CHAPTER NINE
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“3001‘ Rufus,” Bob is saying, smoothing

Rufus’s short green elephant fur. “Did you
fall in that deep, dark well? Bob will keep you
safe now. You will never be in that dark well
again.”

I think Bob sometimes forgets that some of
us are real live creatures and some of us are in-
animate objects. It must have been because of
all that time he spent in the closet with the Lego
pirates, Mr. Monkey, and the parrot who got

lost.



While Bob and Rufus are having their little
reunion, I'm putting two and two together, as
Dad says. Except it’s more like trying to add the
square root of seven and thirty-one to the fifth
power.

Bob says I rescued him. But he also says he
went to the chicken house in the first place be-
cause [ was cold. Not him—me. And I was cold
because I was wet. And now it turns out “poor
Rufus” was also wet.

Gran Nicholas says I loved Rufus. I took
him everywhere with me.

So I am beginning to wonder if maybe [ am
the one who fell in the well.

If maybe Bob saved me.

“Bob,” I say.

‘He ignores me. He’s sitting on the edge of
my bed, talking to Rufus with his legs crossed
and one side of his tutu sticking up. A strap is
sliding down over one skinny green shoulder.

Wouldn't I remember falling into a well?
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Maybe I hit my head. If I hit my head, I could
have drowned. But—could Bob really have
pulled me out? He doesn’t look very strong.

“Bob,” 1 say again.

He looks up. "“Yes?”

“What if I didn’t save you? What if you
saved—me?”

“No,” he says. “You saved me, Livy!”

“We have to go outside,” I tell him. “Right
now.”

“Outside? It’s almost bedtime. It’s getting
dark out.” He looks at me with big eyes.

“I'know,” I say, throwing him Sarah’s sweat-

shirt. I'm not too excited about the dark, either.

“But this can’t wait.”

Five minutes later, we're at the far end of Gran’s
yard, where the stiff brown grass gives way to a
lot of trees and rocky ground. It was easy to
sneak out of the house, because Gran was on the

phone and Mom was putting the baby to sleep.
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We just walked out the front door (which Gran
almost never uses) and then ran around to the
back of the house and over to the well.

Bob runs up to it but doesn’t touch it. He
peers over the top (he has to stand on tiptoes)
and then walks around the well slowly, looking
as serious as a green guy can look in a tutu and
a red sweatshirt so big on him that the zipper is
swinging down by his ankles.

“What are we looking for?” he says. “Clues?”

“Bob, do you remember being here with
me? With Rufus?”

He shakes his head and points to the chicken
house. “I only remember the chickens.”

But I do remember the well. Not just from
yesterday’s walk with Mom, when she talked (a
lot) about collecting stones with her father to
make the well wall. But from before, from when
I was five. For instance, I know that if I walk
around this well, I will see three little stones

jutting out of the wall, one above the other.
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Like three little steps that I might have tried
to climb once.

I circle the well slowly, and there they are. I
raise one knee and try to put my foot on the
lowest little stone step. There’s only room for
my toes.

“Bob, you don’t remember this place at all?”

He shakes his head again. And I'm out of
memories. I definitely don’t remember falling
in. I force myself to look into the well’s deep
dark, and shudder.

“Let’s go back to the chicken house,” 1 say.
It'’s the nearest thing to the well. That’s where
Bob thinks our story starts. Even though I'm
feeling more and more sure that it starts exactly
where we are now.

It takes less than a minute to walk to the
chicken house. Bob stops just outside the fence
and says he’s not going in. “I don’t like that
chicken,” he says, pointing at a big one. “She

has it out for me.”
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“Bob, pay attention. This is where you
watched me wake up, right?”

“Yes, Livy—inside, just like I told you.”

“And then what?” I say.

“And then . . . you said you had to go to
breakfast. That Gran would worry. I remember
wondering what breakfast was. And you said it
was usually something good, like pancakes or
waffles. So I went with you.” Bob is excited now,
going up and down on his toes. It almost looks
like a real ballerina move.

“Okay, show me how we got to the house.”

“We walked, silly. I can’t fly, as far as I
know.”

“Ha-ha. Show me exactly the way we went.
Maybe we’ll see something important.”

He looks at the chickens and thinks for a
second. “We walked along the edge of the grass,
near the trees. You called it going ‘the long
way.””

When Bob says the long way, 1 get this

memory—like a picture flashing in my head—of
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Gran’s yard, all green, in the cold sunshine.
And for the first time, I remember Rufus.
remember holding him, how soft he was and
how I tucked him under one armpit to keep
him safe while I used two hands to climb over a
rock or a fallen-down tree trunk at the edge of
the grass.

“Now we're getting somewhere. Show me
the long way,” I tell Bob.

We start picking our way along the edge of
Gran’s lawn, tripping over tree roots and stum-
bling on the little rocks that are loose in the dry
dirt.

“Ouch!” Bob says, bending to rub his leg.

“It’s not that bad,” I say.

“Not for you, maybe. You're wearing pants.”

I start laughing really hard. Because now
Bob has a twig stuck to the back of his tutu.
Against the dusky blue sky, it looks like he has a
little tail.

Bob stops and turns to me. I can’t see his

face, only two glimmering eyes. “Stop!”
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“Sorry!” I'm still laughing. When some-
thing hits my funny bone straight on, I just
can’t stop.

But Bob is suddenly serious. “Livy, it’s our
rock!” He points to a smooth gray-white rock.
It’s like a little table—almost a perfect rectangle,
lying flat on the ground and reflecting the
moonlight.

He hops up onto it. He’s a good hopper,
very springy. “Remember? You said it was a
Sylvester rock! We had picnics here.”

“You mean like the book? Sylvester and the
Magic Pebble?” It actually does look a lot like the
rock that Sylvester turned himself into. He
wished to be a rock, to save himself from a lion.
And then he couldn’t wish himself back. His
parents looked for him everywhere. That part
always made me really sad.

“Livy, this is where you saved me that first
day!”

“On this rock? Saved you from what?”

Bob drops his voice. “From a monster.”
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“Bob, really? A monster?”

“I'was so scared I could barely move. My feet
were stuck to the ground. You grabbed my hand
and pulled me all the way to Gran’s kitchen
door. You saved me! Right here!”

“What kind of monster?”

“Oh! A toothsome and furry monster. Also,
fast! A fast, toothsome, furry monster. And so
loud! That screeching!” He covers his ears.

I pull his hands down. “Bob, you're safe.
There’s no monster here. Just tell me what
happened.”

“Maybe we should go inside now,” Bob says.

“Bob. Maybe that monster was from your
world. Maybe what you're remembéring is a
clue—it’ll help us figure out where you came
from!” I start hunting around the rock for
more clues, but now it’s almost too dark to see.

Bob is nodding, excited. “Yes! Maybe in my
world, I am the people, like you are the people
here. But in my world, there are monsters, and

they run after us, screeching like this!”
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And then Bob makes a noise.

I look up from my clue hunt. “That’s the
noise the monster made?”

“That’s exactly what it sounded like! Do you
remember it now? Have you ever heard such a
horrible sound?”

Actually, I have. Because the sound Bob
made was this: meow.

“Bob, I'm pretty sure that wasn’t a monster.
I think maybe it was a cat.”

“A cat? Do you mean the small domesticated
mammal? Catcher of rats and mice?”

“Um, I guess so? Most cats are cute and
friendly. And they say meow.”

“They do?” His look of terror disappears.
“Well, it doesn’t say anything about that in the
dictionary! But still, it was very brave of you,
Livy. To save me.” He smiles. Then he pats the
Sylvester rock. "And I always liked this rock!”

I think I get it. Bob saved me (from drown-
ing) and then I saved him back (by walking away

from a cat?). But none of this has helped us
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figure out anything about where Bob came
from. I'm going to have to think of something
else. I sit down hard on the Sylvester rock. It
wobbles a little.

“Livy? ”

“Yes?”

“Can we go home now? I want to introduce

Rufus to Mr. Monkey.”

We walk into the house the same way we left,
and no one even knows we were gone. When
we get upstairs, Bob lies down on the bed and
insists that he needs Band-Aids for his
scratched-up legs. I can’t see any marks on him,
but he says he heard a TV commercial once and
he definitely needs one on each knee, so I go
out to find some Band-Aids in the bathroom
cabinet. When I come back into the room, I see
Bob, still flat on the bed, with Mom standing
over him. I freeze right where I am in the
doorway.

“There you are,” Mom says, turning to me.

R USRS
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Her eyes find the Band-Aid box in my hand.
“What happened? Did you hurt yourself?”

I try not to look at Bob, who is lying very,
very still and staring straight ahead as if Mom
might not notice a tutu-wearing, green
not-zombie the size of a four-year-old. I can
see his chest moving up and down when he
breathes. In fact, I think he might be
hyperventilating.

“This?” I look at the Band-Aids as if they
just showed up and surprised me. “Oh. No! I
mean, yes! No. I have a sore toe, that’s all.”

“Let me see,” Mom says, so I take off my
sneaker and point to my big toe, and she coos over
it and puts a Band-Aid on for me. When her head
is down, I wave at Bob to get under the bed, but
he’s so busy pretending to be the world’s weirdest
stuffed animal that he doesn’t even see me.

I'm trying to figure it out. Has she seen
him? Can she see him?

A second later, I have my answer. Mom goes
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straight to the bed, flips down the blanket, and
tells me to get in. She doesn’t even tell me to
brush my teeth or anything. She says we need a
little snuggle time, and when I'm in bed, prac-
tically squashed right up against Bob, she sits
on the edge of the mattress and starts patting
my head like she does sometimes.

She can’t see him.

“I'm leaving early,” Mom says. “Before
breakfast. You'll probably still be asleep.”

“Okay.” I tell the stomachache not to show
up, but it shows up anyway.

“You're good staying here with Gran, right?
It'll be a lot more fun than all that time in the
car.”

“Sure.” Go away, I tell the stomachache.

“She can’t wait to have some real time with
you, you know.”

“I know.”

