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Priya tipped open her welding visor and stepped back to admire her creation. Two iron rods bent to form muscular legs. The armature looked more like a metal skeleton than a monster, but once she applied the skin, the wicked beast would stand three times her height.  Tyrannosaurus rex would rise again, the Lizard King of Loon Lake University.
She wiped beads of sweat from her upper lip as sunshine streamed in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, tempting her to walk out to the shore. The cool lake beckoned, but she hated wasting studio time. First, we work. Then we play.
Unbelievable.
Staying on at school in June was supposed to release her from Papa’s lectures. So why did she hear his favorite sayings in her head? A successful real estate broker, he expected his children to excel in respectable professions. Reluctantly, he had financed Priya’s art courses, but she needed to show him it wasn’t a mistake. When her creation made headlines back in Toronto, the family would understand the fine arts were legit.
Time to stop woolgathering.
Really? That was another of his expressions. How could she concentrate if she couldn’t get Papa’s voice out of her head? He was right, though. Studio time was wasting.
Priya turned from the window, just missing a dome of bubbles roiling on the lake’s surface.
Later, engrossed in soldering, Priya didn’t notice the diving platform floating fifteen feet from shore, or the swimmer balancing there like a twig waiting to be snapped. He waved, unnoticed by the students tossing a Frisbee on the shore, then ran three steps and dove in.
Minutes passed … too many minutes. A careful observer might have noticed a long stream of bubbles leading deep into the lake but, unfortunately, no one was watching.
Not until the next morning, when the swimmer failed to return, would his roommate suspect something was wrong.
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Tonya’s cramped dorm room didn’t have a full-length mirror, so she glanced at her shirt in the communal bathroom while she brushed her teeth. Weakened by magic use, Tonya had been semi-conscious for a month, surviving mostly on liquids. Once her health improved, Loon Lake Council had thrown her in a magic-proof holding cell while they investigated Waldock’s so-called murder. With little to do but exercise, and nothing to eat but terrible jail food, Tonya had lost twenty pounds and tossed out most of her clothes. 
Her favorite green top was stretchy enough to fit, and wearing it used to give her confidence; it had suited her long red hair. Since death magic turned her locks necro white, a blue top would look better, but by the time she rushed back to her room, grabbed her backpack and found her phone, there was no time to change.
It was her own fault she was late. Tonya had hit snooze on her alarm twice to put off her first class. Then, she’d wasted time deciding between black jeans or blue, as if clothes could stop the gossip. No matter how she looked, the Old Family kids would hate her.
Walking down the Mackenzie residence hallway gave Tonya flashbacks, but summer had transformed the place. Bare walls echoed as students slept off last night’s party. In a few hours, they would rise and slip tanned muscles into shorts or sundresses to flirt and laugh their way to class.
But not Tonya.
She waited for the slowest elevator in the world, feeling trapped in this building and very, very late. The sense of desperation triggered a memory of last Halloween, when crowds of drooling food zombies surrounded these walls. Tonya had nearly died to defeat Jack Waldock, but City Council had spelled the non-magical Mundane population to forget what they’d seen, then thrown Tonya into a jail cell. Nice way to thank her.
Her toe tapped the rug. Ten minutes. She might still make it.
Finally, she emerged on the ground floor of her residence and turned left toward the morning hum in the Mackenzie cafeteria. High ceilings and plate-glass windows gave an unobstructed view of Loon Lake, where a kayak glided by in the sunshine. Tonya’s stomach growled, but class began in minutes. Like the prison bracelet chafing her left ankle, timely attendance was a condition of parole.
Aromas of bacon and coffee tugged at her empty stomach. Tonya hurried past the tables, zigzagging between milling students. She almost collided with a broad-shouldered hunk with short blonde hair and topaz eyes. He was wearing a high-end camera and a Digital Ninjas t-shirt.
It was Drake!
“Babe!” She waved automatically, then snatched her hand back, ducking into the crowd. She sighed. How her fingers ached to trace those high cheekbones, but that would mean disaster. Drake was off-limits forever.
Had he seen her? Please, please, no. A lump caught in her throat. In the fleeting days between her recovery and the trial, he had become her first boyfriend. Sweet moments lost forever. In this case, literally.
If Drake remembered her, Ashton Security would wipe his memory a second time, and repeating the spell would damage his brain.
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Tonya’s parole officer, Miranda, had sketched her a map to class and even sympathized with her plight. Every member of the Old Families knew the conditions of her parole—remedial magic lessons. 
