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			CHAPTER ONE

			A Boy at the Window

			For a long time after that summer, the four Penderwick sisters still talked of Arundel. Fate drove us there, Jane would say. No, it was the greedy landlord who sold our vacation house on Cape Cod, someone else would say, probably Skye.

			Who knew which was right? But it was true that the beach house they usually rented had been sold at the last minute, and the Penderwicks were suddenly without summer plans. Mr. Penderwick called everywhere, but Cape Cod was booked solid, and his daughters were starting to think they would be spending their whole vacation at home in Cameron, Massachusetts. Not that they didn’t love Cameron, but what is summer without a trip to somewhere special? Then, out of the blue, Mr. Penderwick heard through a friend of a friend about a cottage in the Berkshire Mountains. It had plenty of bedrooms and a big fenced-in pen for a dog—perfect for big, black, clumsy, lovable Hound Penderwick—and it was available to be rented for three weeks in August. Mr. Penderwick snatched it up, sight unseen.

			He didn’t know what he was getting us into, Batty would say. Rosalind always said, It’s too bad Mommy never saw Arundel—she would have loved the gardens. And Jane would say, There are much better gardens in heaven. And Mommy will never have to bump into Mrs. Tifton in heaven, Skye added to make her sisters laugh. And laugh they would, and the talk would move on to other things, until the next time someone remembered Arundel.

			But all that is in the future. When our story begins, Batty is still only four years old. Rosalind is twelve, Skye eleven, and Jane ten. They’re in their car with Mr. Penderwick and Hound. The family is on the way to Arundel and, unfortunately, they’re lost.

			“It’s Batty’s fault,” said Skye.

			“It is not,” said Batty.

			“Of course it is,” said Skye. “We wouldn’t be lost if Hound hadn’t eaten the map, and Hound wouldn’t have eaten the map if you hadn’t hidden your sandwich in it.”

			“Maybe it’s fate that Hound ate the map. Maybe we’ll discover something wonderful while we’re lost,” said Jane.

			“We’ll discover that when I’m in the backseat for too long with my younger sisters, I go insane and murder them,” said Skye.

			“Steady, troops,” said Mr. Penderwick. “Rosalind, how about a game?”

			“Let’s do I Went to the Zoo and I Saw,” said Rosalind. “I went to the zoo and I saw an anteater. Jane?”

			“I went to the zoo and I saw an anteater and a buffalo,” said Jane.

			Batty was between Jane and Skye, so it was her turn next. “I went to the zoo and I saw an anteater, a buffalo, and a cangaroo.”

			“Kangaroo starts with a k, not a c,” said Skye.

			“It does not. It starts with a c, like cat,” said Batty.

			“Just take your turn, Skye,” said Rosalind.

			“There’s no point in playing if we don’t do it right.”

			Rosalind, who was sitting in the front seat with Mr. Penderwick, turned around and gave Skye her oldest-sister glare. It wouldn’t do much, Rosalind knew. After all, Skye was only one year younger than she was. But it might quiet her long enough for Rosalind to concentrate on where they were going. They really were badly lost. This trip should have taken an hour and a half, and already they’d been on the road for three. Rosalind looked over at her father in the driver’s seat. His glasses were slipping down his nose and he was humming his favorite Beethoven symphony, the one about spring. Rosalind knew this meant he was thinking about plants—he was a professor of botany—instead of about his driving.

			“Daddy,” she said, “what do you remember about the map?”

			“We’re supposed to go past a little town called Framley, then make a few turns and look for number eleven Stafford Street.”

			“Didn’t we see Framley a while ago? And look,” she said, pointing out the window. “We’ve been past those cows before.”

			“Good eyes, Rosy,” he said. “But weren’t we going in the other direction last time? Maybe this way will do the trick.”

			“No, because all we saw along here were more cow fields, remember?”

			“Oh, yes.” Mr. Penderwick stopped the car, turned it around, and went back the other way.

			“We need to find someone who can give us directions,” said Rosalind.

			“We need to find a helicopter that can airlift us out of here,” said Skye. “And keep your stupid wings to yourself!” She was talking to Batty, who, as always, was wearing her beloved orange-and-black butterfly wings.

