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* CHAPTER ONE *

It’s recess and I’m hanging upside down from the monkey bars. 

I should be concentrating on not falling. But instead I’m think-

ing about what I’m going to do with Robin and Frankie, my two 

best friends, when they come over after school. My plan is to 

make up dance routines and cook English muffin pineapple piz-

zas. But wouldn’t it be so much more fun if I could take them 

through my magic mirror? 

Yes! It would!

Don’t get me wrong. Making up dance routines is a blast. 

And my English muffin pineapple pizzas are amazing. But as 
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an after-school activity, you can’t beat going through a magic 

mirror, can you? 

No! You can’t!

And yes. I have a magic mirror in my basement.

You don’t believe me? It’s the truth. The whole truth, and noth-

ing but the truth. When my little brother, Jonah, and I moved from 

Naperville to Smithville, we discovered that when we knock on 

our basement mirror three times, it takes us into a fairy tale. Well, 

first the mirror starts to hiss, then it casts a purple light over the 

room, then it starts to swirl, and then it sucks us into a fairy tale. 

So far, we’ve been to the stories of Snow White, Cinderella, The 

Little Mermaid, Sleeping Beauty, and Rapunzel. Robin even came 

with us once. But it doesn’t count because she doesn’t remember 

any of it. She was under a sleeping spell.

“Abby?” Frankie says, startling me out of my thoughts. 

“Abby, are you okay? You’ve been hanging there for a while. 

Your brain hasn’t frozen, has it? It’s so cold out!”

I laugh and grab the bars with both hands. “This isn’t cold! 

It’s forty-five degrees out. You don’t even need gloves to do mon-

key bars in this town.” 
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Smithville has the mildest winter ever. It doesn’t even snow 

here. Not like it did in Naperville. 

I don’t miss the cold, but do I miss the snow.

“Well, my glasses are freezing onto my face,” Frankie says. 

Frankie’s glasses’ frames are bright red. I helped her pick 

them out. They look great against her straight dark hair and dark 

olive skin. 

“We’re going to stay inside at your house today, right?” 

she asks me, leaning against the bars. “No playing in the 

backyard?”

I jump down. “Indoors only,” I tell her, smoothing back my 

own wavy brown hair. I feel a pang of excitement. I love when I 

get to host my best friends at my house, although the three of us 

can have fun anywhere. 

Some people say bad things happen in threes, but I say great

things happen in threes. Like best friends. FRA. That’s what we 

call ourselves, FRA. It stands for Frankie, Robin, and me —

Abby. We debated calling ourselves FAR or RAF, or even ARF, 

but I thought ARF sounded too much like a dog’s bark. We 

decided FRA sounds like friendship. FRA forever!
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A few Wednesdays ago, we even made beaded friendship 

necklaces that spell out FRA. 

We always get together on Wednesdays, because it’s the only 

day none of us have after-school activities. 

I glance across the school yard to see what Robin is doing. 

She’s playing four square with Penny. 

My stomach twists. 

Robin’s been spending a lot of time with Penny lately. Four 

square at recess. Sitting next to each other at lunch. Whispering 

to each other during class. 

And Penny’s not always so nice. I’ve seen her roll her eyes at 

me a few times. Twice she’s called me bossy. Can you believe it? 

Bossy? Me? 

Okay, fine, I can be a little bit bossy (especially with Jonah), 

but only because I have really good ideas. Like red glasses and 

making English muffin pineapple pizzas. Even Robin loves the 

pizzas. Last time we made them, she used the pineapple chunks 

to make eyes, a nose, and a mouth. It was adorable. 

Here’s the thing: I don’t really like Penny. And Penny doesn’t 

really like me. And I don’t think Robin should spend any time 

with her at all. 
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I take a deep breath, trying to stay positive. I turn to face 

Frankie, who is now swinging on the monkey bars. This after-

noon, FRA will have the best time ever. 

Even though things feel a little funny between us and Robin.

