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For Mia Flegal 
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CHAPTER 1 
 

One day, when Mia was nine years old she decided to go to France. She 

wasn’t sure how she would get there or if her parents would let her go, but all 

that stuff didn’t matter––she’d made up her mind. She was strong-willed like 

that, though sometimes someone at school would call her hardheaded. She 

never did understand what willpower had to with having a hard head, but 

whatever. 

When she told her parents about her decision the next day, they 

promptly said, “No way, Meepalicious,” which is what they called her most 

of the time. Mia liked that name on most days, but not that day. 

“Why not?” she asked, trying to stay calm. 

“You’re too young,” her dad said. 

“No, I’m not.” 

“You don’t have any money,” her mom said. 

“I’ll get some.” 

“What will you do there?” her dad asked. 

“Something important.” 

“What?” her mom asked. 

“That’s all I can say now.” 

No matter how hard Mia tried, she couldn’t convince her parents. 

Finally, after almost an hour of crystal blue persuasion, one in which she 

thought she’d almost won them over a few times, she stormed out of the living 

room and locked herself in her room. 
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“Now what?” she asked a bumblebee who was hovering outside her 

window. But instead of answering her, the bumblebee just buzzed away. 

Dumb bumblebee, what did it know anyway? 

On her bed, under a heavy blanket even though it was summertime, Mia 

texted with her best friend Amelia Goddard. Amelia was born in France and 

when she was seven moved to Mia’s hometown, Nashua, New Hampshire. 

Amelia spoke perfect French and even taught Mia a few phrases. Amelia 

couldn’t believe how unreasonable Mia’s parents had been and kept saying 

Terriblé! which means Terrible! in French. Amelia said she would discuss the 

matter with her parents right away. Surely they would be able to talk some 

sense into the Flegals, which is what Amelia liked to call Mia’s parents, it 

being their last name and all. 

What happened next wasn’t exactly clear. Mia must have dozed off on 

her bed because the next thing she knew a loud tapping on her bedroom 

window startled her awake. Was someone throwing stones at her window? If 

so, they needed to stop right away before something broke. Otherwise, there’s 

no way her parents would let her go to France. 

Mia hopped out of bed and rushed to the window. When she arrived, 

much to her surprise there was a beautiful woman outside. The only thing was 

the woman had blue hair and white wings, and instead of legs, had a wheely- 

gyroscopy thing that let her motor super fast in any direction. 

“My name is Mrs. Mugglebutt,” she said as she figure-eighted around 

the lawn. 
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Mia laughed. What kind of name was Mugglebutt, she wanted to 

know? 

“I’m leaving for France now. Do you want to go with me?” asked 

Mrs. Mugglebutt. 

“Do you have money and plane tickets?” 

“Don’t worry about that sort of nonsense,” said Mrs. Mugglebutt. “Do 

you want to go or not?” 

“Okay, but I have to tell my parents.” 

“No! No! No! No parents!” shouted Mrs. Mugglebutt. “Yes or no, do 

you want to go with me?” 

Mia weighed her options. On the one hand, she desperately wanted to 

go to France so she could find the strange man from her dream, but on the 

other, she’d never run off before without asking her parents’permission. In 

fact, she’d never run off before, period. 

“What do you want to do?” Mrs. Mugglebutt asked again. 

Mia could tell Mrs. Mugglebutt was getting angry. Mia would have to 

decide soon. When she was eight her dad once told she could do anything 

she put her mind to and that she should follow her heart when she wasn’t 

sure what to do next. At the time, Mia didn’t know what her dad meant, but 

now she noticed Mrs. Mugglebutt’s heart-shaped necklace. Maybe that’s 

what her Dad was trying to say? Maybe she should follow the heart-shaped 

necklace? In fact, maybe her dad had changed his mind about France and 

sent Mrs. Mugglebutt to Mia’s window to teach her an important lesson 

about heart? Yes, that’s the ticket, she thought. She loved her dad. 
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Or maybe her mom sent Mrs. Mugglebutt. Her mom was from India 

and though Mia had never been there, maybe they had lots of beautiful 

women in India with blue hair and wings and wheely-gyroscopy things? 

