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Summary: Local magician, Max Goodman, struggles to keep his new magic museum open. Fifth grader Will Phillips learns more about magic and provides the perfect solution.

TO PARENTS: Visit author Karleen Tauszik on the web at www.KarleenT.com, where you can sign up to get her FREE book:

50 Simple Steps for Reading Success:

Parent-Proven Tips to

Make Reading Exciting and Fun

Improve Reading Skills and Comprehension

Engage and Encourage Your Reluctant Reader.
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You’ll also get her newsletter with more tips, the latest news in the world of reading for children, and her latest releases and promos. My goal is to get your child to LOVE reading. Is that your goal too? If so, click the cover!
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Will pulled open the heavy glass door to Oak Grove Elementary School. Smaller children surged in around him, bumping him with their new back packs. He joined the flow into the building, where the smell of fresh paint hit him in the face.

“Check it out. The old place looks all new!” he shouted to Josh above the noise of the crowded hall. They craned their necks to take in all the changes on their way to the fifth grade class rooms. 

“I don’t suppose our old teacher will look any newer. Grouchy Gustafson has looked a hundred years old like forever,” Josh yelled back, stopping by the wall so Will could catch up in the sea of students. 

Will grimaced at Josh’s comment. “Yeah, well, we just have to put up with her for one year. Then we’re off to middle school. My mom says she’s not so bad once we get used to her. She says we’ll learn a lot from her.”

“Yeah, right!” Josh snorted. “That’s all parents care about, that we learn stuff. They don’t care how much we have to suffer each day with these teachers. Besides, your mom works here. She’s probably friends with the Grouch.”

Will shrugged, turning into Room 5A.

The old wooden floor shone with a fresh coat of varnish, and the walls were a warm buttery yellow. Bold borders and colorful pictures decorated each bulletin board. There was one on ancient Egyptians, one on decimals and their uses in everyday life, and a third on insects and their effects on plant life.

The desks all had name tags, folded like tiny pup tents. Pictures decorated each tag—butterflies, flowers, suns and moons with regal faces, unicorns and dragons. The other fifth graders were all talking at once and searching for their seats.

“Hey, Josh. Check it out,” Will said. “This doesn’t look like the kind of stuff Mrs. Gustafson would do. I’m pretty sure she’s not a butterfly and unicorn sort of person.”

“That’s because she didn’t do it. See?” Josh elbowed Will and pointed to the white board. “Ms. Moon?”

Will spotted the name, written in teacher-neat letters. “Who’s she?”

“Beats me,” Josh said. “But anyone’s got to be better than the Grouch.”

“You got that right!” Will found his name tag, decorated with a wizard’s hat. Hmmm. This year just might be more interesting than I expected. 

The bell rang to start the day, and a young woman entered. A few stragglers who rushed in at the same time nearly knocked her over, causing her to laugh. She hurried to the front of the class, still smiling. Her long ruffled skirt swished with each step, and she stood on tiptoes to point to her name on the board. 

“Good morning, fifth graders. I’m Ms. Moon, your new teacher.” 

The class came alive with questions. 

Courtney’s hand shot up first. “What happened to Mrs. Gustafson?”

A few of the boys called out in unison, “Who cares?”

Ms. Moon smiled. “Oh, I know you were expecting her this year, and I do hope you’re not too disappointed.” 

Most of the children giggled, while a few sneered and said, “Yeah, right!”

The new teacher clapped her hands for silence and continued. “When it seemed like the school was closing last June, Mrs. Gustafson felt it was a good time to move closer to her grandchildren. They hired me to take her place.” 

The sound of everyone whispering “Yesss!” hissed through the air. 

“I believe we have just a minute or two before announcements. Are there any more questions?”

The kids were quiet as they took in the new teacher’s long blonde braid, her denim colored blouse with its flowing sleeves, and her turquoise painted toenails peeking out from clunky sandals. 

Josh raised his hand. “Um, what kind of name is Moon? I never heard of anyone with that kind of a last name.” 

Ms. Moon laughed. “It’s the kind of name I like. That’s why I chose it.” 

“You can’t choose your last name, can you?” one of the girls called out. 

“Yeah, aren’t you stuck with whatever you get?” another asked.

“Oh, no. You’re not stuck with it. The name my parents gave me was Mary Frances Brown.”

The girls all groaned.

“I know,” Ms. Moon said, tucking a stray wisp of hair behind her ear. “Seriously. That was much too dull of a name for the person I wanted to be. No offense if anyone’s name is Mary Frances Brown.” 

Everyone shook their heads. 

“So how did you change it?” Levi asked from the back row. “Did you just wake up one morning and decide?”

“No. First you have to be at least eighteen. And you have to file a special paper at the court house and pay a few hundred dollars. I saved up from my job in high school, and the week after I graduated I changed from Mary Frances Brown to Indigo Moon.” She waved her arm, her sleeve fluttering, and took a big bow. 

“Indigo?” everyone asked at once.

“Yes, Indigo. A denim blue, just like my blouse.”

Suddenly the grey screen of the TV came alive, showing Mr. Taylor, the principal. “Welcome back to another year at Oak Grove Elementary,” he said with a wide grin. “I hope you’re enjoying our new look, especially after the announced closing of our dear school last June.”

A sense of pride welled up in Will. He thought back to what the town had accomplished to keep the school open. Standing for the Pledge of Allegiance, he couldn’t help but be distracted by his memories of the past summer. 