“You're going to make that cake together,

remember?”




“Yes.”

Then Mom asks if I want a story. And of
course, I do.

“Close your eyes,” she says. “Once upon a
time, there was a remarkably brave mouse
named Leah.” And she tells me about a mouse
princess with a baby mouse sister who cries at
exactly four p.m. every day, and there’s a giant
frog and a magic wishing well and a pie made
out of flies and cheese. It’s the kind of story she
hasn’t told me in a long time, the kind she used
to tell me when I was little.

My stomach doesn’t feel any better, but it
doesn’t feel worse, either.

“Did you make that up?” I ask when she gets
to the happily ever after part.

She kisses my forehead. “It’s my own silly
version of an old fairy tale.”

A fairy tale about a magic well?

Mom turns out the light, kisses me again,

and whispers, “See you in a few days.”
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“Mom?”

“Yes?”

“You're not leaving until the morning,
right?”

“Right.” She blows me one more kiss and

closes the door behind her.

“Did you hear that story?” I whisper to Bob
when she’s gone. “I wish our well were magic.”

I feel him turn his head, and all I can see in
the dark are his big wet eyes.

“I'wish I had a mother,” he says.

I don’t know what to say. Bob is alone in the
world. Totally, completely alone.

“Bob,” I say finally. “Maybe you do have a
mother. Maybe you have a whole big family!”

But he doesn’t answer.
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CHAPTER TEN

re youready?” Livy asks, standing by the

“i.door. She has a pink towel slung over
her shoulder and a fresh bar of soap in her
hand. She has decided I need a bath.

“It’s been five years,” I point out, arms
crossed. “What'’s another few days?”

She makes a big show of pinching her nose
closed.

“But what if I drown? We don’t know if I can
swim.”

“You won’t drown in the tub,” she assures




me. “It’s not even halfway full because of the
drought.”

“What if I slip down the drain? Maybe when
a not-zombie gets wet all over he shrinks up
into nothing?”

“I put the stopper in.”

“Fine,” I grumble, allowing her to lead me
out of the room. “But I can’t promise to use the
soap.”

“You'll use it all right,” she says, pushing
me ahead of her into the bathroom. She places
the bar firmly into my hands and drapes the
towel over the rim of the tub. I notice she has
taken the liberty of filling the bathtub with a
few inches of water. And bubbles. And is
that . . . one of Gran’s plastic roses floating on
top?

“I thought your first bath in five years
should be special,” she says.

I roll my eyes but pull off the red sweatshirt

and fold it carefully on the counter. I step




cautiously over to the tub. I wouldn’t want to
slip on a puddle and knock myself out.

“You're going to wear your tutu in the
bathtub?”

I'look down, half surprised to still be wear-
ing it. I shrug. “I've grown accustomed to it.” I
dip one toe in the bubbly water. “It’s warm!”

“What did you expect? It’s a bath.”

I had expected it to be cold, but I don’t know
why. I dip my toe again, then extend my foot
out to Livy. “Does my toe look smaller to you?”

Livy groans. “Your toe does not look
smaller. You are not shrinking.”

It’s true. I seem to be my same size.

“I’ll be right outside, reading.” She waves
the book with the half knight, half person on
the cover. “If Gran comes up I'll duck back in.
Will you be okay alone?”

I nod.

“Don’t forget to wash under your arms and
behind your ears.”

I roll my eyes.
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“With soap!” she says before shutting the
door behind her.

I double-check that the stopper is in place,
then put my whole foot in the tub. Then the
other. It feels . . . inviting. I slowly lower myself
the rest of the way in, feeling the water cover my
legs, then my belly, then my neck and arms. I
lean back and feel myself relax.

“Ahhh, that feels nice.” It does. It really
does feel nice. But it’s more than nice. It feels
like . . . like home. Livy must have known the
bath wasn’t just about getting clean. She wanted
to take both our minds off of last night. She
doesn’t know it, but her mother crept into our
room early this morning and kissed her good-
bye. I stood right in front of her mom and
waved. It was dark in the room, but not that
dark. She didn’t see me at all.

I close my eyes to think. If Livy’s mom
doesn’t see me at all, and a kid like Danny, who
doesn’t know me like Livy knows me, sees a chicken,

then maybe age is another clue to my magic.

T J—

T e 117 ™y,




Baths are very good at helping one think.

I had lots of time to think in the closet, of
course. I was alone, but I wasn’t alone at the same
time. I made a home for myself inside my head
and I decorated it with all the things I learned
and thought about and made with my Legos. I
got in touch with my inner Bobness.

I know Livy feels awful about leaving me in
there all those years, but after that admittedly
rocky adjustment period, and once I taught myself
to read, it was actually kind of awesome. My eyes
pop open. Ilet her feel guilty when it wasn’t even
her fault. I never told her any of the good stuff!

I quickly scrub the places she told me to—
and a few she left out. The bathwater is brown
with dirt. Guess I did need a bath after all!

I climb out of the tub just as the doorbell
rings. I stay quiet, clutching my towel and
dripping water onto the rug. Livy was right, I
should have taken off the tutu.

“Sarah!” Gran Nicholas says a few seconds

later. “How lovely to see you! Come in, come




in.” I hear Livy stand up from her post outside
the bathroom door and join Gran downstairs.
Now Gran says, “Why don’t you and Sarah catch
up in your room for a while? You two used to
giggle for hours.”

Ugh. I need to talk to Livy RIGHT NOW
and also I need to move my knight to f3 on my
next turn instead of sacrificing my bishop as I
was going to do. Baths are also good for chess
strategizing.

“I actually only came by for my hoodie,”
Sarah says quickly. “I didn’t mean to interrupt
anything. It’s just always cold at the restaurant.”

Okay, I may not know a ton about human
nature, but it sounds like the sweatshirt is just
an excuse to see Livy.

“Don’t be silly,” Gran Nicholas says. “We're
happy to have you, aren’t we, Livy?”

“Sure,” Livy says. “Your sweatshirt is up-
stairs. I'll go get it.”

But Gran insists there’s plenty of time be-

fore lunch and they should go up to play.




Super fast like the Flash, I grab the sweat-
shirt from the counter, run to the bedroom,
throw the sweatshirt on the bed, run into my
closet, and close the door.

The girls come into the room. Livyis talking
REALLY LOUDLY to warn me she’s not alone,
but she forgets I have super hearing. Or maybe
I never told her.

While they get settled I struggle to put on
the chicken suit, which has shrunk at least two
sizes. I pull on the neck to try to stretch it out,
but it doesn’t help much.

“You still have Rufus!” Sarah exclaims.

I put my eye up to the crack in the door-
frame. She is taller than Livy, with yellow hair,
and she is hugging Rufus. My Rufus. Well, not
mine exactly, but more mine than this girl’s.

I recognize her even though she got a lot big-
ger. After Old Livy left, this girl used to come up
to read the books on the bookshelf a few times.

She even took one once. I saw her tuck it under
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her jacket. She stops by to see Gran now and
again with her family, but for the past few years
she’s only been a voice downstairs. And now she’s
here at a really bad time and I wish she’d leave.

“You know Rufus?” Livy asks her.

Sarah nods.

Gran Nicholas comes in with a tray of cook-
ies and sets it down on the dresser. “Are you two
getting reacquainted?”

The girls don’t answer. I don’t think they
know what reacquainted means. I do, though, be-
cause the Rs had a lot of good words. It means
getting to know each other again. I've had a lot
of personal experience with that lately.

“I also brought you this.” Gran Nicholas
hands Livy something small and rectangular,
but I can’t tell what it is.

“Your tape recorder?” Livy asks.

“Don’t be so surprised. You girls used to
record yourselves singing into it.”

Livy reddens. “I have such a bad voice.”
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“That’s not what I remember,” Gran says.

Sarah takes the tape recorder and presses a
button. A few seconds later the unmistakable
sound of two five-year-old girls singing a pop
song fills the air. Even though I'm annoyed at
having to wait like this, I can’t help but smile.
They sound so happy and carefree. Livy sounds
like the old Livy. The one who didn’t care if her
singing voice wasn’t the best in the world.

“That’s embarrassing,” Livy says, reaching
over and switching it off.

“Totally,” Sarah says.

“I think it’s lovely,” Gran says, leaving the
room. “You two have fun.”

Livy grabs a cookie. “Sorry about taking
your sweatshirt home.”

“That’s okay,” Sarah says. I hear the bed
squeak as she sits down. “I didn’t really come
here for the hoodie.”

I knew it!
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

"/ ou didn’t?” I ask Sarah.

M% She shakes her head. “I wanted to see
you. And I kind of wanted to see if you still had
Violet and Abigail.”

“Who?”

Sarah points to the other side of the bed,
where there are two dolls sitting up on the bed-
side table. I haven’t even really looked at them
before.

“I'think those are my mom’s old dolls,” I say.

And I get this pang. My brain still hasn’t



forgotten about trying to sleep here without
Mom in the house tonight.

Sarah nods. “You were Violet. I was
Abigail.”

“Really? Did we play with dolls last time?
That’s hilarious.”

“Why hilarious?”

“Oh, not hilarious—I just mean, you know:
I haven’t touched a doll in like three years.”

“Ilike dolls,” Sarah says. “Sometimes.”

“Really? But you're—"

“I'm what?”

“Um, you just seem kind of grown-up. You
sort of have a job, even.”

“Not ‘sort of.” I do have a job,” Sarah says.
“Every Friday night and every Sunday after-
noon, at Mom’s restaurant. It’s fun when I'm in
the mood. Which is definitely not every Friday
night and Sunday afternoon.”

“So—they make you?”

“It’s not like that. We all help out. You know,
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do what we can. Even Danny does stuff to
help.”

“What can he do? He’s only seven, right?”

“He’s pretty good at setting the tables before
the restaurant opens—he knows where every-
thing goes.” Sarah glances at Mom’s dolls again
and says, “Confession. I come over here
sometimes.”

“Why?”