After all, sometimes she thought her mom could fly, especially when her 

mom talked about her dad or work or pizza. Yes, it was probably her mom 

who sent Mrs. Mugglebutt. Her mom was very smart too, like her dad. 

“I’ll go,” Mia said. 

“Okay, wait right there.” 

Mia couldn’t believe what happened next. Mrs. Mugglebutt started 

gracefully flapping her wings. She rose up to Mia’s window and hovered 

there as her wheely-gyroscopy thing magically transformed into a seat with a 

glass hatch. Mia opened her window and crawled into the seat. Then she 

buckled up. 

“Oh, I forgot you’ll need these for the trip,” Mrs. Mugglebutt said. 

Mrs. Mugglebutt pulled out a pair of big orange goggles from her backpack 

and handed them to Mia. 

Mia put them on, and instantly colors everywhere were more vibrant. 

Her bike in the driveway was psychedelic purple. Her wooden swing, 

hanging from the oak tree in her front yard, was full-sun yellow. Her dad’s 

truck was a deeper shade of cobalt blue. That was another thing about her 

dad––he liked to say “cobalt blue,” mostly about his truck, but sometimes 

about the water at their lake house. “Mia, do you know how hard it is to find 

cobalt blue water these days?” he had asked her once. She didn’t, but she 

believed him. Anyway, back to the big orange glasses. They seemed to 
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heighten Mia’s sense of smell, too. Either that, or Mia didn’t notice at first 

that Mrs. Mugglebutt smelled good, like her mom’s lemonade. It was at that 

moment that Mia knew for sure she’d made the right decision about France. 

After all, a glass of her mom’s lemonade had never led her astray in the past. 

A short time later, Mia and Mrs. Mugglebutt were on their way to 

France. As they zoomed past houses, trees, and lakes, past the biggest thing 

Mia had ever seen, a whole ocean, Mia wasn’t sure how fast they were 

going. It was definitely much faster than her dad’s cobalt blue truck could 

go, even when he sometimes sped down Route 3 into Massachusetts. 

As they flew, above the clouds, below the clouds, around storms, and 

sometimes with a flock of geese which Mrs. Mugglebutt seemed to converse 

with fluently in Geeseish, Mia wondered how she might get a pair of wings 

of her own. After all, even a nine-year-old could see that the ability to fly to 

any part of the world whenever she wanted was awesome-awesome-bo- 

bossome. If she could get her own set of wings, she would go to India next. 

Though she didn’t want her own wheely-gyroscopy thing. She liked her legs 

just fine, thank you very much. 
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CHAPTER 2 
 

France was beautiful like Amelia said it would be. Everyone spoke 

French and Mia realized soon after she arrived that it was the third most 

beautiful language in the world, behind English and Gujarati. While she 

didn’t know what the people were saying, she loved listening to them talk. 

The words seemed to float together like in a good song. How did she know a 

good song from a bad one? That’s an easy one. One day, when she was only 

five her mom and dad taught her the difference. A good song makes you tap 

your foot. A good song makes you sing along. A good song makes you feel 

something deep in your stomach, like you’re about to laugh and cry at the 

same time. French people clearly must have learned about music too, 

because all of their sounds reminded her of good songs. Some of the sounds 

even reminded her of her parents’ favorite band, Wilco. 

But Mia wasn’t in France for the language or the words or the songs. 

She had an important mission and it was best to get started right away. How 

exactly would she find Mr. Parcee, and when she did, how would she 

convince him of her plan? Maybe Mrs. Mugglebut could help her? 

“I need to find Mr. Parcee. Can you help me?” Mia asked. 

“Who is he?” Mrs. Mugglebutt asked. 

“No one.” 

“Then why do you need to find him?” 

“I just do.” 

“Do you have any idea where he might be?” 
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“No. All I know is that he makes a special drink from grapes in the 

south of France.” 

“He’s a winemaker?” 

“I guess.” 

 

Mrs. Mugglebutt hemmed and hawed, apparently deciding whether she 

should help Mia or not, as she circled on her wheely-gyroscopy thing. But 

instead of saying yes or no, she offered to show Mia Paris. They took the 

elevator to the top of the Eiffel Tower and looked out on the sprawling city. 