They taught magic in University College, a relic of the 1800s assembled from red sandstone blocks. Leaded windows bubbled with age across the front of the rectangular building that was book-ended by two towers. Gargoyles peered over the eves in a cloudless sky, waterspouts empty but willing to douse passersby when it rained.
Tonya entered through a stone archway. The hallways ran across the front and along two sides of a manicured lawn surrounded by covered arcades. If she wasn’t late, she might have grabbed a coffee from the café sheltered by the covered walkway and sunned herself in the green space. It would be nice to pretend she was there to get a normal degree like the Mundane students from non-magical families.
Instead, she took the right-hand hallway and hurried past oak-paneled walls and stone stairs worn by centuries of student feet. To find her special class, she’d have to go farther.
Tucked behind the impressive oak panels of the hallway, she knew the lecture rooms to be small and shabbily renovated. The plastic seats were uncomfortably modern, with fold-down arms instead of desks. Tonya had started a suffocating first-year English class in one of them. She hoped the magic lecture room was larger.
Ashton Security would have approved the tiny rooms with leaded windows and cramped chairs to restrain Tonya’s movement. Add the ankle monitor and constant surveillance of strangers, and Loon Lake University felt like another prison. The City Council had tasked Professor Kirkdene with taming Tonya’s powers. He would surely report her tardiness to Ashton Security.
With her shoulders back and chest out, she strode like she had plenty of time and knew exactly where she was going. Never let them see you sweat.
Wait.
She had followed the directions perfectly, right down to the room number, so why was she facing a dead end?
“Tonya? I barely recognized you with white hair.” Arjun caught up on lanky legs, his shiny black locks flowing past his shoulders.
“What are you doing here?”
“Summer school. You?” A smile crossed his lips like he was in on a joke.
Arjun was a Digital Ninja like Drake. He had witnessed the same food-crazy carnage as her boyfriend, so why hadn’t Ashton Security wiped his memory?
“I think you already know. What are you taking?”
“Guess.” He held up paper directions similar to hers. His grin explained everything. He was from Toronto, but out-of-towners sometimes absorbed enough Loon Lake magic to develop powers.
“Looks like we’re both lost.” She pointed to the dead end dominated by a glass case crowded with tarnished plaques and silver trophies.
“And late.”
He was hiding secrets behind those deep brown eyes. “Why do you need summer school?” she asked.
“I’m a keener. What year are you in?”
“I’m starting first year for the second time. You know that.” It felt like everyone did.
Arjun looked from the display case to his hand-drawn map. “This is the right spot.”
“Can I see your map?”
Before he could hand it over, the surrounding air shimmered, the display case disappeared, and Marta Ashton appeared in a darkened entrance. Small and pretty, like a viper, Marta had singled out Tonya for punishment in her first year. What nasty twist of fate threw them together in summer school? No professor would dare fail Donna Ashton’s daughter, so she should be on vacation.
“Hey, dummies! Don’t stand there till the end of Tonya’s parole. Get in here!”
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Arjun and Tonya entered a wooden elevator. Tonya’s stomach rose as they dropped. Was it safe to travel in an oversized packing crate? Through gaps between the boards, aged timber and marble flashed by until they sank beneath the building. 
“Are you excited?” Marta beamed at Arjun.
Her first-year nemesis hadn’t changed. She had the same long dark hair and ruddy lips. The same diver’s body and Napoleon complex. The prison bracelet digging into her ankle would cause Tonya less pain than Marta.
“You need to know a few things.” Marta’s eyes sparkled, delighted to impress Arjun with her superior knowledge. “Three kinds of Old Families built Loon Lake, but only Mods are cool. We study magic and believe in using it openly. Pures are uptight goody goodies who have magical ability but never use it. Trads are hypocrites who practice magic but never in front of Mundanes.”
“Like me.”
“No, you’re a Mod now. Your ability is soaking up Loon Lake magic, but it will take time to discover your powers.” Marta tried to throw an arm around Arjun’s wide shoulders but was too short, so she put a hand on his arm. She quirked her head at Tonya and whispered loudly, “Watch out for fakes like her. She says she’s a Pure—but she’s done worse magic than any of us.”
Tonya inhaled slowly through her nose. Old Family factions and their stupid rules. If it were up to Tonya, everyone would use magic.
Too bad the only thing Mods, Trads, and Pures agreed on was that Tonya deserved punishment. It wasn’t fair. The only time Tonya had used her powers was in the fight against a dangerous revenant, Jack Waldock. To show their infinite gratitude, the City Council held a tribunal and charged her with unlawful magic use. 
