


David Fine
About the AuthorM

David Fine’s journey to become an author was somewhat unexpected. When 

he was young, he would much rather tell stories than actually write them 

down, and spent his time playing sports, video games, and learning about 

history. After the birth of his daughter, he started creating original bedtime 

stories teaching her life lessons based on her day. Sometimes the stories 

were short and sometimes they took multiple days to tell. To his daughter’s 

despair, he would always end on a cliff hanger, and would continue the next 

day where he had left off. Aggie Boyle was one of those ongoing stories. His 

wife encouraged him to start writing them down, which sparked a passion 

for writing he didn’t know was there.

Born and raised in Connecticut, he currently lives in North Carolina with his 

wife, daughter, and their dog.

Wisdom House Books
www.wisdomhousebooks.com • 919-883-4669 • clara@wisdomhousebooks.com



 Synopsis
 

“Who am I?”
is the question keeping Aggie Boyle up at night. On the surface, she’s a seventh 

grader from a town near Salem where her family has lived for centuries. At 

school, she’s an outcast because of her unconventional appearance, and has 

difficulties making new friends since her best friend disappeared three years 

prior. At home, her mother treats her with icy disregard for reasons Aggie 

doesn’t understand, while all she has left of her father is his ring emblazoned 

with a strange design. With the horizons of her life shrinking, Aggie feels 

more lost and alone than ever. Until one day, she awakens to an unexpected 

transformation and begins an adventure that leads her to a colonial village with 

surprising inhabitants. With the help of some new friends, Aggie must discover 

her own magical origins, as well as her own destiny as a witch. If she can’t find the 

inner strength and courage to save the town, it—and she—will be destroyed by 

a magic as ancient as it is evil.
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Chapter Excerpt

 Sacrifice
Aggie couldn’t sleep. For the first time since her transformation into a mouse, she was 
nervous about what would happen next. Her thoughts drifted from what Mr. Bartlett told 
her before he died to Mr. Addison’s tale. She feared what Mr. Whitney might do to her and 
her friends. No matter what, she knew she had to go through with her plan.

Time passed slowly as she drifted in and out of sleep. After a few hours, Aggie heard 
Mr. and Mrs. Arnold talking in the other room. She could hear Mr. Arnold getting 
ready to leave for work. Aggie quickly got out of bed and got dressed, then slipped back 
under the blanket.

The door to Abigail’s room opened. Aggie closed her eyes. Mr. Arnold walked inside 
to get his work hoe. He took down the hoe, careful not to make any noise, and looked 
over at the bed where his daughter slept beside her new friend. Aggie heard him sigh 
before softly closing the bedroom door, leaving.

Aggie heard him say goodbye to Mrs. Arnold as the front door was closing. She 
heard Mrs. Arnold return to her room and shut her door. Now was her chance to leave. 
She slipped out of bed and slowly opened the door to see if the coast was clear. At that 
same moment, Levi was opening the door to his room.

They tiptoed to the front door, cracking it slowly so no one would hear a sound, and 
went outside, shutting the door just as quietly. They craned their heads back and forth, 
looking around for Isaiah.

Just then, he darted over to them, saying, “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”
Aggie asked, “What are you sorry about?”
“When I was leaving my house this morning, my father was waiting for me outside. 

He said he knew I was hiding information from him about what you’re really doing. He 
got so angry with me and made me tell him about our plan. I got away and ran as fast 
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as I could to get here, but we have no time. We need to go now before my father can tell 
Mr. Whitney.”

“Come on! Run!” Aggie urged, grabbing the boys by the hands.
They ran so fast they caught up to Mr. Arnold on his way to the field for work. He 

must have heard their paws rustling through the grass at his back, because he turned to 
see what was going on.

Aggie, slowing down, said to the boys, “I have an idea. Let me do the talking.”
The boys stayed quiet as they caught up to Mr. Arnold. Mr. Arnold looked at his son 

Levi and asked, “What are you doing here? Is there something wrong?”
Levi didn’t answer, instead turning to Aggie.
She started, “Mr. Arnold, we’re sorry to bother you, but this is an emergency!”
He looked around confused and asked, “What’s going on?”
“We’re in danger! Mr. Whitney isn’t who he appears to be. He is very dangerous. 