They entered the Louvre where the Mona Lisa’s smile reminded Mia of her 

mom. They strolled and wheeled down Champs-Élysées where there were 

many French people and many delicious looking things to eat. Mia liked it 

all, though there was one strange thing she couldn’t figure out. All of the 

Parisian women seemed to be dressed like it was a holiday. What was that 

about? Anyway, Paris was beautiful for sure, like Amelia told her it would 

be. Amelia also told her Paris was the city of love, and Mia thought Amelia 

was right about that, too, since many couples on the street had their arms 

around each other. It made Mia giggle. 

When night came and Mia was tired, Mrs. Mugglebutt finally agreed 

to help Mia look for Mr. Parcee. They would fly south first thing in the 

morning after a good night’s sleep. 
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In the south, Mia and Mrs. Mugglebutt searched high and low for days. 

They looked for Mr. Parcee in every town, in every vineyard, every valley, 

and every hill. A few times they even thought they found him, but they were 

only disappointed by a winemaker from Brignoles, another from Toulon, 

and a third from Grasse. Those men said they were Mr. Parcee only because 

they were interested in Mrs. Mugglebutt. Mrs. Muggelbutt told Mia that 

happened a lot because Mrs. Mugglebutt was beautiful and had blue hair and 

a wheely- gyroscopy thing that doubled as a flying seat. Mrs. Mugglebutt 

said that one day Mia would have many men telling her all sorts of things, 

but that only some of the men would tell her the truth. Why was that, Mia 

wondered? She would have to ask her mom and dad when she got home. 

Then, one day as they were about to give up searching, they found Mr. 

Parcee in a small town at the very tip of France called Saint Marshmallow. 

The town was infamous for one thing and one thing only––their very special 

vines that produced a white fruit that looked like a cross between a grape and 

a marshmallow. Apparently, no one liked wine made from the fruit of these 

vines, so most people who were born in Saint Marshmallow moved away to 

find work. Except for Mr. Parcee. 

Mr. Parcee was a strange looking man, maybe six foot five with no hair 

and a big nose. He was sitting on the stoop in front of his house, wearing an 

undersized black beret and striped red shirt, playing a Spanish guitar, and 

singing French lyrics that Mia didn’t understand, though she was sure they 

didn’t sound like Wilco. Even with all of his strangeness, she liked Mr. Parcee. 

For sure, she needed him. 
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“I’ve come here to help you,” Mia said. 

“How can a little girl help me?” Mr. Parcee asked, while still playing 

and looking at his guitar. 

“I want to help you make a special bottle of wine.” 

“What do you know about wine?” 

“I had a dream about it. I dreamt if we made a special bottle of wine 

together, it would help my friend Amelia.” 

“Who is this Amelia?” 

“My friend.” 

“Why should I help her?” 

“Because she needs help.” 

Mr. Parcee said nothing and, instead, started singing another song. Mia 

thought he was persnickety which was a word she learned from Amelia. Was 

it French? She’d have to look it up in the dictionary when she got home. No 

matter. Only last year, when she was eight, Amelia taught her how to deal 

with a persnickety boy, Bobby, who kept following Mia around school, 

offering to carry her books, really do anything, anything at all, so that he could 

spend more time with her. One time he even brought Mia a bunch of red roses, 

and gave them to her in front of everyone in the cafeteria. It was so 

embarrassing. That’s when Amelia suggested that Mia promise Bobby 

something down the road if he left her alone at school. And whatever Mia 

promised Bobby should be something she really wanted. Mia protested at 

first––she didn’t want anything from Bobby––but eventually she went along 

with Amelia’s plan, and it worked like a charm. For a whole week, Bobby left 
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her alone per their agreement. Then, one afternoon, as promised, Mia let 

Bobby make her cupcakes. All different flavors, and some of them even had 

little pieces of candy on the top. M&M’s. Gummy Bears. Kit Kats. The 

cupcakes tasted pretty good. 

