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Jaz always hated anything weird. Now she's making weird stuff happen- Because she is one of the weird
things she hates! along the way, she learns spells, potions, and writes down her journey in a journal that
writes back!
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Dear Diary,
I am so NOT starting like that…umm, how about:
Tomorrow is my sixteenth birthday. Mother gave me this stupid journal as an early birthday present. She
said its secrets would reveal themselves in time. Right. But, since I have this thing, I may as well use it.
First off, I have decided to be open and honest, since no one else will read this. So to start with the
honesty, I feel REALLY stupid. And secondly, I will describe myself as I am now, so when (if) I look
back, I will know exactly what I was like. Here goes:
Name: Jasmyna Tessa Torola (Jaz)
Hair colour: So brown its almost black.
Eye colour: Green.
Likes: Hanging with friends.
          Reading
          The Internet.
          My space
Dislikes: Tomatoes
              Anything weird (like Halloween-witches & warlocks and other ‘monsters’ don’t exist!)
That’s all I want to write now ‘cos I can hear Mother coming up the stairs. I DON’T want her to know
that I actually use this.
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Today is my birthday. Yay! So far I have gotten cash, some CD’s of my fave band, and a gift card.
Mother was acting very strange this morning. For example she was all mysterious when she was talking
to me this morning. I’m gunna write the conversation in here.
“Morning Mother” I said as I went into the lounge room.
“Morning.” She said
I unwrapped my presents and thanked her. She wasn’t listening.
“What was that?”
“Thank you for the presents.” I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
“That’s all right.” Then, out of nowhere “do you feel all right this morning?”
“Yes, why?”
“You don’t feel like there is something inside you, just bursting to get out?”
“No. Why mother?” I said, starting to get impatient.
“No reason.” She said, and then turned on the news like nothing had happened.
Now, future me will know why she was acting like that, but at the minute, I’m stuffed. But it was weird. I
know that.
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