			“They’re not stupid,” said Batty.

			“Woof,” said Hound from his place among the boxes and suitcases in the very back of the car. He took Batty’s side in every discussion.

			“Lost and weary, the brave explorers and their faithful beast argued among themselves. Only Sabrina Starr remained calm,” said Jane. Sabrina Starr was the heroine of books that Jane wrote. She rescued things. In the first book, it was a cricket. Then came Sabrina Starr Rescues a Baby Sparrow, Sabrina Starr Rescues a Turtle, and, most recently, Sabrina Starr Rescues a Groundhog. Rosalind knew that Jane was looking for ideas on what Sabrina should rescue next. Skye had suggested a man-eating crocodile, who would devour the heroine and put an end to the series, but the rest of the family had shouted her down. They enjoyed Jane’s books.

			There was a loud oomph in the backseat. Rosalind glanced around to make sure violence hadn’t broken out, but it was only Batty struggling with her car seat—she was trying to twist herself backward to see Hound. Jane was jotting in her favorite blue notebook. So they were both all right. But Skye was blowing out her cheeks and imitating a fish, which meant she was even more bored than Rosalind had feared. They’d better find this cottage soon.

			Then Rosalind spotted the truck pulled over by the side of the road. “Stop, Daddy! Maybe we can get directions.”

			Mr. Penderwick pulled over and Rosalind got out of the car. She now saw that the truck had TOMATOES painted in large letters on each of its doors. Next to the truck was a wooden table piled high with fat red tomatoes and, behind the table, an old man wearing worn blue jeans and a green shirt with HARRY’S TOMATOES embroidered across the pocket.

			“Tomatoes?” he asked.

			“Ask if they’re magic tomatoes,” Rosalind heard. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Skye hauling Jane back in through the car window.

			“My younger sisters,” said Rosalind apologetically to the old man.

			“Had six of ’em myself.”

			Rosalind tried to imagine having six younger sisters, but she kept coming up with each of her sisters turned into twins. She shuddered and said, “Your tomatoes look delicious, but what I really need is directions. We’re looking for number eleven Stafford Street.”

			“Arundel?”

			“I don’t know about any Arundel. We’re supposed to be renting a cottage at that address.”

			“That’s Arundel, Mrs. Tifton’s place. Beautiful woman. Snooty as all get-out, too.”

			“Oh, dear.”

			“You’ll be fine. There are a couple of nice surprises over there. You’re going to have to keep that blond one under control, though,” he said, nodding toward the car, where Skye and Jane were now leaning out of the window together, listening. Muffled complaints could be heard from Batty, who was being squashed.

			“Why me?” called Skye.

			The man winked at Rosalind. “I can always spot the troublemakers. I was one myself. Now, tell your dad to go down this road a little ways, take the first left, then a quick right, and look for number eleven.”

			“Thank you,” said Rosalind, and turned to go.

			“Hold on a minute.” He plopped a half-dozen tomatoes into a paper bag. “Take these.”

			“Oh, I can’t,” said Rosalind.

			“Sure you can. Tell your dad they’re a present from Harry.” He handed Rosalind the bag. “And one last thing, young lady. You and your sisters better stay clear of Mrs. Tifton’s gardens. She’s touchy about those gardens. Enjoy the tomatoes!”

			Rosalind got back into the car with her bag of tomatoes. “Did you hear him?”

			“Straight, then left, then right, then look for number eleven,” said Mr. Penderwick, starting up the car.

			“What’s this Arundel he was talking about?” said Skye.

			“And who’s Mrs. Tifton?” said Jane.

			“Hound needs to go to the bathroom,” said Batty.

			“Soon, honey,” said Rosalind. “Daddy, here—go left.”

			A few moments later, they were turning onto Stafford Street, and then suddenly Mr. Penderwick stopped the car in the middle of the road and everyone stared in amazement. What had the family expected from a rental cottage? A cozy little tumbledown house with a few pots of geraniums in the front yard. Even Harry the Tomato Man’s news hadn’t changed that. If anyone had thought about it at all, they had figured snooty Mrs. Tifton lived in a cottage next to theirs and grew vegetables in carefully guarded garden plots.