Anyway, Mia was getting nowhere with Mr. Parcee. She needed a 

different strategy and she needed it fast. Otherwise, she would have to go 

home empty-handed. But what would work with the strange man? What could 

she offer him that would pique his interest? After she thought about it for a 

time, she said, “You should help me because the wine we make will not only 

help Amelia, but down the road it will make you rich, and you’ll be a hero in 

Saint Marshmallow. You see, in my dream, it’s not really wine that we make, 

it’s a special potion, and only I have the secret ingredient.” 

“What’s that?” Mr. Parcee asked. 

“Silly, I can’t tell you. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be a secret.” 

Mia started to laugh and looked Mrs. Mugglebutt’s way to see if she 

was laughing too, but she wasn’t. Instead, she had a serious look on her face, 

like someone told her a big secret, one that would change everything. It was 

a look that Mia hadn’t seen before on Mrs. Mugglebutt. What was she 

thinking, exactly? 

Mr. Parcee didn’t agree to Mia’s offer right away. He sang yet another 

French song which Mia didn’t understand, and popped a few marshmallow 

grapes in his mouth at the end of his serenade. Then he stood up, and started 

walking. About twenty yards away, he turned around and said, “Times a 

wasting. Let’s go.” 
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Mia and Mrs. Mugglebutt followed Mr. Parcee through a long and 

narrow orchard with maybe a thousand marshmallow trees, or at least a lot, 

until they reached a rundown giant wood building that was shaped like a 

pyramid that must have been painted red a long time ago, because all of the 

paint was flaking off. Inside the building, there was a giant wood vat, maybe 

twenty feet wide and ten feet deep. Inside the vat were thousands and 

thousands of freshly picked marshmallow grapes. Mia was good at math and 

liked numbers. One time, Bobby told her that girls weren’t as good at math as 

boys, so she challenged him to a long division duel, and promptly kicked his 

butt.  It was fun fun. 

“You’re lucky,” Mr. Parcee said. “We’re about to press a new batch.” 

“I want to help.” 

“Take off your shoes then.” 

“What?” Mia asked. 

“Take off your shoes. I’m going to put you in the vat. All you have to 

do is walk around and crush the grapes.” 

A moment later, Mia was inside the vat, barefoot, walking in a figure 

eight crushing the grapes. Not only did they look like marshmallows, but they 

felt like them, all soft and sticky between her toes, and they smelled like them, 

too. Maybe they weren’t grapes after all? Maybe Mr. Parcee had planted 

marshmallow vines? Mia walked and walked until the marshmallow grapes 

looked more like whipped cream than marshmallows. Wait until she told her 

mom and dad what she was doing. 
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“Now’s the time to add your secret ingredient,” Mr. Parcee said. 

“Okay. Don’t look.” 

When Mia was sure Mrs. Mugglebutt and Mr. Parcee weren’t looking, 

she thought of her three favorite people––her mom, her dad, and Amelia. Then 

she thought about what she would feel like if she couldn’t see them anymore 

and started to cry. Tears streamed down her face, and eventually, some of 

them fell into a small vial filled halfway with her favorite Indian spices. The 

spices, in addition to being good for potions, tasted pretty good on vegetables. 

Once the vial was full, she dumped it in the vat. 

“What did you do?” Mr. Parcee asked in an excited voice. 

“The marshmallow grapes are glowing,” Mrs. Mugglebutt said. 

“I added my secret ingredient,” Mia said. 

“We must bottle this concoction right away,” Mr. Parcee said. 

They worked non-stop well into the night bottling all of the magical 

drink. Along the way, Mr. Parcee and Mrs. Mugglebutt wanted to taste the 

drink, to see what powers it might hold. Mia was adamant that the potion 

wouldn’t be ready until morning, so Mr. Parcee and Mrs. Mugglebutt 

reluctantly agreed to hold off. At about three in the morning, when all of the 

bottles were filled, it was time to label them, though Mr. Parcee’s normal 

label wouldn’t do; they had to create a new one. But what should they call 

the wine? St. Marshmellow Reserve? Parcee Reserve? Mia’s Reserve? 