She shrugs. “To talk to your gran. To look
at your mom’s books.” She smiles. “And to get
away from Danny. I know you always wanted
to be a big sister, but trust me, it can be
annoying.”

I always wanted to be a big sister?

“And now you are one, which is cool. I know
your baby sister can’t do much yet. But soon
she’ll follow you everywhere.”

“Everywhere? Even to the bathroom?”

Sarah nods and then makes a face. “Every-

where. So sometimes I used to come over here
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and pretend this was my room, and my bed, and
my books. . . .”

“And your dolls?”

She looks at them again.

“Have you ever played truth or dare?” I ask
her.

She shakes her head.

“I'll teach you.”

Truth or dare is simple: You either do the
dare or you have to answer one question, and
you have to answer it honestly. I start off easy,
daring Sarah to go down to the kitchen and
bring something back without saying one word
to Gran, even if she’s standing right there.

Sarah nods and marches off. As soon as
she’s gone, [ run to the closet to check on Bob.

“When is she leaving®” Bob asks. “I have
something to tell you.”

“Soon,” I say. He’s wearing what’s left of the
chicken suit. It’s tight.

He huffs a little. “How soon?”




“Do you know her?” I ask. “She says she
hung out in here sometimes.”

He nods. "Sometimes she came and looked
at the dolls. Once she almost opened the closet!
I'hope you're not thinking of playing chess with
her, because I have a really good move. That’s
our game. Oh great, here she comes!” He pulls
the closet door closed one second before Sarah
walks in holding an egg.

“My turn!” she says.

I casually turn my back to the closet as if
there isn’t a jealous green mysterious creature
inside. “Okay. I pick. . . dare.”

“And you have to do whatever I dare you to
do? Or answer one question with the absolute
truth? Is that right?”

I tell her yes, that’s exactly right.

And then Sarah dares me to drink a raw egg.

“Are you sure that you haven’t played this
game before?” I ask suspiciously. “You seem

very good at it.” Because this is exactly the kind




of dare I would come up with if I really wanted
to make someone choose truth.

“I'm a fast learner,” she says, holding up the
egg. “So are you going to drink it? I could get
you a cup.”

I shake my head. “I'll take truth.”

Sarah smiles, throwing herself onto the
middle of the bed. She leans over to grab Abi-
gail and Violet, and then gets up on her knees,
holding up one doll in each hand. “Here’s my
question: Do you redlly not like playing with
dolls anymore®? Or do you just think you're too
cool to play with dolls?”

She kind of sticks her hip out when she says
cool, but she’s still smiling, and suddenly I like
Sarah. I walk over and say, “Which one is Violet
again?”

She waggles the one wearing the blue dress.
I take it from her and push Violet’s black yarn
hair out of her cloth face. Her dress is nice,

actually. It's got puff sleeves and a shiny purple
Y gotp y purp
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sash. “Okay, fine,” I say. “Dolls are sort of fun.”

“I'knew it!” Sarah hugs Abigail to her chest
and says, “Let’s forget truth or dare. Let’s have
a dance party with Abigail and Violet!” She
hops off the bed and presses play on the tape
recorder, which is still lying on the floor, and
our screechy five-year-old voices start spilling
out of it again.

She grabs Abigail’s hands and starts danc-
ing her around at the foot of the bed, looking
totally ridiculous. So I hold Violet’s tiny little
hands and start doing the tango. It’s this crazy
old dance my dad showed me once. When the
horrible singing finally stops, we fall down on
the rug, breathing hard. It’s kind of great. I
wonder if Sarah might be the kind of friend I
can talk to. At home, some of my friends are
like that. But not all of them. I thought Maya
was like that, until she told Audrey how my dad
had to come and pick me up because I was too

scared to sleep over.

P ) 129 , S N




There’s a clicking sound from the tape re-
corder, which I guess we left running. And then
I hear my voice, alone, saying:

“This is a story for when you're lonely, Bob.
It’s called, um . . . “The Cow and the Pig.” One
day a dog named Tucker was walking down the
road . ..”

I slam my hand down on top of it, hitting all
the buttons at once. My voice stops.

“That was so cute!” Sarah says. “A story
about a dog called “The Cow and the Pig’!”

“Yeah, ha!” I say. “Funny.”

“Who'’s Bob?” she asks, sticking a cookie in
her mouth. “You asked about him before.
There’s no Bob around here.”

When I can’t think of what to say, she says,
“Maybe Bob was your invisible friend.”

“I...had an invisible friend?”

She flops back on the rug and says, “Sure,
we both did. Mine was called Philippa.”

I hear a little noise from inside the closet
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behind me and quickly move my foot so it might
seem like I just kicked the door by accident.

“You remember a lot about when I was here
before,” I tell Sarah.

“Well, we don’t get a lot of visitors. Hey,
speaking of your invisible friend, have you dug
up your time capsule yet?”

“My what?”

“Your time capsule! That’s what you called
it. You said you were going to bury it before you
went back home.”

This feels important. “Do you happen to
remember where I buried it?”

She smiles. “Sorry. I can’t remember things
I never knew. You said it was for your invisible
friend. Maybe you should ask him.”

And then she laughs.

g, e




CHAPTER TWELVE

ivy laughs, too, but only for a second.
4 Then she asks, all casual-like, “Is Philippa
still around?”

My little green heart is beating so fast (at
least I think my heart is green). AM I AN
INVISIBLE FRIEND? Is that what I am? No
superpowers or magic? Is that why Livy’s mom
couldn’t see me? And perhaps most impor-
tantly, IS THERE SOMEONE ELSE LIKE
ME? I hold my breath until Sarah answers.

“Not anymore, of course.”
Y



Instead of being disappointed, my heart
quickens even more. Does that mean Sarah’s
invisible friend found her way home? Maybe
Sarah knows how to get ME home, too. Ask her, 1
want to shout to Livy. Ask her how she got Philippa home.

“Oh,” Livy says quickly. “I mean, duh, of
course.” She grabs a cookie from the plate. I
can tell she’s not going to let this drop. Still
making it sound like no big deal, she asks, “So,
what kinds of things did you guys do together?
Philippa, I mean.”

Sarah reaches for another cookie, too. At
the rate they are chomping through these cook-
ies the hope of any being left over for me is
shrinking. I am amazed that I can still think of
snacks at an important moment like this, but
there you have it.

“Well, one time you came over and we all
had a tea party.”

Livy stops chewing. “I brought my invisible

friend over to your house for a tea party?”
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Sarah shakes her head. “No, it was only the
three of us. You said yours wouldn’t want to get
dressed up and pretend to drink from little
cups.”

I have to smile. Livy always looked out for
me.

“Though I bet he’d look pretty cute in a
tutu,” Livy says rather loudly. Clearly she knows
I'm eavesdropping.

“If you say so,” Sarah says, then adds, "I
haven’t thought about Philippa in years.”

“What happened to her? At the end, I
mean.”

I know Livy’s face so well that even though
herbackis to me I know she’s holding her breath
right now. This is it! This is when I find out
how I'll get home! I press my eye right up to the
crack and hold my breath, too.

Sarah shrugs. “I got bored of pretending to
see her, I guess.”

“Oh,” Livy says. It’s a sad oh. Sarah’s invisi-

ble friend wasn’t real. Not in the same way I'm

Ty
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real. I feel foolish and slump down to the floor.
Unfortunately I land squarely on the mast of
the pirate ship and then jump back up with
Legos sticking where Legos shouldn't stick. I
must have made a noise, because both girls turn
to face the closet.

Livy jumps up. “Thanks for coming today,
it was fun. I'm still kindajet—lagged though, so
I think I'm gonna take a nap.”

“Okay,” Sarah says, standing up from the
rug.

Livy looks all around the room and grabs
one of those creepy dolls. “Do you want to bor-
row Abigail? I'm sure my mom won’t mind.”

“No thanks,” Sarah says. And I think she’s
finally going to leave, because one hand is on
the doorknob, but then she says, “"Do you want
to hang out later?”

“I can’t,” Livy says. “I'm making a cake with
my grandmother now that the baby is out of the
house.”

Then they leave to walk downstairs and I
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come out of my closet and sit on the edge of the
bed. Only crumbs are left on the cookie tray.

Why am I not surprised?

Livy comes back in and closes the door and
flops on the bed. “I think you need a larger
chicken suit. That one’s like, five times too
small for you now.” Before I can argue that no
one taught me proper laundry techniques, she
reaches under the pillow and pulls out a cookie.
“Saved you one.”

I'lean past the cookie and reach around and
hug her bony shoulders.

“You smell clean, but what was that for?”
she asks when I finally let go.

“For the cookie. For not making me go to a
tea party. For tape-recording stories for me to
listen to even though I never got them.”

“Guess you saw the dancing,” she says.

“You've got some good moves.”

She smiles. “I do, don’t I?”

“You don’t need to feel bad about leaving



me in the closet,” I blurt out, then take a bite of
the cookie. I chomp and talk and crumbs fly out
as [ try to explain how I was never alone because
I had my imagination to keep me company.

Man, this cookie tastes good!

When I finally run out of words, she says,
“Didn’t anyone tell you not to talk with your
mouth full? All I heard between crunches was
something about you exploring your inner
Bob.”

I swallow my last bite. “That’s pretty much
the gist of it.”

“You have a Lego stuck to your leg,” she says,
reaching over to pluck it off. “You really didn’t
get tired of building that same ship over and
over?”

I'smile. “In between I'’d make whatever word
I was reading in the dictionary. The aardvark
was my first. I was particularly proud of that
one.”

She tilts her head at me. “How many
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different objects can you make from one pirate
ship?”

“Exactly three thousand and nine. So far.”

She nods, clearly impressed. It is impressive.

“So it was a ship but also all those other
things.”

“Yes.”

She tosses the Lego piece backinto the closet
and grabs her shoes.

“Where are you going?” I ask.

“We are going to search the farm for that
time capsule Sarah talked about. One thing
can be lots of other things, right? So a time
capsule can also be a clue. Who knows what I
put in there. It could take a while to find it, so
bring a flashlight.”

