenton was as stubborn as ever. He kept
trying to break Throckton’s spells, but he hurt himself every time he tried.

He banged against the walls of the room Throckton had built around him for
six hours straight. Then he fell to the ground in exhaustion.

“You’re a tough nut to crack, Brenton. I thought I was tough, but I think you
get the award. At least [ knew when to quit hurting myself,” Throckton said to him.

“I don’t care how much I hurt myself. I can take it. Just let me out of here and
I’1l never bother any of you again,” Brenton stated.

“If I let you go, you’ll go to the mines. Malinda will see to that,” Throckton
reminded him.

“You have two choices. Stay as you are and end up in the mines, or change
and do something good for people. It’s your choice, just like it was mine,”
Throckton said to him.

At the end of the week, Brenton began to slow down. He was tired of trying
to defeat Throckton. He admitted that he could not defeat him, but that did not mean
that he had to go along with what Throckton said.

“Why do you have to be so tough all the time?”” Throckton asked Brenton.

“My father taught me to be strong. He told me that no one in the world will
give me anything unless | take it. He told me to never let anyone disrespect me. He
beat me to make me tough. I can take anything you can throw at me. I’ll never let
down my defense. My father taught me that,” Brenton explained why he had to be
like he was.

After listening to Brenton’s explanation, Throckton let him out of the
invisible house. He told him he could go anywhere he wanted.

“Can I go home?” he asked.

“If that is what you want, but trust me, your life is going to be the same as it is
now. Nothing is going to change. Is that what you want?” Throckton questioned
him.
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“What do you mean?” Brenton asked.

“If you stay the way you are, your life will be miserable. Someday, someone
bigger and stronger than you is going to make sure you are put in your place. You
might even die,” Throckton answered.

“What makes you an expert in all of this?” Brenton asked.

“T used to be a lot like you. Because of the way I acted | almost lost my
girlfriend, my family wouldn’t talk to me, and my friends teased me. I was all alone.

“I thought I was fine like that, but when I saw what life could be like if I
worked hard, I decided that it was the better choice. I think you’ll find the same
thing in your life.

“I know my life is much better now since I have a girlfriend who loves me. If
I was still like you, there is no way she would be in my life right now,” Throckton
shared his story with Brenton.

“My brother always says the same thing. When my dad beats on him, he just
curls up in a ball and lets him hit him. He keeps telling me the beatings will stop
someday. Just be strong and don’t be like him.

“As for me I fight back. I don’t ever win, but at least I give him a fight,”
Brenton said.

“Who’s your brother?”” Throckton asked.

“Kerron, he’s a second-year at the Academy,” Brenton answered.

“KERRON! You mean your father is Jennison?” Throckton asked, very
surprised at the answer.

“Yes, my dad is Jennison, why?” Brenton asked.

“Do you know that your father is now in the mines? He tried to kill my
girlfriend and now he has lost all his magic for the rest of his life. Do you want to
spend the rest of your life working in the mines with him?”” Throckton inquired.

“How do you know this?” Brenton asked.

“I knew your father when I was in the mines. If it wasn’t for me he never
would have left. 1 was the one who stopped him from killing Varanda and her
family. Malinda took away his powers as soon as we got back to the school. Now he
Is back in the mines where he will work for the rest of his life.

“You mean you were the one who got him out? If you had not done that I
would have had a very different life,” Brenton spoke up.

“Yeah, that was me.

“He was in the mines when he was a boy attending the Magician’s Academy.
He was a classmate of my father.
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“He 1s a very angry man. I can understand why you have so much anger
yourself,” Throckton realized why Brenton was the way that he was.

“So, what can I do to change?” Brenton asked.

“If you are willing to work with me and study hard at school, I’'m sure you
will find that being angry all of the time is not a good way to live. Are you willing to
give it a try?” Throckton asked him.

“If it means I don’t have to stay in the forest anymore and I can stay out of
that room you put me in, then yes,” Brenton responded

“OK, first of all, we are going to my hometown. We are going to see how you
react to people when they are rude to you. You have two choices. You can say
‘Excuse me’ or you can get angry. Let’s see how you do.” Throckton said to him.
“Remember, I can throw a spell on you at any time [ want.”

Throckton waved his arm and then they were in the center of Throckton’s
town. Throckton led him to the small café where the boys had teased Varanda.

“Some of my old friends like to hang out here. They always ask me to do
magic for them. Let’s see if any of them are here,” Throckton said to Brenton.