“No, no. no,” said Mr. Parcee. “Those are too boring. We’ll simply call 

it Meepalicious’s Marvelous Marshmallow Potion.” 

“Can we add a word? Mia asked. 
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ticket. 

“What word?” 

“Vegetarian.” 

“But everyone knows it’s vegetarian already.” 

“My mom is a vegetarian. She likes it when she reads it on the label.” 

“Oh. If you insist.” 

Meepalicious’s Marvelous Marshmallow Vegetarian Potion. That’s the 
 
 
After all of the bottles were labeled, Mia fell asleep on the floor of the 

giant pyramid happy. Soon she would be back in Nashua with enough potion 

to help her friend Amelia. 
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CHAPTER 3 
The next morning Mia woke up when she heard Mr. Parcee screaming 

in French. “C’est Parti! C’est Parti.” 

“What’s wrong, Mr. Parcee?” Mia asked. 

“It’s gone. It’s all gone except for that one bottle next to you. Mrs. 

Mugglebutt stole all of it.” 

Mia looked down by her feet and saw the last bottle of potion. She 

grabbed it and pulled it close. It was warm against her body and, even in 

daylight, had a slightly mysterious glow which reminded her of the lighting 

bugs in her backyard on a warm summer night. 

“Why would she steal it?” Mia asked. 

“I don’t know. I don’t know. We must go after her.” 

“How can we do that? She can fly.” 

“I have an idea.” 

Mr. Parcee reached into his back pocket and pulled out a pair of orange 

goggles. Why were all of the people she was meeting lately into orange 

goggles, she wondered? Whatever, she had more important things to worry 

about than some stupid goggles. Even though she had one bottle of potion, 

which was just enough to help Amelia, she needed to get the rest back to help 

Mr. Parcee. After all, she promised him he would be rich and a local hero, 

and if her mom and dad taught her anything, it was to not renege on a promise, 

even when it’s to a persnickety Frenchman. 

Mr. Parcee rushed over to the corner of the pyramid and pulled a giant 

tarp off something large and elephant-shaped.  Underneath was the strangest 
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looking contraption Mia had ever seen. It looked like a giant wine vat which 

was on wheels, and had four helicopter looking propellers extending upward 

and two more hanging from long wooden wings that spanned maybe twenty- 

three feet. Inside the vat, there was a cockpit with two rainbow-colored seats, 

a control panel, and a large glass window where Mr. Parcee had cut a hole in 

the side of the vat. The whole thing was painted in red, white, and blue stripes, 

which, like in the United States, are the colors of the French flag. Also, on the 

red and blue stripes, Mr. Parcee had painted bunches of Marshmallow grapes. 

On one part of the vat, Mr. Parcee had painted a picture of himself wearing 

the orange goggles and playing his guitar. Underneath the picture, there was 

a caption in French. 

“What does the caption say, Mr. Parcee?” Mia asked. 

“Marshmallow wine brings joy to the world.” 

“That’s nice. Where did you get this machine?” 

“I built it.” 

“I can’t imagine that it would really fly. Does it work?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Not yet?” 

“I haven’t been able to get the octane level of the distilled, processed, 

and refined marshmallow wine high enough to power it. It’s a precise process, 

like making perfect cupcakes.” 

“You make cupcakes?” 

“Marshmallow ones. They’re very good.” 

“Yum.” 
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“I have an idea. I bet your bottle will put us over the top.” 

“My bottle?” 

“Yes.” 

“But I need my bottle for Amelia.” 

“You made me a promise which you must keep, Mia. That’s the law in 

Saint Marshmallow. Plus, how will you get home without my flying vat? Mrs. 

Mugglebutt certainly isn’t going to take you.” 

Mia went off into her deep-think place, the one she saved for her most 

difficult problems. Once, a friend of hers, Madison, said something nasty to 

Amelia. Mia had to decide what to do about it. She could do nothing and 

remain friends with both, or she could tell Madison that she was wrong, that 

Amelia was hurt, and that Madison owed Amelia an apology. In the end, Mia 

spoke her mind, though Madison stopped being her friend afterwards. Why 

were people like that, unable to own up when they were wrong? She would 

have to ask her mom and dad. In fact, now she wished she could speak, even 

for a moment, with her parents. They would know what to do about Mr. 