Mr. Taylor continued once the students were seated. “As far as I know, we are the only school in the nation with magic museum attached. That not only make us unique, but it also affords a variety of benefits, not only to our town, but also to our students. This morning we will start our day with a special assembly featuring Max Goodman of Maximum Magic, the man who led the movement to save our school from demolition. He’ll be telling you more about the museum and the opportunities it gives to our student body.” 

Will hardly listened to the rest of the announcements, anticipating the upcoming assembly. He leaned over to whisper to Josh. “He promised me magic lessons, you know.”

Josh rolled his eyes. “Yeah, I know. That’s like the tenth time you’ve told me. You excited or what?”

Will grinned. “Totally excited!”
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The last class entered the crowded auditorium and Mr. Taylor approached the microphone. 

“Again, I welcome you all back to the new and vastly improved Oak Grove Elementary School. Since I just spoke with all of you during the announcements, I will hand the stage over to today’s guest of honor, Mr. Max Goodman of Maximum Magic.”

The auditorium erupted with cheers and applause when the magician walked on stage. 

“Thank you, thank you. That’s very kind,” he said. “Welcome back to Oak Grove Elementary. Mr. Taylor, do you happen to have $20 on you for my first trick?”

The principal fumbled for his wallet. “Why, yes. I do.”

His brows knit together in confusion when he handed over the money. 

Max reached over to his stand and picked up a black box. He opened a drawer on it and placed the twenty dollar bill inside. 

“This money represents opportunity, the opportunity to buy something you need or want.” 

He shut the drawer, and Mr. Taylor stretched forward to see what would happen. 

“But sometimes we’re not careful with opportunities that come our way,” Max said, waving his magic wand over the box. Then he tapped the box three times with his wand. The children were so intent and quiet that the sound echoed through the auditorium. 

“And when we’re not careful, before you know it...” Max opened the drawer. “Those opportunities are gone, just like Mr. Taylor’s twenty dollars.” 

He held the box high so everyone could see it was empty. 

The assembly erupted in whispers from the children sharing with each other how they thought the trick was done. 

Max went on to explain. “School is an opportunity. Every day you have the chance to learn something, to do well. Every day opportunities come your way to grow and excel. But you have to keep your eyes open for those opportunities.”

He reached into the sky, snapped his fingers, and the twenty dollar bill appeared in his hand. He handed it to the principal and the children applauded. 

“Now, Mr. Taylor, you have your money back, but I still need your help. Did you wash your hair this morning?”

The principal blushed. “Umm, why yes, I did.”

Max scratched Mr. Taylor’s head, and said, “Looks like you missed a part.” He snapped his fingers and produced another twenty dollar bill from Mr. Taylor’s hair. 

He repeated the trick four more times, finding money in the principal’s ear, under his shoe, in the cuff of his pants, and up his sleeve. 

When Max Goodman fanned out the bills, everyone cheered. He explained, “Each of these twenty dollar bills represents an opportunity. I could have missed each one, but instead I took advantage of what was there for me. You have the same opportunity every day at school.”

Max went on with his show, using more tricks to illustrate the importance of the school. When he took his final bow, the crowd burst into applause. 

After the clapping died down, Max said, “Thank you. We have a fine school now, ready for a great year of learning. Thanks to every one of you who helped to raise the funds for all the improvements we see today.”

Everyone clapped and cheered.

“I know many of you are especially interested in the new magic museum, located in the west wing of the school.”

The children all nodded. 

“I’ve had some talks with Mr. Taylor about incorporating the museum into your educational experience.”

“Yesss!” hissed through the auditorium while the students high-fived each other. 

Max laughed. “I’m glad to hear such enthusiasm. I’m going to need a lot of help with the museum and we’re going to open up some special positions which will be dependent on your grades.”

The crowd moaned.

“Yes, report card grades. By winter break I expect to have a program in place where Oak Grove’s best fourth and fifth grade students will have the opportunity to learn about running a real business as they assist with the operations of the museum. That’s something you can all work towards.”

While some of the students mumbled, “Not fair” or “That counts me out,” Max noticed a big smile on Will Phillip’s face. Since he was one of the smartest fifth graders, Max knew Will had a shot at it. 

Max continued. “But first I need to hire a manager so I can continue with my normal schedule of shows. An ad will be posted online this week. For now the museum is only opened three days a week because my magician friends are helping out. But I want to get it open full time soon so we’re making the best use of this fine building and so it’s the greatest benefit to the town of Oak Grove.”

“And before we close, Mr. Taylor asked me to introduce a new member of the staff.” Max read from a card in his hand. “Ms. Indigo Moon is the new fifth grade teacher. Ms. Moon?” Max scanned the crowd. “Would you like to come up and introduce yourself to the school?”

Ms. Moon stood and the applause of her class started a wave of clapping across the auditorium while she walked to the stage. Max shook her hand and introduced himself. 

Ms. Moon turned to the microphone. She reached up to adjust it down to her height. 

Max stopped her. “Allow me,” he said, extending his hand to her. 

Confused, she took his hand and slowly Max levitated Ms. Moon so she rose to just a few inches off the ground, her face level with the microphone. Her eyes bulged with surprise.

“It’s okay. I’ve got you.” Max reassured her with a whisper. 

The class watched Ms. Moon extended her feet, trying to touch the stage. But her toes were just short of it. 

Ms. Moon took a deep breath and introduced herself quickly to the school. Her hand shook despite Max’s firm grip. When she finished, she descended slowly and hurried off the stage. 

Her class pressed in around her. “How’d he do that?” they all wanted to know. 

Still short of breath and flustered from the experience, she said, “I have no idea.” 
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