Ignorant busybodies.
But that was Loon Lake for you—rules, rules, tradition, and politics. Poor Arjun was stepping on a hornet’s nest.
With a shudder, the elevator sank to the bottom floor and opened into a dark corridor hewn from raw earth. Without reinforcement, how did it not collapse? Tonya reached out to feel the wall, but Marta grabbed her wrist.
“No touching.” She grinned. “You’re still officially a Pure, remember? This is Mod and Trad territory. If the hallway senses an intruder, it might bury you.”
“You’re not serious.”
Marta chuckled.
“What about me?” Arjun hesitated, staring at the ceiling.
“Don’t worry.” Marta put her arm through Arjun’s. “From now on, you’re with us.”






  
  5

At noon in the Mackenzie cafeteria, Drake found his dark-haired roommate lined up at the steam tables. It was hard to miss Zain’s startled-hedgehog hairstyle. 
“Deep-fried sponge in red syrup is not Chinese food.” Zain scowled as the lunch lady doled out heaps of fried rice.
“If you don’t like the food, why ask to meet me here?”
“Spoilers.”
Drake picked up a tray. “It smells good.”
“But it’s false advertising.”
June light streamed in through the wall of glass facing the lake, warming Drake’s face. Students sat in plastic chairs eating burgers, fries, burritos, and pizza. “It’s a cafeteria serving cafeteria food.”
“The sign says Chinese.” Zain pointed to steam trays of deep-fried chicken balls, egg rolls, and fried rice. “There aren’t enough vegetables to garnish a plate.”
With her head down, the server dished Zain’s food as quickly as possible.
“Where’s the Moo Shu pork? Where’s the Beijing Duck?” 
“In China, so unless you have a plane ticket …”
“I will once I’m a big Hollywood director.”
Drake smiled at the server. “Fried rice, please.” He was hungry, and Zain was starting to steam his vegetables. His friend insisted they stay in residence all summer to work on a movie, but so far Zain had turned down every actor Drake suggested.
On the way to a table, Zain froze. “Finally. That’s the perfect girl,” he whispered.
An athletic beauty lined up at the omelet station. Freckles sprinkled her flawless brown complexion, and gold gloss shimmered on her lips.
“We must get her before they make her the next Bond girl.”
“Grace? She reminds me of Kat Graham.”
“As in Bonnie Bennett? Wait! You admit to watching Vampire Diaries? Not cool, Drake. Think of your reputation.”
“What reputation?”
“Purveyor of high-test horror and classy things that go bump in the night.”
“That’s you. I’m in it for the cinematography.”
Grace glanced their way, and Zain darted behind Drake. “Ahh! She saw me.”
She regarded them with clear green eyes.
Drake stepped forward, gesturing toward Zain. “Excuse my friend. He never leaves the editing suite.”
“Er, hi?” Zain’s voice quavered.
When she turned back to the omelet station, Zain whispered, “Grace is perfect. Willowy but muscular enough to outrun the monster.” 
“Can she act?” Drake asked.
“Don’t you remember? We saw her in the campus production of A Christmas Carol.”
Drake nodded. A cap and nightgown had hidden her braids and curves, but her expressive face had shone through. “I loved her Scrooge. What a transformation!”
“When she saw Morley’s ghost, her scream was perfect. Help me?”
Zain offered him a pleading look, and Drake knew how much this movie meant to his friend.
Drake joined Grace at the omelet station. “I’m Drake, and this is Zain. Do you have a sec?”
She shrugged at the line in front of her. “I’m Grace.”
Zain puffed out his chest. “We know. So, are you busy this weekend?”
Wide-eyed, Grace looked from Zain back to Drake. “You both want a date?” 
“We saw you in A Christmas Carol,” said Zain. “You. Were. Breathtaking.”
“Thanks.”
“Christmas puts me in the mood for horror.” Zain grinned.
“What?”
“Except you should have gone with a beard. What kind of Scrooge doesn’t have a beard?” 
Grace sighed theatrically. “I asked for a beard, but the director refused.”
Zain smiled back. “Wanna star in our film?” 
She made a face. “What kind of film?”
“We’re still writing the …” Zain looked at Drake.
“The best horror movie ever. Cabin in the Woods meets Blair Witch Project.” 
Zain put on a cheesy Transylvanian accent. “Join us. Ve vant to make you famous!” 
“A vampire movie?” Grace raised an eyebrow. “That won’t get me into Juilliard.”