Parcee. Why didn’t she think to call before? Yes, that’s the ticket. She would 

call her parents and tell them everything. Then she would ask them to come 

and get her. Maybe they could all take a family vacation in Paris, since it was 

so pretty there? Maybe Amelia could come, too? She reached into her pocket 

and pulled out her phone, but there was no signal. Why was that? 

“Silly, your American phone won’t work in France. I’m your only 

option.” 

“Oh.” 
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“Well, what’s it going to be? Are you going to help me hunt down the 

criminal Mrs. Mugglebutt and honor your commitment, or are you going to 

renege on your promise?” 

“You won’t help me go home, otherwise?” 

“A deal’s a deal.” 

Mr. Parcee did have a point. What would it mean for her future if she 

started picking and choosing which promises to keep and which to break when 

she was only nine? On the other hand, she had what she came to France for, 

the potion, and her commitment to help Amelia was more important than her 

commitment to help Mr. Parcee. That was the conundrum, she thought. Both 

sides of the what-to-do question had points that seemed right to her. Is that 

what it means to turn double-digit ten? She would have to pick between things 

when both of them seem like the right choice?  How do adults do that? 

Mia looked over at Mr. Parcee one more time, and he smiled at her. It 

wasn’t a normal smile, like the million she saw each day in school and around 

Nashua. This one was different, like Mr. Parcee had heard everything she’d 

just thought, and instead of trying to convince her to help, he was letting her 

decide on her own. 

She handed him the bottle. 

“Thank you. You won’t regret this.” 

A moment later, the ship was humming and shaking and was giving off 

an odor that was identical to the smell when she made s’mores with her family 

around a summer campfire at the lake. It scared her a little, and also made her 

hungry. Mr. Parcee walked over to the corner of the pyramid and pulled 
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something out of the refrigerator. 

“Here. Eat this. You’ll need your strength for our journey.” 

“Thank you.” 

Mia took the tomato and cheese baguette from him, and ate it like she 

hadn’t eaten in a very long time. Which, when she thought about it, turned out 

to be true. When she was done, he handed her a bottle of orange juice which 

she downed in only a few swigs. Then they both climbed in the flying wine 

vat and, and after a lot of button pushing, false starts, and strange plunking 

kinds of noises, the vat took off. 
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CHAPTER 4 
Where would Mrs. Mugglebutt go? As they flew directionlessly, Mia 

thought back over their entire conversation searching for a clue, but none 

came. She started to cry, sob, really. She’d come to France to make the potion 

to help her friend Amelia, and after making plenty of it, she’d lost it all. 

Maybe her mom and dad were right about going to France. Maybe she should 

have never come. 

“We’ll never find her, Mr. Parcee. Can you take me home?” Mia asked. 

“Not need to cry, sweet little girl. Mr. Parcee is here to save the potion, 

and I have a secret weapon.” 

From his pocket, Mr. Parcee pulled out a feather. “I plucked this from 

Mrs. Mugglebutt’s wing when she was sleeping. I had a, how do you say, a 

hunch, it might come in handy.” 

“How will a feather help?” 

“Watch and be amazed.” 

Mr. Parcee pushed a button on the control panel and a container the size 

of a coffee cup popped up. He put the feather in the container and pushed a 

button. The control panel made a strange noise, like there were 782 miniature 

voices underneath it that were whispering about the feather. After a couple of 

minutes, what sounded like 782 voices spoke in unison and said, “Mrs. 

Mugglebutt is in Harvard, Massachusetts at a small cottage on Bare Hill 

Pond.” 

“How do they know?” Mia asked. 

“Marshmallow science. It never fails. We can be there in ten hours   if 
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the winds hold.” 

As they headed toward Massachusetts, Mia fell asleep. Soon she would 

be close to home. If things didn’t go well with Mrs. Mugglebutt, at least her 

dad could drive down Route 3 into Massachusetts and rescue her. 

 

Bare Hill Pond looked just like the lake Mia went to with her family in 

New Hampshire. The only difference was that it was in Massachusetts. The 

cottage was at the end of a long peninsula that jutted out into the lake. Just 

like the pyramid, the cottage needed a few coats of fresh paint. 