My spirits rise and rise. We're going on an
adventure! “We don’t need to bring one,” I tell
her with a grin.

“Why not?”

“Because I know exactly where you buried

”

it.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

distract Gran by asking for a snack while Bob

_islips out the back door. We’re supposed to
meet under the farthest tree in the yard, near
our Sylvester rock. I find him relaxing against
the tree trunk with his eyes closed and his legs
straight out in front of him.

“You look happy,” I tell him. I hand him
half a slice of banana bread and kneel beside
the rock to get to work, feeling around its edges.
It’s a big rock. How are we going to get under
this thing? How could I have hidden something

under it when I was five?



“I am happy,” Bob says cheerfully. “We're
together, aren’t we? We're outside! And we're
looking for clues. We're going to find my

( - mother. Like you said,

my large family! So I
— won't be lonely
when you leave

“again.” He smiles

-~ into the sun.
“Plus, I have ba-

 nana bread! It’s like a

banana, with bread!”

I glance at him as I




try to scrape the dirt out from under one side of
the rock. It gets under my nails and up my nose.
“Don’t get your hopes up, okay, Bob?”

He blinks at me. “Why not? Old Livy never
told me not to get my hopes up.”

“I'm just . . . being careful. Of your feel-

ings. Okay? We don’t know for sure that we’ll

| find anything here.”




“Oh, we will,” Bob says. “We will find what-
ever the old Livy hid underneath the Sylvester
rock! For me, her invisible friend.”

Bob is one hundred percent sure that the
old Livy hid the invisible-friend time capsule
under the Sylvester rock. He says that for the
last two days she was at Gran’s, Old Livy got a
“certain look” on her face whenever we got near
this rock.

“That’s how you know?” I asked him. “My
expression? Five years ago?”

Bob nodded. “Oh yes. Whenever we came
close to this rock, Old Livy’s face said, ‘I've got
a secret.” It was loud and clear.”

I know it sounds ridiculous, but it’s worth a
try. We have to start looking somewhere. And I
have to admit that Bob is pretty good at reading
faces. Especially mine.

So I'm scratching the hard-packed dirt away
from the sides of the rock, trying to find any

gaps where I might have hidden something.

A g 14D gm— e



Now I'm pretty much coated in dirt-dust. I
sneeze.

I look over at Bob. His eyes are closed.

“Hey! Why are you just sitting there?”

“I'm not just sitting here! I'm feeling the
sun on my face. And I'm also being careful of
you.”

I sit back on my heels and try to slap some of
the dirt off my hands. It makes a big dust cloud
that makes me sneeze again. “Careful of me?
What are you talking about?”

He gets a patient look on his face. I'm pretty
good at reading Bob’s face, too, I realize. “I am
being careful of your fingers, Livy. You are
playing very near the rock, and I don’t want to
drop it on you when I pick it up.” He smiles and
closes his eyes again. “Just tell me when you're
done playing in the dirt. 'm notin a hurry. I'm
just enjoying the outdoors.”

I'stand up. “Bob, I'm not playing, I'm work-

ing. And we can’t ‘pick up’ this rock. This rock
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is huge. First, we're going to dig out some of the
dirt underneath and then we’ll both get on one
side and we’ll try to tilt—"

I stop talking.

Bob has picked up the rock and is holding it
over his head. “Where should I put it?” he asks.
“If you're done playing?”

Speechless, I point to the tree he was lean-
ing against, and he carefully props the rock
against the tree trunk.

“Bob,” I say. “You’re—strong.”

He nods. “Yes.”

“How did you—Look!” Because there is
something lying in a little dug-out place in the
dirt, almost exactly where I had just been dig-
ging. There must have been a little hollow spot
under one edge of the rock. But five years later,
it’s packed hard with dirt.

“You were right, Bob!” I brush the dirt off
the top of whatever it is and pick it up. It’s a glass

jar, sealed with a metal lid.

e
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Bob doesn’t even look surprised. He just
gently puts the Sylvester rock back into place, as
casually as Superman would.

I try the lid, but it won’t turn.

Bob takes the jar from me, but says, “Let’s
open it at Gran’s, after you wash your hands.
This is Old Livy’s treasure, and I don’t want to
get it dirty.”

Bob does his best chicken walk all the way
back to the house. It doesn’t seem to matter that

chickens can’t really hold things.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

7" ) ran is on the phone in the den and we slip
right past her and up the stairs. Her voice
is crackly and high-pitchy, which means she’s
talking to the bank again.

After I supervise her handwashing, Livy
gets to work twisting off the lid. She grunts. She
groans. I try to keep still but it is not easy. Fi-
nally she lowers her arms. "This is on good! I
must have been stronger when I was five.”

“You were different strong,” 1 tell her,

holding out my palm. She places the jar in my



hand and I only have to twist the tiniest bit and
the lid pops off.

“I'm sure you loosened it up,” I tell her,
handing it back.

“Uh-huh.” She peeks in, then turns it over.
It takes a few forceful shakes before three things
fall out onto the bed—two pieces of black licorice
and a rolled-up photograph of Old Livy sitting
on the floor in front of the bookshelf in this
very room, reading a book upside down. The
book is upside down, that is. Livy herself is
right side up.

And that’s it. I look at her and she looks at
me.

“I"d have thought a time capsule would con-
tain more stuff,” I say, grabbing a piece of the
licorice.

“You're not really gonna eat that, right? It’s
five years old!”

I pop it in my mouth. “Stale licorice is bet-

ter than no licorice any day.” Livy’s hand darts
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out and grabs the second piece before I can
get it.

“Let’s make sure you survive the first one,”
she says, sticking it in her pocket. She picks up
the photograph.

“Why would I have put this one picture in
there?” she wonders out loud. I'm kind of in-
sulted there’s nothing about me in the jar.
Would it have been so hard to put in a feather
from my chicken suit?

She picks up the photo, then flips it over.
“Hey, Bob. Look! Something’s glued onto the
back.” She peels it off and holds it up with a
grin. “It’s a feather from your chicken suit!”

I smile sheepishly, ashamed of myself. Of
course Livy wouldn’t have left me out. I take the
feather and stick it onto one of the many bare
spots on my belly. It’s in much better condition
than all the rest.

“The picture is pretty cute,” I tell her, look-

ing closer. Old Livy is obviously pretending to
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read the oversized book. It looks like a cool
book, with lots of colorful pictures on both
covers. [ twist my head until I can read the title.
“Fairy and Folk Tales from A to Z.” It’s like my
dictionary! A to ! I don’t think I know any fairy
or folk tales, but Livy does, or at least her
mother does.

Livy studies the picture, too. Suddenly she
grabs my arm. “Bob! Who does that look like on
the cover?” She stabs her finger at the picture.

“What do you mean?” I turn it so the book
cover is facing the right way and try to identify
the objects from the cover. “Is that a mermaid®”

“Yes,” she says impatiently. “It’s a mermaid
on a rock, a three-headed lion, a lumberjack, a
fairy, and you!”

“Me!” I grab the photo back. The only
drawing on the cover I don’t recognize as one of
those other things is some kind of short green
creature with one eyebrow. Okay, I see why

she’d think I bear a slight resemblance to the
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creature in the drawing, but no. I shake my
head. “I think you just insulted the character in
the book. He’s much more handsome than me.”

“Bob,” she says. “You look EXACTLY like
this guy.” She pushes me out the door of the
bedroom and into the bathroom and makes me
face the mirror. I take a step back. I've never
really looked at myself before! I turn this way
and that, admiring my reflection from all
angles.

“I'm not half bad!”

I keep preening because it’s making her
laugh. Then she stops. “Seriously, though. This
book must tell us what you are. It’s been here all
along! C’'mon!” She races back to her room and
I hurry after. The phone rings and I hear Gran
answer it downstairs. Maybe the bank is calling
back.

“It’s got to be here somewhere,” Livy is say-
ing, pulling books off the shelves with both
hands.

It’s not on the shelves.
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“Maybe it’s under the bed,” she says. She
throws back the covers and ducks down and
spreads her arms out like she’s swimming.

It’s not under the bed.

“Where else could it be?” she asks, throw-
ing up her hands.

I think about it, and it hits me that I know
exactly where it is! “Livy, the book is at—"

But before I can tell her that Sarah took it
after Livy went back home last time, Gran
shouts upstairs. “Livy! Please come down right
away. I need you!” She sounds more urgent than
I've ever heard her, even more worked up than
the time a woman from the bank came all the
way to the house.

Livy looks torn, but only for a second. She
says, “I'll be right back—keep looking.” I open
my mouth, but she’s already flying down the
stairs. I sit on the bed and wait. That’s where I
am when the front door slams and Gran’s car
drives away. With Livy in it!

Well that stinks.




I move to the top of the stairs and listen to
all the silence, my chest tight and my head
swimmy. This is a familiar feeling. I call it the
Feeling of Livy Leaving Suddenly Without
Telling Me When or If She’s Coming Back. I
know this feeling well.

I stand up from the stairs. Livy’s not gone
for good. I know that this time. No more feeling
sorry for myself and waiting. I have a book with
a strikingly handsome green creature on the
cover to find, and there’s no time to waste.

I straighten my head comb and use the tape
on the desk in the corner of the kitchen to se-
cure a few feathers that are hanging loose. 1
grab two pickles and a loaf of bread, eat one
pickle and two slices of bread with butter. Then
I continue my rushing out.

I am a not-zombie fake chicken on a

mission!




CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Tarah’s restaurant is full of worried people

and worried voices. A man and a woman
stand together over a table, sketching and la-
beling maps on paper tablecloths: Everett’s
Paddock, the bush behind Callen’s Place, Horse
Paddock East, Horse Paddock West. And un-
derneath they’re writing people’s names. I look
around for Sarah, her mom or her grandpa,
but they aren’t here. I don’t know anyone here.
I squeeze the pawn in my hand and tell myself,

Bob. Don't forget Bob.



I didn’t even have a chance to tell him where
we were going. When I ran downstairs, Gran
was hanging up her yellow kitchen phone.