He threatened Isaiah’s father into spying on me. Mr. Williams had no choice when he 
caught Isaiah leaving early this morning. He forced Isaiah to tell him where he was 
going and what the three of us were going to do today. We need to get through the gate 
where you work, Mr. Arnold. We need to escape to the other end of the forest. Our lives 
and the lives of everyone in town are in danger if we don’t make it.”

Mr. Arnold still looked confused, but said to Levi, “Is this all true? Why would you 
want to go to the forest? You know how dangerous it is there!”

“All of it is true, Dad,” Levi said, “you have to trust me. I know the forest is danger-
ous, but we must go. I’ll explain everything later. Right now, we need to get through that 
gate before Mr. Whitney captures us. We must go to the forest. Please trust me!”

Mr. Arnold looked down for a pause and nodded vigorously. “I trust you, son. Stay 
out of sight until we get to the gate. I’ll distract the guard while the three of you slip 
through. Please, all of you, be very careful. You say Mr. Whitney is dangerous, but so is 
the forest. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

When they were close to the gate, the three friends stayed close but out of sight of 
the guard. Mr. Arnold stopped walking for a moment and cracked the handle of his 
work hoe.

He approached the guard on duty and they talked for a little bit. Then the guard 
started the operation of opening the gate. As it was inching its way open, Mr. Arnold 
said, “Hey, by the way, the handle on my work hoe is cracked. Is there any way you 
could help me replace it over in the commons area? I really need to be in the field early 
today, and you know what happens if we’re late.”

The guard nodded reluctantly, saying, “Fine, but let’s make this quick, or else I’ll be 
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in trouble, too.”
Isaiah, Levi, and Aggie raced to the gate. They were about to slip through when they 

heard shouting in the distance. It was Mr. Whitney and his followers. Mr. Williams, Isaiah’s 
dad, was with them.

Mr. Whitney yelled, “Don’t move until I get there. All three of you are coming with me!”
Aggie and the boys stepped to the other side of the gate just as it closed.
From the commons area, Mr. Arnold and the guard came rushing back to find out 

what all the commotion was about. Mr. Arnold stopped when he saw Mr. Whitney and 
his followers storming to the gate. “What’s going on here?” he shouted.

Mr. Whitney shouted back, “Stay out of the way—this is an Assembly matter!”
He ordered the gate open, but the guard just stood there, glancing between him 

and Mr. Arnold, and did nothing. Furious, Mr. Whitney sent a follower to force the 
gate open. Mr. Williams tackled him from behind and pulled him away before he could 
open it, and Mr. Arnold swung his work hoe at the gate mechanism, hoping to damage 
it so it wouldn’t open.

Mr. Williams yelled to his son and his friends, “Run!” at the same time that Mr. 
Arnold bellowed, “Go. Don’t look back!”

Aggie, Isaiah, and Levi ran as fast as they could toward the brush. They looked back 
and saw Mr. Whitney’s followers striking Mr. Williams and Mr. Arnold. Isaiah and Levi 
were horrified to see their fathers on the ground, getting kicked by Whitney’s followers.

They started to turn back, but Aggie shouted, “No! We have to keep running. Your 
fathers would want us to get as far away from here as possible.”

Conflicted, Isaiah and Levi nodded and followed Aggie’s lead to the brush. They 
looked back to see if anyone was following them, but there was no one in sight. They 
had to keep moving forward no matter what. Breathing heavily, they ran to the edge of 
the field and kept going until they reached the dirt road Isaiah mentioned in his story 
about the giant. They stepped out onto the road and began their journey to the other 
side of the forest.