Much to Mia’s surprise, the flying wine vat landed right on the water 

and didn’t sink. Apparently, Mr. Parcee built it so that it could double as a 

boat. Very smart of him. When they landed they were still a hundred yards 

away from the cottage, so Mr. Parcee took out two oars from a storage 

compartment in the back, and handed one to Mia. 

“Let’s paddle in so we maintain the element of surprise.” 

Mia thought surprising Mrs. Muggletbutt was unlikely, but  whatever. 

She began paddling. 

In no time, they were on shore. They snuck up to one of the cottage 

windows and looked in. Mrs. Mugglebutt was sitting at a table surrounded by 

all of the wine bottles writing something down on a notepad with a big smile 

on her face. Mia had once seen a woman on TV with a smile like that. It was 

right after she’d won the lottery. 

Mr. Parcee wasted no time. He smashed in the front door of the cottage 

with his foot and went inside. Mia wondered why he didn’t first check to see 
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if the door was open, but it was too late for that now. She followed Mr. Parcee 

inside. Mrs. Mugglebutt reached behind one of the bottles on the table, then 

jumped out of her chair. 

She had a gun. 

“Both of you get out of here right now or I’ll shoot!” 

Mr. Parcee raised his hands like he was surrendering, so Mia did the 

same thing. Why did people raise their hands when facing a crazy person 

with a gun? It wasn’t like Mia had anything dangerous in her pocket. But 

maybe Mr. Parcee did? 

“Now, now, Mrs. Muggelbutt. Let’s not be hasty.” 

“Get out now, before I shoot.” 

Then, in a flash, Mr. Parcee pulled a bright green water gun from his 

pocket and pointed it at Mrs. Mugglebutt. Mia felt a big laugh coming up, but 

she held it in check. She reasoned it probably wasn’t the right time to laugh. 

“A  water  gun?  Really,  Mr.  Parcee,  is  that  all  you’ve  got?”  Mrs. 

Mugglebutt asked. 

Mia was thinking the same thing. 

“It’s a special water gun. Don’t tempt me. You’ll regret it.” 

Mr. Parcee and Mrs. Mugglebutt just stood there snarling at each other. 

Mia had seen standoffs like this a few times in an action movies between the 

good guy and the bad guy, though this time it was between the good guy and 

the bad gal. Why do most action movies only have men in their standoffs? 

For that matter, why do most action movies only have men, period? That 

seemed wrong to Mia. She would have to ask her mom and dad how she 
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could become an action hero when she got home. Then Mia remembered her 

conversation with Amelia about Bobby. She lowered her hands to her side 

and bravely stepped in front of Mr. Parcee. 

“Mrs. Mugglebutt. I have a proposal for you. If you are willing to do 

two things, I think everyone will get what they want.” 

“What things, little girl?” 

“First, you must give us back the potion. If you do, Mr. Parcee will go 

into business with you to make more Marshmallow potion. Once a month, I’ll 

send you both a bottle of the secret ingredient so you can make all that you 

desire.” 

“I thought you only had enough of the secret ingredient to make one 

batch?” Mrs. Muggelbutt asked. 

“Me, too,” Mr. Parcee said. 

“I can get more,” Mia said. “If you do this, you’ll make mega-dollars 

together.” 

“I can’t trust this woman, Mr. Parcee said. “Who could trust a woman 

that could fly away at any moment?” 

“That brings me to my second request,” Mia said. 

“Which is?” Mrs. Mugglebutt asked. 

“You have to give me your wings and show me how to use them.” 

“Impossible,” Mrs. Mugglebutt said. 

 “That’s the only way I will consider Mia’s proposal,” Mr. Parcee said. 

Mrs. Mugglebutt put her gun down on the table and rolled to the 

window. She looked out at the water for a long time. Mia knew she was 
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asking a lot, but then again Mrs. Mugglebutt was getting a lot in return. 