Even though I can’t take Frankie and Robin through the 

magic mirror. 

There are a bunch of reasons why I can’t take them. But the 

most important one is that I’m not supposed to tell anyone that 

the mirror exists. A fairy Jonah and I met in the story of Snow 

White warned us not to. 

The recess bell rings, and Frankie and I hurry to line up. 

Five hours left until FRA time. I can’t wait. 

At the end of the day, while Frankie is using the bathroom, 

I’m searching the hallway for Robin. I spot her at the water 

fountain. 

“Ready for English muffin pineapple pizzas?” I ask her, 

shouldering my backpack. 

Robin stands up and swallows hard. “Oh. Hey, Abby. 

Actually. I can’t come over today. I have other plans.” 
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“What plans?” I ask, my voice tight. “Do you have a doctor’s 

appointment?” 

“No,” she says, fiddling with her beaded necklace. “I’m 

going to Penny’s.”

My stomach sinks to the bottom of my shoes. Penny? She’s 

ditching us to spend more time with Penny? 

“No. No, no, no.”

“Excuse me?” Robin asks. 

“No!” I say. “You can’t ditch us to hang out with Penny! 

It’s FRA day! Last week we went to your house, the week before 

we went to Frankie’s, and today you’re supposed to come to 

mine. That’s the way we do it. For months. We have an order. A 

routine.”

Robin looks down at her glittery sneakers. “Penny invited 

me to come over after school, and I want to go.” 

“Can’t you go another day?” I ask, exasperated. 

“No,” she says. “I can’t. Penny is busy on Tuesdays and 

Thursdays. The only day we both have free is Wednesdays.”

“But the only day we have free is Wednesdays!” I shout. Then 

I try to catch my breath. Hmm. I don’t really want Penny coming 

over, but I’d rather invite her along than lose Robin. “I guess 
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Penny can come to my house, too,” I say. “It’s fine. I probably 

have extra English muffins.” 

“That’s okay,” Robin says. “Maybe another time.”

My eyes prick with tears. What is going on here? “Are you 

mad at us or something?” 

“No,” Robin answers, and our eyes lock. “I’m allowed to 

have other plans, aren’t I? I can’t just spend all my time with two 

people!”

“Why not?” I demand. “We’re your best friends! You’re sup-

posed to spend all your time with your best friends!”

Robin tugs on one of her strawberry-blond curls and is quiet 

for a moment. “Penny is my best friend, too,” she says. 

What?

“No — no, she isn’t,” I stammer in shock. “Since when?”

“Since now,” Robin says. 

“We’re your best friends. Me and Frankie. Not Penny. Penny 

isn’t nice.”

“I think she’s fun,” Robin says. 

“Fun isn’t the same as nice,” I say. I cross my arms. “You 

can’t be Penny’s best friend and our best friend, too.” 

Robin pales. “Why not?” 
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“Because I said so,” I respond, letting my voice rise. “You 

have to choose. It’s either Penny. Or us.”

Robin’s eyes narrow. “If you’re making me choose, then I 

choose Penny.”

I gasp. I feel sad, but also really, really mad. My eyes narrow, 

too. “Then take off your necklace.”

Robin’s jaw drops. “My FRA necklace?”

“Yes!” I say, my voice cracking. “You’re not our best friend 

anymore. You can’t wear it. Go make necklaces with your new 

best friend, Penny. You can make Robin and Penny necklaces. 

RP!” I make the RP sound really loud, so it sounds extra ridicu-

lous. Even more ridiculous than ARF did. 

“You want me to take it off right now?” Robin asks quietly.

I nod. I’m afraid I’ll start crying if I open my mouth. 

“Fine.” She pulls the leather strand over her head and throws 

it at me. “You keep it.” 

I stuff it in my backpack and run off to find Frankie.

My heart aches. FRA is over. From now on, it’s just FA.

* * *
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At my house, I instruct Frankie to remove the R bead from her

necklace. 

“Do we really have to do that?” she asks, stretching out on 

my bedroom carpet. 