She said, “Get your shoes on, honey.”

“I'm wearing them,” I said, pointing to my
sandals.

“No—your sneakers.”

By the time I found them, Gran was already
out the door, and I had to run to catch up.

“Danny is missing,” she told me, starting
the car. “He never came home for lunch. Don'’t
worry yet—" She tried to give me a quick smile.
“He does this from time to time. But the town

is organizing a search.”

Gran and I are at the restaurant to help. “This
is Sarah’s aunt Diedre,” Gran says quickly.
“And her husband, Malcolm.” She turns to
them. “What can we do?”

Diedre scans the paper. “You okay with

walking the northeast quadrant of the bush
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behind Callen’s Place?” She points to one of
her sketches. “From the sheep fence up to the
road? I know it’s a lot, but there’s so much
ground to cover.”

“Of course,” Gran says. “We'll go right
now.”

Malcolm presses a little paper bag into
Gran’s hand and another one into mine. “The
restaurant’s telephone number is in there in
case you have something to tell us, and some
snacks and water. It's hot. Don’t forget to
hydrate.”

Gran nods and feels for my hand without

looking at me, and then we are out the door and

into the sunlight again.




CHAPTER SIXTEEN

?Z‘;% ?égt%

| peck and side-step my way down the dirt

~iroad that leads from Gran’s farmhouse to
Sarah’s farmhouse next door. If her grandpa is
home with the little boy it will be harder to
sneak in, but I have fooled them before, so my
confidence is high. Well, high-ish.

Three cars and a tractor pass me on the road
and I cough from the dirt their wheels send up.
I leap into the tall, brown grass on the side of
the road each time I hear one coming. Now I

am dirty and scratched up by the pointy grass. I do

not look my best.



I've never been this far from the house be-
fore. It’s scary but kind of exciting, too. I'm like
the great explorers of the old days, setting out
on new adventures, discovering faraway lands.

Except I can still see Livy’s bedroom window
from here.

I must say, I have excellent eyesight.

I peck and side-step a few more minutes,
but it’s slow going this way. I decide to run be-
cause chickens can run. I am not even out of
breath when I reach the farmhouse. Not to
brag, it’s just a fact. I am learning all sorts of
things about myself on this journey already!

The farmhouse is bigger than Gran’s, but
the wood is painted alime green that I find a bit
off-putting. Some of the grass in the front yard
is scorched. They must have had a small fire.
Gran’s always worrying about fires in the bush
during a long drought like this one. I guess it
can happen on farms, too. Scary. The house
seems fine, though.

I crouch in the tall grass across the street,
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and with my really good vision I scope out the
place. One should always scope out one’s sur-
roundings before sneaking in. Gran watches a
lot of detective shows, so I know a lot about
stakeouts.

This is what I see:

Driveway: one brown truck, one white car
with a thick blue stripe down the side. The white
car is very dirty. White is not a sensible color in
hot, dusty environments.

Front lawn: a folding table with a round-
shaped bald man in a folding chair behind it.
The man wears a blue outfit with a badge on his
chest and is handing a map to a lady and two
boys a few years younger than Livy, both in
shorts and round hats that are too big for
them.

The man in blue is a policeman. Why is a
policeman sitting outside Sarah’s house? He is
not selling lemonade. I shrink farther back

into the bush and peek out between the reeds. I
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don’t want to be spotted by the long arm of the
law.

When I am certain there is no one else
around, I sneak up the driveway, being sure to
keep on the far side of the parked cars. The po-
liceman doesn’t even look up from his note-
book. I'm THAT good.

I keep going around the side of the house,
past the chickens in their coop. They cluck and
eye me suspiciously. I am unliked by chickens
everywhere. They don’t seem convinced that I
am one of them. In my current sorry state, I
don’t blame them.

The fields of Sarah’s house are in even worse
condition than Gran’s. Most of the ground is
bare, with only a few wilted sunflowers here
and there.

I hurry past a sad-looking cow who is too
busy flicking flies away from her ears to pay me
any attention. Their kitchen door is where ours

is, so I expect it to be unlocked, like ours is. But




when I reach up to turn the knob, I discover my
luck has run out. Then I notice the square cut
out of the bottom of the door. A thin plastic
flap hangs in front with a picture of a dog bone
printed on it. I am going to have to crawl
through a door clearly made for a dog. This is
not one of my finer moments. I am glad Livy is
not here to watch.

I suck in my belly and wiggle headfirst
through the hole and onto the hard kitchen
floor. At least there’s no dog snarling down at
me. I use the shiny surface of the oven to adjust
my chicken outfit and to dust off the worst of
the patches of dirt I've brought in with me.

The kitchen looks like someone left in a big
hurry. Cabinets hang open and a half-eaten
meal sits out on the table. I can hear the police-
man outside talking on the phone, so there’s no
time to spare. Still, I do manage to finish a
cheese sandwich that only had one bite taken

out of it. Keeping up one’s strength is very

T



important when on a mission like this, and I
will need enough energy to make it back to our
house.

May as well take the ham slice, too.

I wash down the ham with a glass of milk as
I'bound up the stairs two at a time. I find Sar-
ah’s room easily because of the red sweatshirt in
the middle of the floor. Also, it says SARAH’S
ROOM in multicolored letters on the door. I
open drawers and push aside the clothes hang-
ing in her wardrobe, spotting other books, but
not the right one. I feel slightly guilty for in-
vading her privacy, but this wouldn’t be neces-
sary if she’d just returned the book when she
was finished with it.

I'sit on the floor and lean against the back of
the bed and think. If it’s not here, then where?
I stare out into the hallway, and my eyes wander
across the hall to Sarah’s little brother’s room.
I jump up.

Danny!

. g
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He had a book with him that day at the well!
I wasn’t paying close attention at the time, but
there were definitely a collection of drawings
decorating the cover. And it was a big book, just
like the one in the photograph! He could have
taken it from Sarah’s room, or maybe Sarah
had meant to return it to Livy and he found it.

Or I could be totally wrong and it was a dif-
ferent book with him at Gran’s well and Sarah
lost the fairy-tale book years ago or returned it
to the public library by mistake. Gran did that
once. I heard her on the phone trying to get
it back.

His room is even messier than his sister’s.
Frankly, I'm surprised their mother lets them
get away with this. I repeat the lifting and
opening and looking under things. Then I
glance up at the wall above the bed and see
something that stops me in my tracks.

It’'s a painting of a well, like the one in

Gran’s yard, only this one has a trickling creek
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running past it and a weird tree beside it, and
it’s made of brick instead of stone. I climb on
the bed and stand in front of the picture to get
a better look. The paint is still slightly wet in
places.

Other than the wonky tree, I can’t see any-
thing too special about the painting. But just as
I'm about to hop off to continue my search for
the book, I spot a detail that makes me lean so
close to the painting that my nose comes away
with a dab of blue sky on it.

On the far side of the well, something is climb-
ing out. Something with four long, green fin-
gers that grip the side of the brick wall.

A shiver and a kind of numb feeling begins
in my face and extends down to my toes when I

spot the small words painted across the bottom

of the well.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

LIVY

"0) ran and I have a rule for the bush (which

s what Australians call the woods): We

have to be close enough to see each other. We're
walking along a dirt path that she tells me used
to be a creek bed. She tells me to watch where I
put my feet. She doesn’t say so, but I'm pretty
sure it’s because of snakes. I have a whistle in my
jeans pocket “just in case we get separated,” and
also to blow once in a while in case Danny can
hear it.

I also have a system Gran doesn’t know



anything about. My black pawn is in the same
pocket as my whistle. So every time I blow the
whistle, I feel the pawn and think, Bob. I can’t
stand the thought of forgetting him again.

“Do you think Danny’s okay?” I ask Gran.

She nods. “Danny’s an explorer. He knows
the bush around here. It’s been his nature to wan-
der ever since he could walk upright. The prob-
lem is that he isn’t so great about keeping track
of the time. Blow that whistle again, will you?”

I blow my whistle as hard as I can.

We listen, in case Danny is calling back to
us. Nothing.

“Was my mom like that too when she was
little? A wanderer?”

Gran shook her head. “She wasn’t much of a
bush wanderer. More of a traveler, if you know
what I mean. Good head on her shoulders from
the beginning. A pleasure to spend time with. I
just wish I got to spend more of mine with her.

And with you.”
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Gran is alone, too. I don’t know why I never
thought of it before. I think of the last five
years, and Gran and Bob living in the same
house all that time. I can’t decide if it’s nice or
just really sad.

“Why don’t you move to America? You
could live at our house! I'm sure Mom and Dad
wouldn’t mind.”

Gran nods. "They've offered. Problem is, I
love it here.” She raises her arms and kind of
waves at the trees. "I love the place and I love the
people.”

So maybe it’s not sad that Gran lives alone.
Maybe it’s a choice.

“But what if it never rains again here?” I
ask her.

She makes a quick face—like a face she might
make if I were blowing that whistle right in her
ear. Then she says, "I guess I'll have to take that
question one day at a time.”

I'm not sure what to say to that. Because



what if it really never rains here again? Gran
catches my hand and we swing our arms back
and forth together. It feels good. Then she says,
“So you're feeling okay about staying over
tonight?”

Mom has obviously told her about my
sleepover problems. “Yeah. I think so.” I wait.
No stomachache. Small twinge-y feeling, but
no stomachache.

She squeezes my hand. “Good. You know
what your mom used to do when she couldn’t
sleep? She put a book under her pillow.”

“She never told me that.”

Gran smiles. “She said it helped her dream.”

I picture that: Mom, my age, in the four-
poster bed, dreaming. It feels good.

“Blow that whistle again,” Gran says.

I blow. We listen. No Danny.

