
I have one green eye and one brown eye. The green eye sees the
truth, but the brown eye sees much, much more.

I am the most famous thirteen-year-old in the country.

The ghost was in the middle of making a peanut butter and jelly
sandwich.

If I didn’t take swift action soon, a major catastrophe would be
on its way.

Mrs. Fleming’s prized possession had gone missing. 

It was an eerie house - the sagging roof; that moody gray paint;
the squinting, shuttered windows, and the empty rocker that
seemed to move on its own.

Jason had never felt so foolish.

“Be nice,” my father said. “ After all, he’s your brother.”

Adapted from Writing Magic by Gail Carson Levine
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