It was a win-win, like her dad liked to say. Just when Mia was beginning 

to doubt her plan, Mrs. Mugglebutt turned around and pushed a button 

right below her heart. One by one, she detached her wings. Then she 

removed the wing harness from her body and helped Mia into it. Once 

the harness was securely fastened, Mrs. Mugglebut attached the wings 

to it. 

“There, it’s done. All you need to do is think about where you want to 

go and the wings will take you there. You don’t want my wheely-gyroscopy 

thing?” 

“No thank you.” 

Mia liked the feel of the harness and the wings. They were surprisingly 

light, and gave Mia a sense that her life from that moment forward would be 

filled with possibility. She liked that feeling a lot. 

Mrs. Mugglebutt and Mr. Parcee wasted no time and loaded all but two 

bottles of the potion on the flying wine vat. Mia wanted two bottles just to be 

safe, in case one of them broke on her way home. She said her goodbyes to 

both of them, and even shed a tear or two in the process. She was going to 

miss them, but she knew in her heart that their adventure together had come 

to an end. She wished them luck in their new business, and promised to send 

them the secret ingredient once a month to keep potion production flowing. 

Then she flew home. 
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CHAPTER 5 
Mia landed in her front yard right next to her swing and bike. 

Everything looked just as it did when she left, and that for some reason made 

her feel good. Her parents rushed out from inside the house to meet her. She 

thought they might be mad at her for leaving like she did, but instead they 

were both crying. 

“I’m so happy you’re back,” her mom said. 

“We were so worried about you,” her dad said. 

“Where did you go?” her mom asked. 

“France.” 

“What?” her dad asked. 

“It’s a long story.” 

“How did you get there and what’s that contraption harnessed to your 

body?” her mom asked. 

“I found my wings.” 

Mia told her parents the whole story. Mrs. Mugglebutt and the wheely- 

gyroscopy thing. Paris. Mr. Parcee. The Marshmallow potion. The standoff at 

Bare Hill Pond. Her business proposal to Mr. Parcee and Mrs. Mugglebutt. 

She even gave them a quick demo of the wings, where she flew up on the roof, 

then came back down, so her parents knew she wasn’t making up any of the 

story. After she finished, and after she ate some pizza and a few cupcakes, 

which her mom apparently had been baking non-stop since Mia was away, 

Mia texted Amelia and said she would be right over. They had a lot to talk 

about. 
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In only a few minutes, Mia landed in Amelia’s front yard. Amelia 

rushed out to greet her, though she wasn’t crying like Mia’s parents. Instead, 

she was overjoyed and excited. Mia told her the whole story, too. When she 

was done, she asked Amelia if she wanted to go for a ride. Then Mia helped 

strap Amelia into the harness and two rose just above the tree line so they 

could see all of Nashua. They flew down Main Street, up past their school, 

and over Greeley Park, where they landed. 

Mia pulled out the bottle of potion. “Drink all of this.” 

“Why? What will it do?” 

“You won’t be sad if the kids at school bully you.” 

“What? How can a bottle of potion stop kids from bullying me?” 

“It won’t stop them. It just won’t bother you anymore if they do.” 

“Won’t I have to keep drinking it?” 

“You only have to drink one bottle.” 

“What does it do?” 

“It lets you see what’s always been inside of you. Once you see it, no 

one, not even stupid bullies, can take it away from you.” 

“What will I see?” 

“Just drink it.” 

Amelia opened the bottle and over the next few minutes drank the 

whole thing. As she drank, the expression on her face changed, like she’d 

found her bliss, her joy, like she’d found the love inside her that was always 

there. 
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“It tastes like marshmallows,” Amelia said. 

“I know.” 

“I’m going to have to go to the bathroom.” 

“Probably.” 

“No one can take this feeling away from me ? Not even the bullies?”  

“No one,” Mia said. 

Mia and Amelia spent another hour talking and laughing in the park. 

Someone nearby had a radio blasting, with a good song playing by Wilco, so 

Mia and Amelia started dancing. When the music stopped, Mia flew Amelia 

back to her house. It was good to be back in Nashua. It was good to be home. 

What would she do with her next bottle of Meepalicious’s Marvelous 

Marshmallow Vegetarian Potion? 