“Yes,” I say. 

Her forehead wrinkles. “But why can’t Robin have another 

best friend?” 

“Because Penny is mean,” I explain. 

“But why does that matter to us? We don’t have to be Penny’s 

best friends, too.”

“Frankie,” I say patiently. “The whole point of having a 

best friend is that you choose that friend over everyone else. 

Robin chose Penny over us. She took off her necklace. Why 

should we have her initial on our necklaces? It doesn’t make any 

sense.”

“I guess so,” Frankie says sadly.

I feel sad, too, but I don’t want to give in to it. I pull my neck-

lace off, untie it, and remove the R bead. Frankie does the same 

and I pick up the R bead from her hand. 

“I won’t throw them out,” I say. “In case Robin comes to her 
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senses. I’m not a monster. If she apologizes, she can be back in 

our group.” 

Apologizes and promises to never talk to Penny again, 

that is.

I slip the beads and the necklace into my jewelry box and 

firmly shut the lid. 

“I love your jewelry box,” Frankie says, glancing over. 

“Thanks,” I say, biting my lip. I’m always a little nervous 

when my friends notice my jewelry box. My nana gave it to me. 

There are drawings of fairy tale characters on the box. But every 

time Jonah and I accidentally change the ending of a fairy tale, 

the drawing of the characters changes, too. I’m worried Frankie 

might notice that Sleeping Beauty is riding a bicycle, for instance, 

and I obviously can’t explain why that’s the case.

“Let’s go make the pizzas!” I say, to get us out of my room. 

We head down to the kitchen. I try very hard not to think 

about Robin as I slice open the English muffins, spoon out the 

tomato sauce, and sprinkle on the cheese. 

“Now for the pineapple,” I say. I carefully stand on a chair 

and open the cabinet door. 

Peas. Corn. Peanut butter. No pineapple. 
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“How am I supposed to make English muffin pineapple piz-

zas without pineapple? Huh? Huh? It’s impossible!” Tears prick 

the back of my eyes. I know I’m not really upset about the pine-

apple. The pineapple is not the real missing ingredient. The real 

missing ingredient is Robin. 

She was our best friend. And even if she doesn’t remember, she 

did go through the mirror with me once. We had a special bond.

Maybe I should tell Frankie about the magic mirror after all. 

Yes! I should. Then we’ll have that special bond. We won’t need 

Robin. We’ll have each other. 

“Frankie —” I start. 

“Abby!” Jonah yells, rushing into the kitchen. “Look what 

I have!”

“What?” I ask, suddenly grateful that he interrupted me. 

What was I thinking? I’m not supposed to tell anyone about the 

mirror. The fairy from Snow White said it would be dangerous 

if I did. 

“A Spider-Man watch!” Jonah cries. He juts out his small, 

seven-year-old arm. “Isaac got two for his birthday, and they 

didn’t have the receipts to return them, so his parents said he 

could give one to me. Isn’t it the best?”
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“Yes, Jonah,” I say. “The best.” Sometimes I want to ruffle 

his brown hair, but I don’t because I know that will embar-

rass him. 

“I am going to wear it all the time,” he says, admiring his 

wrist. “I’m never going to take it off.”

“You’ll probably want to take it off in the shower,” Frankie 

says. “I once wore my watch in the shower, and it stopped 

working.”

“Good point,” Jonah says solemnly. “I will take it off to 

shower, but that’s it.”

I used to have a watch, too. But on our last trip through the 

mirror, I had to trade it for cab fare. 

Now I have no watch.

No pineapple. 

And no Robin. 

I guess bad things do come in threes.
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Blame It on the Dog

* CHAPTER TWO *

Aaaabbbbby . . .” a voice says that night. 

I sit up in bed.

Did I just hear my name? 