Behind her, Aggie could hear Levi and Isaiah whispering back and forth, worried 
about their fathers. Around the road grew tall, dense shrubs and bushes. The easiest 
way to go was to follow the road. As Aggie paced forward, she saw the towering tree 
that Isaiah described in his story. It was the same one from her backyard. Somehow, she 
realized, this land through the portal in her house was connected to her home back in 
Northfields. Seeing it from a mouse’s perspective for the first time, Aggie understood 
how it looked as if it stretched to the heavens.

They walked for a while until they came upon a clearing next to the road. There 
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was a small pond, probably formed by rainfall. Aggie figured it would be a good idea 
for them to stop to rest and drink some water. She dipped her snout into the pond and 
drank greedily. The boys did the same. Then they all sat in silence, still in shock from 
what happened at the gate.

Finally, Isaiah said, “I can’t believe my father told Mr. Whitney about everything.”
“Mr. Whitney pressured him to spy on me,” Aggie consoled him. “My guess is that 

Whitney threatened to harm your family if your father didn’t do as he was told.”
Another silence followed. Isaiah had tears in his eyes, “But then why did he help us 

in the end?”
“You know why, Isaiah,” Aggie said. “He loves you.”
Isaiah nodded, then sunk his head into his hands.
Levi cut through the quiet, asking, “Do you think they’re alright?”
“I hope so, but there’s no way for us to know,” Aggie said. “What I do know is they 

did what they had to so we could escape to the other side of the forest, and we have to 
get there—for them. Besides,” she added, “I really believe there’s someone at the end of 
the forest who can help us.”

Levi looked surprised. “What makes you think that?”
Aggie shook her head. “I don’t know. Just a feeling.”
“Who do you think will be there?” Isaiah asked.
“Maybe my father. Or another relative. All we can do right now is hope my feeling 

is correct.”
A bird cawed overhead, though Aggie couldn’t see it through the forest canopy. 

Looking through the trees, Aggie said to the boys, “I hope you still have faith in me.”
Levi nodded. “We followed you this far. We’re not going to stop now.”
Aggie said, “Good. We need to drink a little more water before we leave. I hope we 

find someplace to stay before nightfall.”
They heard some faint noises coming from back down the road. Mr. Whitney and his 

group must have finally opened the gate and were now trying to find them in the forest. 
They took one last sip from the pond and started running again, trying to widen the gap 
between them. As they were running, a whooshing sound came from the sky. They looked 
up and saw a large winged creature.

It was a hawk searching for prey. A moment later, it dawned on Aggie that they were 
the prey.

“Run for cover, boys!” Aggie shouted. “Get off the road!” All three ran, but Levi 
couldn’t keep up. With no cover in sight, Aggie glanced to see where the hawk was in 
the sky. It was winging down, angled straight toward Levi. Without thinking, she ran to 
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him, Isaiah right behind her. She got to Levi first, just as the hawk dove at them.
Aggie took her ring from the necklace and raised it toward the hawk. “Fly away!” 

she commanded.
Mid-dive, the hawk altered its course and headed toward a loud noise off in the dis-

tance. Aggie thanked her lucky stars. She didn’t know how she stopped the hawk—she 
just took a shot in the dark, trying to save her friend.

All of them stood shivering, shocked. But then Levi blurted out, “Come on, let’s get 
out of here!”

Aggie put her necklace back on and followed the boys to the dirt road. Once there, 
they ran till their bodies wouldn’t let them run anymore. They were so tired they barely 
had the energy to walk. Coming to an area with some large rocks, they sat and rested 
for a while, leaning side-by-side against the smooth stones. Aggie was grateful to have 
her new friends by her side on this journey. Within just a few minutes, all three of them 
were asleep.

Aggie woke in a bed. She looked around and thought she was dreaming. A kind 
looking mouse walked into the room. He had brown fur and wore a dark coat, pants 
down to his knees, and the standard socks and leather shoes every male mouse in the 
village wore.

He looked at Aggie and said, “Good morning, I’m glad you’re awake. How are you 
feeling?”

Aggie asked, “Where am I?”
The mouse said, “Don’t worry, you’ll get your answers in due time.”
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