Then Gran says, “You were quite a wan-

derer yourself when you were here last.”
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“Yes, you!” she says. “You know it was just
you and me for a few days last time you came,
right? Your mom was away seeing friends, just
like she is now. Well, one morning I come
downstairs at six a.m. and there you are sitting
at the breakfast table in your pajamas, big in-
nocent smile on your face. You had even set the
table! Knife, fork, and cup for you; knife, fork,
and cup for me. Only problem was that your
pajamas looked like you’d been out in the bush
all night in the rain—leaves and dirt and any-
thing else you can think of that you might find
on the ground. Everywhere. Your pockets were
full of it. And you were wet.”

I have a pretty good idea which morning
this was. “Gran, how do you think I got wet?”

She shakes her head. “Livy, to this day [ have
no earthly idea how you got wet, and believe me
when I say I've put serious thought into it. I
thought, maybe the pig trough? But no, that
gate was latched, way up high. I checked. The




whole episode scared the heck out of me, actu-
ally. After that I started waking myself up at
four a.m. to watch the doors.”

“Wow,” I say. “That’s weird.” It probably
wouldn’t be a big comfort to her to know that
I'm ninety-nine percent sure I fell into her
well.

Gran says, “Blow that whistle again, Livy.”

I'blow. We listen. No Danny.

“Gran, do you remember a book with a
mermaid on the cover? And—some other
stuff?”

We're walking uphill now, and she’s breath-
ing hard. “Your big book, you mean?”

“What do you mean, my big book?”

“That’s what you called it—your big book. I
think it was called The Big Book of Fairy Tales. Some-
thing like that. It was your mother’s, when she
was a girl. I used to read it to her, but you never

let me read it to you.” She smiles.

“Why not?”
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“You said you liked to make your own sto-
ries. You couldn’t read a word, but you looked
at that book a lot. I guess you liked the
pictures.”

“What kind of pictures?”

“Well, mermaids,. like you said.” She’s still a
little bit out of breath.

“Anything else?”

“Oh, sure. Elves, maybe? Fairies? I'm sorry,
sweetie. I haven’t seen that one in a while.”
Gran’s distracted, looking at her ripped paper-
tablecloth map. “We should turn left soon.
There’s a big rock about a quarter mile ahead.
We'll turn right after that.”

We walk on. The hill gets steeper. I scan the
woods. No Danny. I climb up on a fallen tree
trunk and turn around in a circle, looking. I
blow my whistle, two toots. I hear a few answer-
whistles from the other searchers—two toots.
But no Danny. I'm about to climb down when I
see a flash of orange. A very familiar shade of

orange. Bob! I glance around—where did he go?
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I squeeze my pawn. Scan, turn, scan—

Then I see it—one skinny green arm, waving
at me, semi-desperately. He’s right beside the
path a little way ahead of us. But Gran is slow-
ing down.

“Gran. Let’s keep going.”

“Actually, my dear, I think I need to sit

down for a few minutes.”
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

o

o

| ) id anyone else just see a chicken shimmy
down that drainpipe?” one of the

big-hatted boys had shouted. “It had something
rolled up under its wing!”

“Maybe it was a wombat,” his friend (or
brother) had suggested.

“This was no wombat!”

The woman with them swatted them on the
heads and said not to tell tales.

It was epic.

I wait for Livy to join me behind the tree.



“Wait till you hear what I've learned!” I say
when she finally arrives, huffing and puffing.
She puts up a give me a minute finger. Then she
takes out a whistle and blows hard into it.
Twice.

I put my hands over my ears. “Ouch! Finely
tuned sense of sound, remember?”

“Sorry. I have to blow it every two minutes.”
We hear two more whistle blows, close by but
less painful. Livy smiles. “That’s Gran. She’s
resting.” She twists around, likely making sure
we're alone, before asking, “What are you doing
here, Bob?”

“After you left me without saying anything
even though you know I'm sensitive about
that . . .” I pause as she reaches out to pat me on
the head, a gesture I choose to interpret as an
apology. Then I continue. “I decided to make
myself useful.” I take a deep breath and try to
untangle all my thoughts before continuing. “I

remembered that Sarah had taken the book




from your mom’s shelf and I went to get it back.
And look!” I hold up the picture I took off the
wall. The painting is a little smudged by my
nose pressing against it, but only a little. “Look
at that hand!”

She grabs it. “Where did you get this?”

“From over Danny’s bed. He must have
made it after reading the story!”

She leans in so close her nose comes away
with a spot of blue, too!

“And what do you think well dweller means? I
still haven’t gotten up to the Ws in my dictionary
yet.”

When she looks at me her eyes are shining.
“Bob, I don’t think it’s in the dictionary. But
this is it! The final clue we were looking for!
You came out of Gran’s well. You did! Rufus fell
in, and I fell in, and you were there to save us!”

I frown. “But I don'’t feel like I came from a
well. And visiting it yesterday didn’t bring back

any memories.”



“I know, but maybe that’s part of how your
magic protects you or something.”

“Protects me by making me forget where I
came from? What kind of second-rate magic is
that?”

“It’s not the best,” Livy agrees. “I bet the
book would tell us more.”

“Yes! Let’s go ask Danny where it is.”

She frowns. “No one is sure where Danny is
right now. I should have told you that right
away. That’s why Gran took me. There’s a big
search on for him.”

That would explain all the commotion and
the policeman! “What are we waiting for then?
Let’s go find him!”

“I know! I'm trying!” She turns back to the
painting. “Maybe we could use this painting as
a map. He could be at this very well right now!
Look, there’s a weird tree near it like this.” She

holds out her arms and makes them all crooked

and tilts her head. “And there’s a creek bed
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leading up to it, too, just like the one we're
standing on.”

I look down. The dirt-filled creek is only
about an inch or two lower than the ground on
either side of it. We’d been using it like a path
through the trees. “Livy, if neither of us passed
the tree on our way here, it has to still be up
ahead.”

We take off running along the path, head-
ing deeper and deeper into the bush. Livy con-
tinues blowing that awful whistle every two
minutes, making me jump even though I know
it’s coming. Gran’s responses are getting fainter
as we get farther away. We’ll have to find the
well soon or else go back before Gran gets too
worried and people start searching for us.

We step over broken twigs and bits of bark
and I'm glad my feet are thick. Seedpods keep
cracking and making us jump, thinking it’s the
sound of a fire starting. Finally we stumble into
a small clearing and Livy grabs my arm and

points. “It’s the weird tree!”






She’s right! And behind the tree, almost
completely hidden by its long, oddly shaped
branches and surprisingly green leaves, is a
large brick well. My heart thumps with
anticipation.

The first thing that I notice as we approach
is the complete lack of a green hand gripping
the edge of the well, or signs of any hands at
all—green or Danny-sized. My shoulders sag.
Were we wrong about everything? Was the
drawing just a picture Danny made when he was
bored?

She shuffles one way around the well, and
I go the other. At the same time, we shout,
“Danny!”

Because here he is, leaning against the back
of the well, the missing book open on his lap.
He sees us and points to a cardboard box on the
ground beside him.

“No one came to take it.”
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

hen Danny stands up, I grab his hand

like he might run somewhere. “Are
you okay? A lot of people are looking for you.”

The well seems to smother my words. It feels
different from Gran’s well. Like this might be
the deepest, quietest place in the world. I step
up to the well wall and peer into the murky
darkness.

“Again?” Danny pulls his hand away. “I
know my way home.”

Then I notice Bob, who seems torn between



the box on the ground and the book in Danny’s
hand.

The book in his hand! He’s holding the book with
Bob on the cover!

“I think there might be a cupcake inside
that box,” Bob whispers to me.

But I'm a lot more interested in the book.

“Can I see the story?” I ask Danny. He
knows the one I mean. He hands over the book.

“It’s not true anyway,” Danny says as I read
down the table of contents. “There are only two
wells around here. The one in your gran’s yard
and this abandoned one. I've waited and waited
at both of them, and they never come. It’s all
alie.”

The story titled “The Well Dwellers” is only
two pages long. I hold the book open, and Bob
jumps in front of me.

I skim: Well dwellers possess a secret and powerful
magic. They can make things grow. They live all over the world

in secret—

i "WM:;%NAW”“*WW 180 ‘e rﬂ:’:“\? T



“Bob,” I say, “move your head—I can't see!”

Danny is staring. “Your chicken is named
Bob?”

Oops.

Bob isn’t even trying to act like a chicken.
He sticks out one long green finger and points.
Then he starts to screech.

Or I thought he was screeching, at first. Af-
ter awhile I figure out that he’s actually talking.
He’s saying, “Meeeeeee! Meeeeeeeee!”

And he’s touching the picture on the page.
It’s definitely a picture of Bob.

Same green head.

Same green arms.

Same green body.

Same crooked smile. ,

Standing right next to a well. It’s not this
exact well. But it’s not that different, either.

“Bob!” I shout. “That’s YOU. Maybe this
well is a passageway. Maybe it leads to your

home.”
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Danny’s mouth is hanging open. He says,
“A chicken in a well?”

Bob breaks into a smile and starts jumping
up and down. He turns and actually tries to hug
the well. “Oh, Livy! Do you think so? Do you
really—"

He stops. He freezes.

I freeze.

Danny freezes.

Because there is a kind of rumbling coming
from inside the well.

“What'’s that noise?” Danny whispers. Be-
fore I know it, he’s standing behind me, peek-
ing out from under my arm, at the well. “It’s
talking,” Danny says into my side.

“It’s all right,” I tell him. I don’t want Danny
to get scared. But it doesn’t feel corhpletely all
right. The well is talking. Not in a voice. It’s
talking with the ground. It’s talking with the
rocks. It’s talking with the trees. It’s talking
with the birds and the bugs.




It isn’t using any words. But with the rocks,
and the ground, and the trees, and the birds
and the bugs, the well is asking a question:

???
??°?
???

And then everything starts to move. Still
holding the book, I squish Danny against me
with one arm and grab Bob’s hand on the other
side. It feels soft and dry.

And—strong. He’s squeezing my hand pretty
hard. |

We're all looking at the well. More vibrating
earth. More shouting trees and birds and
bugs.

??9?°?