When they walked in, two of the boys were sitting at a table eating
hamburgers.

“Hey Throckton, it’s been a long time. Where have you been?” one of them
asked.

“I went back to the Magician’s Academy. Your school was too boring for
me,” Throckton laughed.

Throckton and Brenton joined the boys and sat down.

“Who’s your friend?”” Kenton asked.

“This 1s Brenton. He’s a student at the Academy as well. We’re on a short
break, so I brought him home with me to meet my family,” Throckton answered.

“Where are you from?”” Franklin asked.

“I used to live in Stonehill City, but now we move around a lot. My dad keeps
moving because of his job,” Brenton answered.

“What kind of work does he do that he has to move so much?” Kenton asked.

“I’m not really sure. I don’t see him very often,” Brenton responded.

“That sucks. I wouldn’t like my dad to be gone all of the time,” Franklin gave
an opinion.

“Not really. It’s a lot better at home when he is gone,” Brenton told them.
“He’s pretty mean.”

“What do you mean?” Franklin asked.
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Brenton looked over at Throckton and then answered, “He can be pretty
rough on us when he is home. He thinks it will make us tough.”

“I’'m glad my dad isn’t like that,” Franklin spoke up. “My dad is the coolest
guy in the world. If he was mean to me, | think | would leave and live somewhere
else.”

The boys sat and talked for a while and then Throckton stood up and said it
was time to go home.

“Can you do a trick for us before you leave?” Kenton asked.

Throckton said, “Dondo, corpi, asti, nanda”, and then a small white mouse
appeared on the table.

“That’s so cool. I wish I could do that!” Franklin exclaimed.

Throckton and Brenton left the café and walked up the hill toward
Throckton’s house.

“Those guys are OK. I like them,” Brenton spoke up.

“They’re all right. Sometimes they like to tease me and I don’t like it. One
time | got mad and sent them to their homes. My girlfriend got really angry at me
for that. She didn’t talk to me for almost a whole day. I learned a lesson from that. I
should be able to handle a little teasing in my life. They didn’t mean anything by it,”
Throckton shared.

When they got to Throckton’s house, they walked in.

“Mom, dad, I’'m home!” Throckton said as they entered.

No one answered.

“They must be out. Let’s go to the kitchen and get something to eat,”
Throckton suggested.

“This 1s a nice house. I wish my house was like this,” Brenton commented as
he looked at the décor of the house.

In the kitchen, Throckton opened the refrigerator and looked for a snack. He
found some carrots and orange juice.

“That’s weird food,” Brenton stated.

“My parents are concerned about what they eat. They buy healthy food. I
prefer junk food, but we won’t find any of that in here,” Throckton answered

While they were eating Throckton’s parents arrived home. They were
surprised to see Throckton.

“Welcome home son, who is your friend?”” his mother asked.

“This is Brenton. He and I are on a little trip. He was having some problems
at the academy and so I offered to help him out,” Throckton answered. “Let’s just
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say that if [ hadn’t offered to help him, he would be in the mines right now.”

“Wow, you must like this kid to stick your neck out like that. | wish | had had
a friend like you when I was on trial,” his father commented.

“You almost went to the mines?”” Brenton asked, very surprised.

“Yes, when I was in the academy I didn’t want to follow the rules. One day
my friend and | decided to play a trick on Gosling. We were going to use magic and
make him float to the top of the cafeteria so when the students came to eat dinner, he
would be up there screaming.

“What we didn’t know was that Malinda knew about our plan and stopped us.

“My friend went to mines because he had done more things wrong than | had.
Ms. Dooligan convinced the teachers to give me another chance.” Throckton’s dad
told his story.

Throckton looked over at Brenton.

“Do you know who his friend was?”” he asked.

“No, who was i1t?” Brenton responded.

“It was your dad,” Throckton answered.

“This is Jennison’s son?” Throckton’s dad asked in surprise.

“Yes, and he’s just like his dad. I’m trying to convince him that he needs to
change his life or he will be in the mines for the rest of his life,” Throckton replied.

“Isn’t Jennison in the mines again?”” Throckton’s mother asked.

“Yep, Malinda sent him there. He’ll never get out now,” Throckton answered.

Brenton stayed a few days with Throckton’s family. When he met Abilossa he
was immediately in love. He thought she was the prettiest girl he had ever seen.

When he tried to talk with her, he could not speak. He was so nervous around
her.

One day, he asked her if she would walk to town with him.

“I’1l go, but Throckton has to go with us, is that OK?” she asked.