It’s eleven forty-five and I haven’t been able to fall asleep. I 

am too upset about the Robin situation. Also, my room is very 

cold. There may not be snow in Smithville, but our house —

which is really old — is freezing. My parents keep trying to fix 

the heater but can’t seem to get it right. Tonight I put on two pairs 

of socks, green flannel pajamas, a fleece sweatshirt, and a blue-

and-white striped knit hat to go to bed. Yes. A hat. 
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Next I hear, “Jonah . . .”

The voice is faint and sounds a little bit like wind chimes. Is 

that Maryrose? Maryrose is the fairy that lives inside our magic 

mirror. At least, I think she lives inside it. Maybe she’s trapped. 

Or maybe she’s hiding. To be honest, we’re not exactly sure what 

her housing situation is.

Anyway, is Maryrose really talking to me all the way from 

the basement? Did anyone else hear her?

“Step through!” I hear her say. 

Step through the mirror? Does Maryrose want us to go into 

another fairy tale? 

“Please come!” the voice chimes. 

Part of me wants to yell, Maryrose! We can’t go through the magic 

mirror! I promised my parents that I wouldn’t! But I don’t yell, because 

that would so wake my parents up. 

Last time Jonah and I were visiting a fairy tale, my mom 

and dad woke up while we were away. They couldn’t find us and 

called the police. Seriously. The police! Luckily, we came back 

through the mirror before the police actually arrived and before 

flyers with our pictures were taped all over the neighborhood 



15

with the word MISSING stamped across our foreheads. And 

luckily our parents didn’t realize where we’d been.

But it was very, very close. My parents made us promise that 

we would never disappear at night again.

We promised.

So now we can’t go. 

Even though it’s awesome. Even though I miss it, and Jonah 

misses it. 

I cover my head with my pillow. 

Creak.

Wait. Is that a door opening? Oh, no. Did Maryrose wake up 

my parents?

My parents will not be happy if they discover that there is a 

talking mirror in the basement. Although, if they did find out, 

then at least I wouldn’t have to lie about it anymore. 

But I bet they’d be pretty freaked out. 

Maybe they would give the mirror away. Although it’s bolted 

to the wall. If they couldn’t get it off, maybe they would want to 

move. I’d have to go to another school. I bet Robin would miss 

me then.
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I hear another creak. 

The sound is coming from right next to my room. Which 

means it’s my brother’s door, and not my parents’. Maybe 

Maryrose woke up Jonah, too. 

I glance at the clock. It’s 11:56. Maryrose only lets us through 

the mirror at midnight.

Is Jonah sneaking down to the basement? Is he planning on 

going through the mirror without me? He better not be. He knows 

he’s not allowed to do that.

“Jonah?” I say quietly. 

No answer. 

I push off my covers, jump out of bed, and hurry to stop him.

But he’s not in the hallway. 

Our puppy, Prince, is. 

I should have guessed. Prince always sleeps in my brother’s 

room. Right now, his ears are perked up like little triangles, 

meaning he’s listening to something. 

“Come down!” calls the voice in the basement. 

Prince’s tail wags. He’s eyeing the staircase. 

“Prince! No!” I whisper. I reach out to try and grab him, but 

he slips out of my hands and scurries down the stairs. 
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“Prince, stop!” I whisper furiously. “She’s not talking to you! 

She’s talking to us!” 

It’s not his fault he listened. The word come is one of his com-

mand words. 

He won’t be able to go far, I tell myself as I race down the stairs. 

I’m sure the basement door is closed. It always is. Prince may 

have pushed Jonah’s door open, but that doesn’t mean he’ll be 

able to do the same to the basement door. On that one, you have 

to actually turn the handle. And anyway, even if he did get into 

the basement, it’s not like the mirror would suck him inside. He’d 

have to knock three times on it for Maryrose to take him. And 

Prince might be smart, but he does not know how to knock. 

I reach the basement door.

It’s wide open. 

Hmm.

Okay, I wasn’t expecting that. 

Who left the door open? 