I'm scared. Is the whole town shaking? And
right then I have the weirdest thought: Where is
my baby sister? Is she safe? I remember she’s far
away, with Mom. Safe somewhere.

The well wall begins to shake. Danny’s arms
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go around my waist. And then Bob lets my hand
go and takes a step toward the well. “Bob!” I
yell, reaching for him. “What are you doing?
You've got to hold on to something!”

Bob staggers toward the well, first one foot,
then the other. He holds his arms up in the air.
It’s like when the baby wants up.

Something starts coming out of the well.
An arm, green like Bob’s, but bigger. And then
another one. '

“Livy!” Bob shouts. “Livy, it’s my—"

Then something is in front of us, blotting
out the afternoon light. Someone.

Someone whose green skin looks wet. Some-
one whose eyes are just barely open. Like it has
been sleeping for a long time. Or crying.

The ground stops shaking. Which is better.

Then the someone puts both arms out, and
Bob leaps into them.

“It’s my MOM!” Bob shouts at me from her
arms. “My MOM, Livy!”
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She cuddles Bob up to her face, and he puts
his arms around her neck.

Danny lets go of me. “Oh no you don’t!” I
catch his hand. He pulls, reaching for the little
box on the ground. Then, with his free hand,
he holds the box up to Bob and his mom.

“Oh, thank you!” Bob says, plucking the
cupcake from the box. “Pink!”

“It’s for HER,” Danny says. “It’s a present.
She has to take it. So that it can rain again.”

But Bob is already eating the cupcake.

“I made it for her! So that we can keep the
farm!” Danny says, starting to cry. He turns to
me, and his face is crumpled. “Like in the
story.”

I haven’t had a chance to actually read the
story, but I already know that Bob’s mom doesn’t
care about cupcakes. Bob’s mom cares about
Bob.

She puts Bob down very carefully and comes

over to me, peering down into my face. (Bob
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stays put, still eating the cupcake.) She’s like a
very tall version of Bob, but wet and
earth-smelling.

“Hello,” I tell her, pretending my legs aren’t
shaking. “I'm very happy to meet you.”

She looks like she’s waiting for something.
Maybe she does want a cupcake. I mean, Bob
sure loves them.

“I'm sorry,” I say. “I don’t have any
cupcakes.”

She bends toward me, waiting.

“I don’t know what you . . .” Then I have an
idea. I begin to pull everything out of my pock-
ets. "All T have is this.” And I hold my hands out,
palms up, showing her.

One plastic whistle.

One ripped granola bar wrapper.

One five-year-old piece of licorice.

One black pawn.

Ilook over at Bob, who's still smacking away.

How can he eat at a time like this?
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“Livy!” he says between bites. "I am remem-
bering so many things! This is my mother! And
this is my welll We have many wells. And they are
everywhere!” Then he pauses, cupcake gripped
tightly, pink icing all over his nose, and says,
“Livy. We are important.”

“Bob,” I say, “could you maybe tell your
mom that I don’t have any cupcakes?” Because
she’s staring at me like I have something she
wants.

“She doesn’t want a cupcake!” Bob says,
smiling. “She is saying thank you, Livy—she is
thanking you for keeping me safe, and for
bringing me home.”

Then he makes a sound. It’s a sound I have
never heard from Bob before, not so different
from a magpie’s warble.

Still looking at me, she makes the same
sound.

He makes the sound again. Then he looks

sad. “My mom has been waiting for me for a
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long time, Livy. She says she has missed me
even more than I missed her. I have had you,
Livy. And Gran Nicholas. And my dictionary.
And my Lego pirates. But she missed me very
much.”

My hands are still out in front of me with all
the things from my pockets because I'm afraid
to move. I don’t want to be afraid of Bob’s mom,
but I am.

“Give her the licorice!” Danny whispers
from behind me.

Bob’s mom opens her eyes wide, and I see
that they are brown, just like Bob’s. They're all
kinds of brown, like a tree trunk. I stretch out
my open hand so that she can take the licorice.
Finally, she reaches out with two long fingers.
But she doesn’t take the licorice. She takes my
black pawn.

Her fingers wrap around it, and I can't see
it anymore.

Bob’s mom makes a light sound, like wind
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in the trees, almost a kind of sigh, and then she
turns away. She grabs Bob so that he’s resting in
the crook of one arm. She steps up to the well
wall.

Wait. She’s not taking him home right now, is
she? They're just—going away? Is Bob about to
disappear? I've been so worried about finding
Bob’s family that I never for even one second
thought about what it would feel like when he
left.

It feels horrible.

“Wait!” I yell at Bob’s mom’s back. “Wait a
minute! We didn’t get to—"

And she hops into the well.

“Good-bye, Livy!” Bob calls, his words
echoingup to us. “Good—bye, my friend! Thank
you! I love you, Livy!”

They’re gone.

I want to tell Bob that I love him, too.

Everything gets very quiet. And then there’s

a great big boom.
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“Thunder!” Danny is jumping up and
down, shouting. “Thunder! Finally!” He stops
and looks at me. “Everything’s going to be okay
now!”

Fat, warm raindrops begin falling all
around us.

“We did it!” Danny shouts.

The rain is falling heavy and fast. It feels
like the air is mostly water. And then, somehow,
it rains even harder.

I stand there and let it soak me.

Danny laughs. “You're really wet!” Then he
looks serious and says, “But I'm sorry about
your chicken.” '

My Bob. I feel tears start, and I let them
come. The rain will hide them.

“We've got to get you home,” I tell Danny.

Danny and I have been walking back along the
creek bed for less than a minute when two long

whistles pierce the sound of the downpour.




Gran! I blow my whistle back to let her know that
I'm okay. Danny and I don'’t try to talk as we
make our way to her through the trees. I pay
attention to where I walk, the way Gran taught
me. It takes me a while to realize I'm squeez-
ing something in one hand. I uncurl my
fingers.

One ripped granola bar wrapper.

One piece of licorice.

One plastic whistle.

Wasn’t there—something else?

“What was—the other thing?” I shout to
Danny through the rain, holding out my hand
to show him.

“What?” he shouts back.

“The other thing in my pocket. The thing
she took.”

“The thing who took? Who's she?”

I hesitate. I don’t know.

“The thing I lost.” Because I think I lost
something. “The black—something.”
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He stops. “Should we look for it?” Danny is
a good kid. Maybe Beth Ann will turn out like
him.

But the rain is pounding everything. What-
ever it was, I know we’ll never find it. And any-

way, I don’t even know what to look for.
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CHAPTER TWENTY

am home. My home is smelly, wet, and dark.
It is also cozy and warm and perfect, and now
that I'm back, I remember all the parts of my
story.

My mom is here, and my dad, and my two
older sisters—Beth and Ann. And lots of grand-
parents and cousins! We well dwellers don’t live
inside the actual wells, more like in between
them, in long tunnels and caves with nooks and
crannies for playing or resting or thinking. We

are tied to the earth and the sky, and even



though sometimes people bring us treats, they
really don’t have to. We would bring the rain
anyway. It's what we do.

Except when one of us goes missing. This
almost never happens, because we are never
supposed to leave the wells. |

Like, ever.

What happens when one of us gets too close
to the surface of a well because we smell cake

and then hear a small plop, followed by a big
plop?

I. As soon as we climb out and dry off, we
forget where we came from, forget how
to make rain, and forget how to get

home.

2. Our families can’t find us and get very,
very sad. Our underground tunnels go
everywhere, which means that we could
pop up anywhere. Well, anywhere there

are wells. My mom searched for me in




Istanbul and Singapore, in Finland,
Tokyo, and all thirty-eight Springfields
in America. She couldn’t go far from
the wells, though, because of the drying/
forgetting thing. She would never have

found me in Gran’s closet.

3. Without rain, the land soon dries out,
the crops don't grow, the animals don't
have anything to graze on, the reservoirs
don’t get filled, and farmers like Gran
and her neighbors can’t pay their bills

anymore.

Basically, it stinks all around.

BUT, once you return to the well, your
family is so overjoyed to see you again that they
make it pour down rain. In a few days, water
will fill the creeks and reservoirs, and rainbows
will fill the skies. The grass will get green and
the animals will eat and farmers will grow crops

again and life will be grand.
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Life is grand below, too, because I am ex-
actly where I'm supposed to be. Except—and
this is a big one—EXCEPT I've left behind a
very smart and brave friend who doesn’t re-
member all the smart and brave things she did
because someone’s mom (okay, mine) acted all
scary and took her pawn away. I don’t know how
my mom knew that the pawn was the key to Livy
remembering me, but she did.

Mom’s not really scary, not with me anyway.
After she found me she told me a story. She said
when she’d been looking for me at the Tokyo
well, she’d overheard a man telling his son
about waku waku, another word that won’t be in
the Ws in my Australian/English dictionary.

She said waku waku is a way of describing
the thrill you feel at moving toward something
that you're excited about, something that makes
you feel the most alive out of anything. She said
she knew exactly what the man meant, but didn’t

have a word for it—waku waku is what kept her
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moving toward me, until I finally got close
enough to a well that she found me. Leaning
against Gran’s well that time with Danny was
like a beacon drawing her closer, then touching
the old well with the wonky tree led her right to
me.

Being a well dweller, and having a friend
like Livy, are what make me feel most alive. I
can feel the rightness of it all the way to my
bones. Now I just need to tell her.

So I wait until the middle of the night. I
draw my family a picture showing them that I
will return soon so they won’t worry. Then I put
my chicken suit on and hoist a bucketful of
water onto my shoulder. When I get back, I will
teach my family how to read, so they can learn
about things like buckets and I can leave notes
with real words. I'm a pretty bad artist.

I climb out of the well and have to climb
right back in because it turns out all wells look

the same from below. It takes me six tries to
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find Livy’s yard, but I did get to see some cool
parts of the world. I'll have to make sure to re-
turn to that Hawaii place soon. It looked very
green.

Seems I didn’t have to worry about keeping
myself wet, because the sky over Gran’s farm is
still pouring down rain. I let the rain soak me
through and through, then pour out the bucket
and take it with me anyway.