“That’s fine. I don’t mind,” Brenton responded.

When they got to café, the same boys were there.

“Hey Throckton, hey Brenton, how are you guys doing?” they asked.

“We’re fine,” Throckton answered.

“Hi Abilossa, we haven’t seen you down here in a long time,” Franklin said.

“Yeah, I’ve been busy with school and all. I almost forgot what this place
looked like,” Abilossa stated looking around the café. “It hasn’t changed at all.”

The boys noticed Brenton looking at Abilossa.

“So, Brenton, do you like Abilossa?”” Kenton spoke up.
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Brenton did not know how to answer. He tried to ignore him.

“Yeah, Brenton, do you like Abilossa?” Franklin jumped in.

Throckton looked at the two boys.

“Do you remember what happened the last time you teased me and Varanda?
Do you want that to happen again?” he asked.

“No, no, we -- we’re good,” Franklin stated.

“Brenton doesn’t like to be teased either. | think he might do something a lot
worse than sending you home,” Throckton warned them.

They listened to Throckton and left Brenton alone.

They sat and talked for a long time and enjoyed eating some junk food.

That night, in Throckton’s room, they talked about their families and past
experiences.

“So, Throckton, I heard you got into a lot of trouble when you attended the
Magician’s Academy. What did you do?”” Brenton inquired.

“That’s right. I got into a lot of trouble, but I didn’t do anything as bad as you.
| never got into a fight like that and I never destroyed school property.

“All I did was to try to escape. I hated the school and | wanted to come home.
| used magic on Gosling and I ended up in the mines. I don’t wish that punishment
on anyone. It was hard work, very little rest, and the days never seemed to end.
There is no way to know how long one is there because there are no clocks or
calendars. All I did was dig and dig.

“I learned some valuable lessons about myself while I was there. I realized
that I really don’t want to be alone, I found out that I can work hard when I have to,
and | came to the conclusion that if | can improve myself, others can as well; just
like you.

“Even after I left the mines, I still wasn’t completely ready to face my life. I
needed some help.

“Malinda came to my regular school and helped the teachers there learn about
me. They allowed me to study on my own. | was able to do three times the work on
my own than when | sat in the classroom.

“Quite frankly, I don’t like to be bored.

“I think you have some of the same reasons for being like you are as I did.
The big difference is | have a great dad.

“I have had some help along the way. That is why I asked to take you out of
the school. | was hoping you would learn some of the same lessons | learned. If you
have, then life will be much better for you in the future,” Throckton gave his answer
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to Brenton’s question.

“What do you suggest I do?”” Brenton asked.

“Go back to the school, work hard, pass your classes, and find what you want
to do with your life,” Throckton gave a direct answer. “Put your father behind you,
and learn to be your own person.

Brenton agrees to give it a try.

He and Throckton returned to the school. Throckton agreed to become his
tutor and help him in his preparation of his exams.

Malinda had a long meeting with them. She warned Brenton that he had only
one chance remaining and if he messed up, he would be put on trial again, and this
time there would be no mercy.

~ o~~~ TR KR L~ ~

Brenton worked hard and basically stayed out of trouble. He did some minor
things which most of the students thought were funny, but nothing to deserve being
put on trial again.

A few weeks after returning to the school Abilossa came for a visit. To
Throckton’s surprise, she spent most of her time with Brenton. They began to like
each other a lot.

She enjoyed seeing the school and spending time with Brenton, Varanda and
Throckton.

During her time there, she learned all about Throckton and what he had done
while attending the school. For the most part she found it to be humorous. She also
heard about how angry Breton had been and about the fight he had had with Gore.

There was new TV in the student center, which had been paid for by Brenton,
and the other things he had broken were replaced.

Brenton completed his first-year classes and became a better student. He was
liked by all the other students including Gore.

Throckton realized that he had a gift for helping troubled students. So, he
spent the rest of the year working in the school helping other students who were
having problems with their classes.

~ o~~~ T T KKk L~ ~

After, Throckton went on to study at the Magician’s University and then he
went to graduate school and received his Master’s degree in child psychology.

Upon his graduation from graduate school, he returned to the Magician’s
Academy as an instructor in the magic department. More importantly, he became a
counselor for kids who were having problems in school.
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After Varanda graduated from the Magician’s Academy, Throckton married
her, and they had two children. Throckton knew he had to be a good father like his
father had been to him.

The ‘Throckton Scholarship’ helped many kids attend the school and they
became great magicians as well as excellent citizens.

THE END
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