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The magic began when we moved from Trenton, N.J. to  Fort
Collins, Colorado. If there was any magic in Trento n, Sally and I
never saw it. Really, although, to be fair, we were n't looking for it
either. I mean, if you go looking for magic, maybe Trenton has a
lot of it. We just didn't go looking for it.

Oops, I'm sorry. Mrs. Miller, my 5 th grade teacher, says you
have to always start a story at the beginning and t ell the readers
who the characters are. I guess I'm just so excited  about telling
you all about the elves, I forgot the rule.

My name is Jack Wolfe. I'm eleven and my folks are Daniel and
Molly Wolfe. Dad is a computer programmer for a big  company
with offices all around the country. Mom is a nurse . My sister,
Sally, is thirteen and in the seventh grade. She tu rned thirteen
right after we moved out here and has been driving my folks 
nuts about being a teenager and all that stuff. She  keeps bugging
them for her own phone and wants to know when she c an go 
on a date. Yuk!

The last member of our family is Zero. He's a big, yellow dog.
Dad says he's part Golden Retriever and German Shep herd. My
grandpa Nolan said that makes him a mutt. I think t hat must be a
really special dog, which Zero is. We've had him si nce he was a
puppy. Now he's three. I think that's 12 or 13 in d og years. Maybe
he's a dog teenager. Although he doesn't act crazy like Sally
except when he eats eggs. Then when he farts, it re ally stinks
bad. Mom says it smells like burning rubber mixed w ith garlic. 
Of course whenever he does it, Dad laughs so hard i t makes
Mom angry.

Anyway, we moved to Fort Collins, Colorado because Dad got
some kind of promotion and had to come here to work . We were
kind of sad about leaving our friends and family ba ck in Trenton,
but when we got out here, we really liked it a lot.  We live in a 
big housing development called Cinnamon Ridge. It s its right 
in front of the giant Rocky Mountains. I can see th e mountains
right outside my bedroom window. Sometimes, when th e moon
is full, it is so beautiful to see the peeks just p oking up into the
sky like they do.

My family likes to go hiking and fishing and all ki nds of outdoors
stuff, so we liked moving here. Our neighbors are really  nice, too.
On our right, in Cinnamon Ridge, live the Dominguez  family. Mr.
Dominguez and his wife came from Mexico when he was  very
young. They have three kids, Hector, Alice and Pedr o. 
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Pedro is my age and I think he and I are best frien ds. He and
his big sister, Alice, love Zero, the farting dog. Alice is only
twelve, so Sally has been teaching her what it is l ike to be a
teenager so that she'll be ready when she turns 13.

Hector Dominguez is 16 and in high school. He's on the 
basketball team and really a good player. On weeken ds he works
with his dad. Mr. Dominguez is a carpenter. I don't  know if Mrs.
Dominguez has a job, but she makes the best chili i n the whole
world. Mom says she should sell it in stores and ge t rich.

Now, our neighbors on the left are old people; Paul  and Emma
Cantfield. Mr. Cantfield retired from the Union Pac ific Railroad
after working over forty years as an engineer.

After he quit working, he and Mrs. Cantfield came t o live in Fort
Collins. They have only one kid, a girl named Eliza beth who got 
married when she went to college in San Francisco, and that is



where she lives with her husband and two kids. Mrs.  Cantfield 
is always on the computer talking with her two gran ddaughters.
Their names are Jenny and Wanda. Mom says both Mr. Cantfield
and his wife really miss their grand kids a whole l ot.

Which is why they liked me and Sally so much when w e first met
them. We had been unpacking all our stuff from the big moving van
Dad had hired. There were boxes everywhere in our new house with
moving guys, the ones who wear the long overalls wi th the company
name sewn on the back, coming in and out all the time carrying 
furniture and stuff. Mom had given me the job of taking Zero outside
and keeping him out of the way during the unpacking . Which was
really okay with me. There is a big open field behind our houses 
on Cinnamon Ridge so I picked up a stick and began tossing it 
way-way out for Zero to go and fetch.
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ªThat's a really handsome dog,º Mr. Cantfield said,  coming out 
on his back porch.

ªHis name is Zero. He farts awful strong when he ea ts eggs.º
Mr. Cantfield made a sour face. He has thin white h air and a

small white mustache under his small glasses that d angle on the
tip of his nose. He is not a big man, but he looks very healthy.
Maybe working on the railroad made him like that.

ªMy name is Paul Cantfield,º he smiled and put out his hand for
me to shake. It was a rough hand, like leather. ªWh at's yours?º

ªMy name is Jack, sir. Jack Wolfe and we just moved  in,º 
I explained as we shook hands.

ªSir, huh?º Mr.Cantfield's bushy eyebrows went up. ªYou have
manners, Jack. That's very good. Not many people ha ve manners
any more.º 

Then he turned his head around when a plump woman w ith
more white hair, appeared through the door behind h im. She was
holding a tray of cookies in her hands.

ªDear, this is our new neighbor, Jack Wolfe.º Mrs. Cantfield
looked down at me and smiled, just like Mr. Cantfie ld.

ªWell, how do you do, Jack. Would you like some fre shly baked
cookies and some milk?º

ªYes, I sure would, Mrs. Cantfield. Thanks.º
ªThe boy has manners, Emma.º
ªIndeed,º she continued smiling. ªI see that. W ell you two men

sit down and start on this batch. I'll go get us al l some milk.º
When she returned, with three glasses of nice cold milk, 

Mrs. Cantfield also had something bulging in the po cket of her
checkered apron. ªDoes your dog like soup bones?º s he asked.

I think Zero could understand her, as he started wa gging his tail
and stuck out his tongue like he was starving.

ªYes, ma'am. He loves soup bones.º
Mrs.Cantfield instantly became Zero's friend. As we  all did.
ªDog farts something awful when he eats eggs,º Mr. Cantfield

told her.
ªOh my,º Mrs. Cantfield laughed, wiping milk off he r upper lip.
ªI must remember never to give him eggs.º
We all started to laugh real loud. That's how I met  the

Cantfields and from them found out about the Elves,  but not 
on that very first day, no way. We all got to know each other. 
By the time the movers had left, Mom and Dad were v ery 
tired and Mrs. Cantfield invited all our family to come over 
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