“Better. A summer vacation scream fest,” said Zain. The line edged forward. “An artist friend is building a monster. Once you see it, you’ll beg to star in this film.”
“Do I get paid?” Grace’s turn came, so she ordered at the counter.
“Even better.” Zain trailed after her. “We’ll make you a celebrity.”
“Or make me look like a fool.” She took her food to the cashier.
Drake fell in beside her. “You’ll share the profits.”
“As in one third of nothing equals nothing?” She tried to look annoyed, but her eyes lingered on Drake’s face.
“As in 20% of a movie so awesome they’ll distribute it everywhere equals your big break.” Zain smiled tightly.
Grace took a meal card out of her purse. “I don’t know. I’m busy with school and auditions.”
Zain’s face fell.
“Relax,” Drake whispered to Zain. “I got this.” He handed the cashier his card. “The project is worth thinking about.” He nudged Grace’s arm. “Let me buy you lunch?”
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Tonya followed Marta along a dark corridor that opened into a large underground cavern. Students gathered around Professor Kirkdene, a deeply tanned elder in a plaid shirt, undershirt, faded jeans, and a green cap. His powerful shoulders and relaxed stance brought to mind a local farmer pausing in his work to have a chat. He was nothing like Tonya had expected in a professor of magic, but she wasn’t disappointed. Above his head floated a glowing orb bright enough to illuminate the room in bluish light. 
His lips moved, and he gestured lazily as he spoke to a deep ring of students. Unable to hear from the back, Tonya jostled forward ignoring the Mods’ dirty looks.
“We will conduct our experiments here.”
Experiments? Tonya always thought families handed down spells in grimoires.
A red-faced student in khakis and a pink polo shirt raised his hand.
“Yes, Jobson?”
“How are we going to be evaluated?”
“First survive, then work on getting an A.” Kirkdene’s icy blue eyes gleamed. Maybe he wasn’t kidding.
His nasty look triggered a memory. Moving through the huddle of students, she got a better view of his face. Unbelievable.
Professor Kirkdene had sicced his dog on her through a cornfield in October and helped the Ashtons capture her. That explained Marta’s glee. Tonya’s stomach fluttered. If the professor failed her, the City Council would never restore her powers.
The group followed him single file through a narrow passage, the musty smell of the rocks filling their nostrils. The corridor widened into a finished hallway with tiled flooring. Their footsteps echoed as they passed between marble niches and mausoleums. The inscriptions memorialized Loon Lakers from the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, and the funerary carvings ranged from stone angels to realistic portraits of terrifying hags. Everything from pumpkins and cats to owls and black bears graced the tombs. No ordinary symbols for Tonya’s ancestors! Fascinated by the carvings, she almost forgot what they represented.
Until they stopped in front of a pile of age-stained skulls.
When had the booming population of Loon Lake died so quickly that they needed to stack the skeletons? There was no record of bubonic plague in southern Ontario.
“This is your heritage,” Kirkdene announced. “The Old Families brought these bones from Europe.” He addressed Tonya directly. “That is how magic works for the Old Families. Power accumulates in crypts and cemeteries passed into the living like an inheritance. Did they explain that in your Pure family?”
“Uh, not exactly.”
The students tittered.
What Tonya had meant to say was she’d picked up this information at school. It wasn’t a secret among the Old Families, and she wasn’t ignorant. She chewed a fingernail, then stopped herself. He’d made her look foolish on her first day. So what? The professor was just another Mod, happy to see her punished.
This summer was going to be awful, but it was nothing compared to battling food zombies and surviving a near-coma state. She wasn’t the naïve and protected girl she’d been last September. For two months, she could withstand almost anything.
Marta and Kirkdene led the way and she followed behind, suddenly conscious that thousands of pounds of granite and limestone rested on the ceiling. With the words of a spell and a small sacrifice, any of these Mods could create a rockfall or collapse.
Abruptly, white-tiled floors and walls ushered in a modern addition to the catacombs. A prickling sensation stirred Tonya’s neck and shoulders. Despite herself, she glanced back, feeling like she was being watched. Jobson trailed behind her, peering in every direction. At least she wasn’t the only one creeped out by the hallways under City Hall.
Progressing at Kirkdene’s laid-back pace, they passed evenly spaced iron doors with barred windows. The anklet on Tonya’s left leg sparked against her skin. Something tugged on her powers, then the sensation vanished.
Weird. Sensing life force was passive for Tonya, and living things surrounded them. The dirt housed millions of insects and hundreds of little critters, each pulsing with a tiny green aura.