I am so excited as I near the house that I
don’t even bother with the chicken walk. The
smell of freshly baked cake hits me as I slowly
push open the back door. It takes supreme
willpower to walk by the half-eaten chocolate
deliciousness as I pass by it.

On second thought, they probably wouldn’t
miss a bite or two. I put down the fork after
four. I should probably work on this willpower
issue.

The lights are out, but I can hear Gran on

the phone in her room. She is laughing and
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saying, “I know, isn’t it wonderful? I love the
ping-ping-ping on the roof. I could listen to it all
night. In fact, I plan to!” I put my hand on the
wall outside her room and send a silent thank-
you for housing me all those years.

Then I pass her half-open door without a
sound and enter Livy’s bedroom. My feet pull
me toward the closet, and I have to remind my-
self that it’s no longer where I belong. But then
I go anyway. I stick the Lego pirate ship and my
dictionary and the tutu in the bucket.

The dictionary is to share with everyone.
The tutu is for my sisters. The pirate ship is for
me. It reminds me of what Livy said, about how
one thing can be lots of other things. All it
takes is a little imagination.

Now I know that people are like that, too.
Livy’s not just Old Livy or New Livy, she’s every
age she’s ever been, and sometimes they get
jumbled, but they're all in there. All the Bobs

are in me, too. All the things I choose to put in
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my head are what make me, me. I plan to choose
wisely.

I am much smarter since I've returned to
the wells!

I turn toward Livy now, sleeping soundly
with Rufus in her arms. It’s the only time I've
seen her pay any real attention to him on this
trip.

I try not to laugh at the dab of blue paint
still on her nose. She also has a smear of choc-
olate on her cheek. Who needs a bath now!

Then I notice something sticking out from
under her pillow. It’s the corner of abook. I can
read only a little bit of the title—to Z~but I know
exactly what it is. It's the book with my story
in it.

I want to we'lke her and ask her about it. I
want to play chess and solve more mysteries with
her. I want to thank her. She protected me, the
way a pawn protects the king. Livy got me across

the board, and all the way home.



But Ilet her sleep. I onlylift Rufus carefully
from her grasp and place the chipped pawn
inside the pocket of his tiny overalls. It fits
perfectly. Mom had wrapped it up in a cloth
and stuck it in a drawer, but I took it out and put
a rock in there instead. I learned that from
Livy’s trick with the pillows in her bed! I hope it
will be many years before Mom realizes my
deception.

I pat Rufus on the head one last time. It
might not work. Maybe Livy will leave him with
Gran and won't ever find the pawn. But I hope
Livy finds it, and I hope she takes it when she
goes back to the other side of the world.

“Keep moving toward what makes you feel
most alive, Livy,” I whisper. “See you in five
years.” I tiptoe back to the door, but then re-
member something really important and tiptoe
back to whisper one last thing.

“Bring licorice.”
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MY FAVORITE WORDS®

*I have many more favorites, but I have to make this quick
because my sisters keep tickling me and making me laugh so
that my pencil goes all the way across the page. That’s sisters for

_you. But it’s important to think about words. You can’t under-
stand how you feel sometimes until you know the words for it.

Words make things real. You can quote me on that.

BRUNCH [rhymes with LUNCH]: A late-
morning meal eaten instead of breakfast and

lunch.



I can’t believe Livy never told me about
brunch. It’s half breakfast, half lunch! This
word isn’t in Gran’s old dictionary like the rest
of these. My mom “collected it” for me in New
York City. Mom and I both love collecting
words, and she knows how much I love food.
(Mom doesn’t like food, but I've told my sisters
all about potato chips and beans. Beth likes the
idea of potato chips, and Ann likes the idea of
beans. I like both, of course. And pancakes.)

ETERNITY [sounds like it-URN-it-ee]:
Infinite time without beginning or end.

Time is tricky. The days are long, but the
years are short. There are 525,600 minutes in
a year, but just one minute can feel like an eter-
nity if you're waiting to see someone you love.
Or it can feel really short if you need to get all
the way across the world because a seven-year-
old boy is getting ready to go fishing with his
grandpa in a pond that’s almost out of water.
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He’s all pointy elbows and knees and high
hopes, and you definitely don’t want to disap-
point him.

Time is even trickier for well-dwellers be-
cause we age reeeeeaaaalllly slowly. Dad said
this is why I only grew a millimeter while I was
at Gran’s house all those years. That’s okay. I'm
not in any rush to be grown up. From what I

can tell, it’s not nearly as much fun.

SOLO [sounds like SO-low]: For or done by
one person alone; unaccompanied.

Don’t get me wrong, I love being with my
family. I love exploring every corner of the
world together, even if we are mostly exploring
underground. I love making rain together
and helping nature grow. I love learning new
languages together. And I love piling into our
great big reading nook with a big stack of books
when we have some free time. (Ann loves

graphic novels. Beth loves true stories. Mom
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loves mysteries. Dad’s more of a comic-book
guy.) But sometimes, believe it or not, I miss
my closet. Sometimes, I miss being alone.
Something inside me calls out, telling me I
need another solo mission.

Usually it’s just a walk, an hour of visiting
with myself, thinking about my memories,
planning my next Lego project, or telling my-
self all about the things I want to do someday.
(One thing is: I really want to try something
called soup dumplings. I hope someone drops
one near a well soon. Hint, hint.) I don’t know
whether this is something I had to learn by
being at Gran’s, or if it’s just the way I am. But

I love my Bob time.

LIBRARY [sounds like LIE-brare-ee]: A
public place containing books that may be read
or borrowed.

After I got home, my parents didn’t let me

leave the well by myself for a long time. (My



first solo mission to bring Livy the pawn has
remained my secret.) But once they finally tried
my water-bucket trick themselves, they couldn’t
wait to pop out of every well. EVERY well.
That’s how we discovered our first library.

Just the word library sends shivers of antici-
pation through me. I thought at first it was a
made-up place, but no, libraries are real! They
actually LEND YOU BOOKS FOR FREE!
Well, not to me because they don’t let fake
chickens get library cards, but, if there are no
kids around, I can walk right in and none of the
grown-ups see me. I read over their shoulders
sometimes, but mostly I just run my hands
along the spines as I walk the stacks and marvel
at all the stories and knowledge tucked away
inside the books.

Once, I poked my head out of a well in
Reykjavik, Iceland, to see if it’s true that
Greenland is icy and Iceland is green (it is! and

also, it’s hot underground there!) and guess what
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I found in the middle of a park? A wooden box
stuck on a pole labeled Little Free Library! The
books are free, and you get to keep them! I've
now discovered these boxes ALL OVER THE
WORLD! This is how we filled the book nook
Dad dug for me after I first came home. Any-
time I leave the wells, I bring books to fill the
boxes so people who don’t have books can find
them. Beth made me my own library card, and
I carry it everywhere. One day I'll figure out a
way to get into a bookstore, too. Then I can buy
my own copy of Fairy and Folk Tales from A to . But

that one I'm going to keep.

URANUS [sounds like YOOR-in-us or yoo-
RAY-nuhs]: The seventh planet from the sun.
How could you not love a word that you can
pronounce two ways and both ways make you
giggle? Maybe the person who named it lost a

truth or dare game and the dare was they had to
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give it the weirdest name they cou:ld think of.
Uranus is the third largest planet in our solar
system, and the coldest. With the help of one of
my new books (and my excellent eyesight) I was
able to find it in the night sky last week! I
couldn’t see any of its impressive twenty-seven
moons, though. Wouldn'’t it be awesome to be
on Uranus and look up at the sky and see all
those moons just hanging there? Makes our
one moon seem pretty boring.

Speaking of weird names for things, I
recently asked my parents why they named me
Bob. They said they liked that it could be said
backward or forward and still sound the same.
I showed them the word palindrome in the dictio-
nary, and now they want to turn Ann’s name
into Anna, but she insists that she’s happy with
her name as it is, thank you very much. Beth,
however, has changed her full name to Bethteb.
We still call her Beth.
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DELUGE [sounds like day-LOQO]J]: A sudden
large amount of rain (also refers to flooding or
an inundation of anything).

When we need to deliver a lot of water in a
very short time, we create a deluge. It’s not as
easy as it sounds. Mom can make one herself,
and Beth can almost do it, but Ann and I have to
hold hands. Gran’s town didn’t turn green
again until there were a whole bunch of del-
uges, plus a lot of regular-type rain. I like
thinking that the same rain that falls on the
farm once fell on the dinosaurs, then sank into
the earth, then evaporated, then came back
down again. Over and over. (Iwonder if it rains
on Uranus?) I like looking at Gran’s horses,
which finally came back, too, when the grass
grew again.

Once, during a drizzle, I was sitting on the
Sylvester rock, watching the horses, when I saw
someone crossing the yard to Gran’s door. It

took me a while to realize it was Danny. Danny
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got tall! I waved, but he couldn’t see me. Maybe
he got too old. He was smiling, though, just
walking in the rain. I made it rain a little
harder, and he laughed. I guess Danny will love

the rain forever.

SERENDIPITY [sounds like SER-in-dip-
it-ee]: The occurrence of an event by chance in
a happy or beneficial way. A happy accident.
How could I not love this word? Serendipity
is what brought me to Livy, and Livy to me.
What could be a happier accident than me
and Livy inside the same small well, inside the
same small town, at the exact same time? I think
we both saved each other after all. My life is so
much fuller than before I met her, in ways it
would take me another five years to count.
Plus, serendipity sounds a little like the
name of a dessert, don’t you think? If I could
invent a cookie, this is what I would name it.

The serendipity cookie would have caramel
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(Livy’s favorite) and licorice (my favorite). And

chocolate. Of course.

Ann is threatening to put on my tutu if I don’t stop writing
now, and I've grown very attached to that tutu, so I'd better go
play with them. I'm going to save this notebook to show Livy
one day. And with time being the trickster that it is, I know I'll
see her soon. Well, soon-ish.

Okay, this is Bob, over and out.