Probably Jonah. He’s usually to blame when things go wrong, 

like most little brothers. Although maybe my parents were work-

ing in the basement before bed. All I know for sure is: It wasn’t 

me. I am not to blame. I am never to blame. At least, not usually. 
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“Prince!” I call down. Should I go get him? 

Yes. No. Yes. 

No. 

I can’t. I specifically promised my parents I wouldn’t go into 

the basement at night. If I take another step, then I am officially 

breaking my promise.

I do not like to break promises. 

Unlike Robin.

“Prince! I’m waiting here for you,” I whisper-yell. 

Prince doesn’t answer.

“Prince, if you come back upstairs, I’ll give you a treat! Do 

you want some peanut butter? Mmmmm. Peanut butter. I’m eat-

ing peanut butter right now! It’s delicious. I will eat all of it by 

myself if you don’t come back up the stairs!”

Come on, Prince, come on. I do not want to stand here all night. 

It’s cold! But at least I’m wearing two pairs of fuzzy socks, a 

fleece sweatshirt, and a hat. 

I am making fake food-slurping sounds when I see it. 

A purple light radiating up the stairs. 

Oh no oh no oh no oh no. 

I hear a whimper. 



19

“Prince, no!” Without thinking, I run down the stairs.

Prince paws the glass. The reflection in the mirror starts to 

swirl like a tornado. 

“Step back, Prince, step back!” I yell. 

What do I do? Do I try and grab him? What if the mirror 

pulls me inside? I promised my parents I wouldn’t go into the 

basement! And I can’t go without Jonah!

My heart is racing. Do I go? Do I not go? Do I go? Do I not go?

The mirror turns into a vacuum cleaner, and with a loud 

slurp sound, Prince is sucked inside. 

AHHHH!

I hold the banister tight so I don’t get pulled along. After a 

few seconds, the mirror stops swirling.

“Abby?” I hear.

I turn around to see Jonah standing at the top of the stairs. 

“What’s happening?” he asks. “Where’s Prince?”

I catch my breath, and then I say, “Prince escaped from your 

room and got into the basement and went through the mirror!” I 

try to keep my voice down so I won’t wake my parents. But it’s 

tough. This is a crisis. 

Jonah’s eyebrows shoot up. “Alone?”
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“Of course alone. I’m here, aren’t I?”

Jonah runs down the stairs. “ABBY! YOU LET MY DOG 

GO THROUGH THE MIRROR ALONE?” 

“First of all, he’s our dog,” I huff. “And second of all, this isn’t 

my fault. You didn’t close your bedroom door properly. And you 

probably left the basement door open, too!”

“I did not,” he says. “I wasn’t even in the basement today. 

You were the one making up dance routines with Frankie 

down here.”

Oops. He’s not wrong. But I’m sure I closed it. I must have. 

Jonah twists his bottom lip. “Do you think Prince will come 

back on his own?”

I stomp my foot. “No, of course I don’t! How can he? He’s 

just a dog!”

Jonah cocks his head to the side. “But he’s a smart dog.”

“But still a dog, Jonah. A dog. What do we do?” 

He points to the mirror. “We go after him.”

I feel frantic. “But we promised Mom and Dad we wouldn’t!”

“But we don’t have a choice.” Jonah looks at his new Spider-

Man watch. “We have to go now. It’s midnight.”

He’s right. “Wait! Should we get shoes?”
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“No shoes! No time! Let’s go!” Jonah knocks once. The mir-

ror makes a hissing sound. He knocks again and a purple haze 

falls over the room. He knocks one more time. Fast. The mirror 

swirls like a washing machine. I feel my curly brown hair twist-

ing and twirling, and see Jonah’s hair flapping like a flag in 

the wind. 

“Maybe this time, it will be Jack and the Beanstalk,” Jonah 

says hopefully. Jonah is always hoping it’s Jack and the Beanstalk. 

“That would be fun,” I say. Then I add, “As long as the giant 

doesn’t step on Prince.” 

Jonah pales. 

“I’m only —”

Before I can say joking, the mirror sucks us both inside. 




