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It has been a week since I came home from Hogwarts for summer break. 
Although I have only been home for a short period of time my family and I are leaving 
tomorrow to go to our summer home on the island of Mau. Although we always go to 
the same place each year I always find something new to explore but this summer it 
was something I would have never expected.  

I would rather travel using Floo Powder than take a 5 hour flight to Mau, but my 
mother, Narcissa Malfoy, says we need to travel like muggles so they don’t suspect 
anything. The flight seems like it takes forever. All I can do is watch a show called 
Sponge Bob Square Pants.  I don’t get what muggles think is so amazing about it. It’s 
just a sponge that lives in a pineapple under the sea. After watching a couple episode I 
got so bored I fell asleep.  

When I woke up we were in Mau. We grabbed our luggage and headed to our 
house. As we pulled up to the pure white house, memories of summer vacations started 
flooding in. Once we got inside I went straight to bed.  

By the time I woke up it was 12 o'clock and almost lunch time. As I walk down the 
stairs my mom says that our new neighbors have a kid named Remy that is around my 
age and is coming in an hour to meet me. 

“Ding Dong” the doorbell rings as I walk downstairs. At my door is a tall black 
haired girl with  blue eyes. She was wearing black shorts and a red tank top that has the 
Flash on it. “I’m Remington but all my friends call me Remy.” she said “And you are?” 
“Draco Malfoy.” I said. My mom comes up and invites Remy in, “You two should go 
explore the house.” she said.  

Remy and I decide to go check out the attic. It is mostly filled with boxes that 
have old photos of my grandparents in them. “What’s this?” Remy asks as she pulls out 
a pocket sized leather journal that smelled like onions. Inside the journal was filled with 
a  bunch of blank pages.“It must be some old junk.” I say.  

“Wait!” exclaimed Remy. “Do you have a black light?” “Maybe” I say. “Lets go 
check.”  

We go into the garage and find a black light flashlight that we used at the 
summer bash party last year. Remy points the light at the blank pages in the notebook 
and words start to appear. “The writing is written in invisible ink!” said Remy. “That’s 
why it smells like onions.” On a page there is a riddle. “At night they come without being 
fetched. By day they are lost without being stolen. “What do you think that means?” 
asked Remy. “It’s the stars.” I say. “Why do you think it says that?” “It must be a clue.” 
says Remy. “For what?” I ask. “We’ll have to find out.”  

Later that day, Remy comes over and we try to figure out the clue. “Maybe we 
need to find a star.”I say. “No, it can’t be that simple.” says Remy. “Wait! I know where 
we have to go.” “Where?” I ask. “You’ll have to wait and see.” 



Remy takes me to a planetarium, “It has to be here.” she says. “What exactly are 
we looking for?” I ask. Remy is too busy looking for clues to answer my question so I 
decide to check out the telescopes. As I look inside one, there is a message, it read 
OPEN ME AND YOU WILL FIND THE KEY. I open the telescope and find a little silver 
key.  

“Come look at this.” I say. Remy comes over and takes a look at the key, “What 
do you think it opens?” “It has to be a jewelry box or something small.” I say. “I think I 
might know what it opens!” Exclaimed Remy.  

Remy takes me to the library, where there is a small jewelry box in a glass case. 
“This box is said to hold something very valuable.” says Remy. I put the key in the hole 
and click, it open. Inside is a picture of my grandfather and a note that read, TRICKED 
YOU. 

“So this was all a huge joke?” said Remy. “That seems like something y 
grandfather would do.” 

 
 