From the moment her parole officer slapped the magic-sensing anklet on her, she had contained her ability to drain and manipulate life energy. It had been a small but constant effort, but to get caught using her powers would be to lose them forever.
But here? Tonya shivered. It was as if all those tiny flames of life had guttered out. She sensed nothing.
Moments before, she had felt the life force in each student, but that ability had gone dark. The prison cells on either side must suppress magic. Why had Kirkdene taken students of magic to the one place their powers wouldn’t work?
At the surface lay City Hall, whose councilors controlled the Old Family Tribunal. They were about to pass beneath the council chamber where they had convicted her. A few steps ahead sat the cell where Tonya had spent a month awaiting trial. Could there be a more humiliating way to start class?
“We’re directly below City Hall.” Kirkdene stared at Tonya. “Any of you been here before?” 
Everybody knew about her arrest. When no other student reacted, she raised her hand.
Circling behind Tonya, Marta snickered and whispered to the other students. Tonya turned and whispered back, “Really mature. What are you, still in high school?”
Kirkdene cleared his throat. “What makes these cells special?”
Hunched, Jobson glanced back over his shoulder. “They’re full of ghosts.”
“We built Loon Lake on ghost power. Can any of you be more specific?”
The Mods looked to Marta, awaiting her okay before replying, but she raised her chin, too cool to cooperate.
The silent pause stretched. “Ashton Security unearthed something special.” Kirkdene’s icy eyes glowed against his bronzed face. “Come.”
The hallway opened into a white tiled dome-shaped cavern, lit by Kirkdene’s glowing orb. In a niche set high into the farthest wall, a staff extended, mounted like a torch in a castle.
“The Staff of Storms. We thought it was just a legend until this spring when I unearthed it in a field north of town. After 200 plus years in the ground, the wood should be rotten, but power protects it.”
Half-expecting lightning and thunder, Tonya gazed up at six feet of polished hardwood topped by an enormous amethyst set in gold.
The legendary artifact set off a chain reaction of chatter.
“How much is the jewel worth?”
“I wanna touch it.”
“The style looks so 1970s.”
“When can we leave? Inhaling dead people dust makes my nose run.”
Ignoring their comments, Kirkdene prompted, “Who can tell me what the Staff of Storms does?”
The conversation hushed and the students avoided Kirkdene’s gaze.
Marta stood tall. “If no one else knows, I’ll say it. Ashton Security uses it to siphon away criminal powers, so freaks like Tonya and her mother don’t lose control and suck the life force out of everyone.” 
Tonya swallowed and took a deep breath, but she had to put her hands in her pockets so they wouldn’t shake. The others smiled at Marta’s attack on her. One gave Marta a high five.
Tonya’s stomach did a little flip, but she kept her expression neutral. Never let them see you sweat. All she had to do was pass this wretched summer course. That was the deal. Earn the credit to satisfy her parole and get her powers back. Nothing Marta could do would make Tonya mess that up. All the Pure families, including her adoptive parents, had rejected her. But with powers, she could still have something.
However, there comes a time when deep breathing and all the meditation techniques she had practiced in prison couldn’t hold back the wave of rejection. Their hostile faces and Marta’s superior grin choked her up. Sometimes she would trade anything—powers, her school year, friends, even knowing Helen was her birth mother, to turn back the clock and live as she did before Halloween.
September had been the happiest month of her life. Priya was her new best friend, and Drake had just started flirting.
“Slowpoke, aren’t you coming?” Marta goaded from the front of the pack. Beside her, Arjun didn’t object.
After ambling throughout the class, Kirkdene suddenly sped up, long legs swinging. Tonya could never get past the mob of students ahead. The professor rushed on and on until the floor began slanting upward. As the air warmed, it carried the sweet scent of fresh cut grass and flowers. They emerged into a storage room filled with plants, sacks of fertilizer, and hoses. Through a door, they spilled into the huge greenhouse that dominated the City Hall Gardens.
Surrounded by students, Kirkdene lectured them about Loon Lake’s history and the founding Old Families. With a smile and wave to passing citizens visiting the greenhouse, he mentioned the private collection of Old Family documents in City Hall. Around her, Tonya felt the students shift from foot to foot or whisper to their neighbors, bored. Even Tonya knew about the concealed Old Family library and Loon Lake’s City Council, composed of Old Family counselors sworn to carry out Mundane and magical business. If only the Mundanes knew their city was run on two levels: the ordinary, which was visible to them, and the magical, with meetings in a second council chamber hidden behind a door they could not see.
When Tonya was growing up, her adopted mother, Barbara, was a dedicated Pure. Her father, Jim, grew up in a Mundane family with no knowledge of magic. Yet nothing Kirkdene said was news to Tonya. When would Kirkdene teach them something useful, like how to cast a spell? 
He wound up his lecture with homework readings from a grimoire Tonya had never heard of.
“Excuse me, professor, but where can I buy a grimoire?”
A few students laughed.
“Every family has one.”
“Not mine.”
“If there is no tradition of magic in your family, start with an empty notebook and learn by observation.”
“Can’t I borrow one from the library?”
“Are you asking if the City Librarian will entrust you with a centuries-old record of our magical heritage?”
Marta stifled a laugh behind Kirkdene’s back.
It would have been nice if Arjun said something, but he just stood there, staring at Tonya as if seeing her for the first time.
Kirkdene marched the class across manicured lawns and between flowerbeds, stopping in front of a dented pickup truck. A bumpy load lay hidden under a tarp in the back. “I need a pair of volunteers.” 
Jobson stepped forward followed by Arjun.
From behind, Tonya whispered to Arjun, “Don’t you want to know what it’s for?”
When Kirkdene glanced at his vehicle, the group shifted back, leaving her beside Arjun.
“Okay, Tonya, Arjun, pile in.” Kirkdene’s smile deepened his wrinkles.
Jobson’s face flushed. “What about me?” 
A light breeze dispersed a nasty whiff from under the tarp. “Trust me, you’re not missing much.”
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Arjun climbed into the cab beside Professor Kirkdene, taking half the seat. Tonya crammed in beside him on the window side. She had to lean into Arjun to close the door. He smiled. They were acquaintances in the Digital Ninjas, because he was Priya’s friend. In the catacombs, he’d stood by Marta and never once defended Tonya, but now he chatted animatedly as if they were BFFs.  Buddy, make up your mind.
Choking on rank odors from the flatbed, Tonya hit the window button and let the wind ruffle her hair.
“Almost there.” Kirkdene floored it.
Good. Manure fumes and Arjun’s mixed signals were torture. But she had no choice. This was her chance to win over Kirkdene. Once she showed him what a hard worker she was, he’d have to relent and let her use her powers.
Wouldn’t he?
They drove east to the limits of town and then sped north, slowed, then turned east again onto a faded two-lane highway. On either side, fields of young corn and pumpkin blossoms flew by, reminders of last Halloween. Despite the heat, Tonya shivered.
“Where are we going?” Arjun asked.
“I keep a farm near here. We have chickens, goats, and a donkey to scare the coyotes. I grow organic garlic and wildflowers for honey, which is where you come in. I need help to spread the honey.” He thumbed back at his cargo.
“If that’s honey,” Tonya said, “cows have black and yellow stripes.”
“And bees say moo.” Arjun laughed.
How much longer until she could get away from that “honey?” It felt like the stench was soaking into her clothes. They’d smell it on her when she went back to the dorm.
Fifteen very long minutes later, they turned between twin maples onto a gravel laneway. Gravel crackled under the tires all the way to a red brick farmhouse with a shiny steel roof.
Beside it stood a weathered gray barn that was missing several upright boards. They had branded the year 1810 over the gaping door. The bottom sheltered cows, and the second floor supported an unused hayloft. These days, harvesters rolled hay into wheels wrapped in white plastic, which were left on the fields like enormous cheeses.
The moment the truck stopped, Tonya leaped out and took a deep breath of fresh air. Bad mistake. Extra fresh manure smell filled her nose and made her cough until her eyes watered.
Beside Arjun, Kirkdene looked shorter than he had in the tunnels. From the flatbed, he snatched a pair of shovels. “You see that mound of cow flaps around the feeding station?”
Tonya wished she couldn’t. A handful of cows stood ankle-deep in a pond of liquid manure.
“Yes.” Arjun winced.
“Shovel it into the flatbed, and then we’ll spread it over the garlic field.”
“You can’t make us do that.” Arjun protested. “We’re your students.”
He answered with his eyes on Tonya. “Participation is voluntary, but I have a lot of friends in this town.”
Arjun gasped, then started to gag and cough.
“You expect me to do it by hand?” It would take Tonya a week.
“Don’t worry. You can both get extra credit for using magic.”
“So, you’ll take my anklet off?” Relief surged through her. He’d let her use her powers!
“Not a chance, jailbird.”
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