			That’s not what they saw. What they saw were two tall, elegant stone pillars, with NUMBER ELEVEN carved across one and ARUNDEL across the other. Beyond the pillars was a lane winding off into the distance, with double rows of tall poplars on either side. And past the poplars was a beautifully tended lawn dotted with graceful trees. There was no house in sight.

			“Holy bananas,” said Skye.

			“Cottages don’t have front yards like this,” said Rosalind. “Daddy, are you sure you remembered the right address?”

			“Pretty sure,” said Mr. Penderwick.

			He turned the car and started slowly down the lane, which wandered on and on, until the Penderwicks thought they would never reach the end. But finally there was one last curve, the poplar trees ended, and Rosalind’s fears were realized. “Daddy, that’s not a cottage.”

			“No, I agree. That’s a mansion.”

			And so it was, a huge mansion crouching in the middle of formal gardens. Built from gray stone, it was covered with towers, balconies, terraces, and turrets that jutted every which way. And the gardens! There were fountains and flowering hedges and marble statues, and that was just in the part the Penderwicks could see from the lane.

			“The exhausted travelers saw before them a dwelling fit for kings. Cair Paravel! El Dorado! Camelot!” said Jane.

			“Too bad we’re not kings,” said Skye.

			“We’re still lost,” said Rosalind, discouraged.

			“Buck up, Rosy,” said Mr. Penderwick. “Here comes someone we can ask.”

			A tall teenage boy pushing a wheelbarrow had appeared from behind a large statue of Cupid and Venus. Mr. Penderwick rolled down his car window, but before he could call out to the boy, a familiar gagging noise came from the very back of the car.

			“Hound’s going to barf!” shrieked Batty.

			The sisters knew the drill. In a flash they flew out and around to the back of the car and dragged poor Hound over to the side of the lane. He threw up on Jane’s sneakers.

			“Oh, Hound, how could you?” moaned Jane, looking down at her yellow high-tops, but Hound had already wandered off to inspect a bush.

			“This isn’t as bad as the time he ate pizza out of the garbage can,” said Skye.

			Batty crouched down to inspect the mess. “There’s the map,” she said, pointing.

			“Don’t touch it!” Rosalind exclaimed. “And, Jane, stop shaking your sneakers. You’re splashing it around. Stand still, everyone, until I get back.” She ran over to the car for paper towels.

			The teenager with the wheelbarrow had come over to the driveway, and Mr. Penderwick had gotten out of the car and was talking to him. “I see there’s some Linnaea borealis here along the drive. Odd place for it. But I’m particularly interested in Cypripedium arietinum, if you know of any good places to hunt for it. It likes swampy land, some shade….”

			Rosalind ducked her head into the back of the car and rooted around among the luggage. Her father was talking in Latin about plants, which meant he was happy. She hoped he remembered to ask the boy about directions, too. He looked nice, that boy. Eighteen or maybe nineteen years old, with light brown hair sticking out from under a Red Sox baseball cap. Rosalind peered around the car and sneaked a look at the boy’s hands. Her best friend, Anna, always said that you could tell a lot about people from their hands. The boy was wearing gardening gloves.

			The paper towels were behind Mr. Penderwick’s computer and under a soccer ball. Rosalind grabbed a bunch and rushed back to her sisters. Jane and Skye were piling leaves on top of Hound’s barf.

			“Remember when he ate that lemon cream pie off the Geigers’ picnic table? He really puked that time,” said Skye.

			“What about when he stole a whole meat loaf out of the refrigerator? He was sick for two days,” said Jane.

			“Shh,” said Rosalind, wiping Jane’s sneakers clean. Mr. Penderwick and that boy were walking over.

			“Girls, this is Cagney,” said Mr. Penderwick.

			“Hi,” said Cagney, with a big smile. He slipped off his gloves and stuck them in his jeans pocket. Rosalind looked hard at his hands, but they were just regular old hands to her. She wished Anna were there.

			“Cagney, these four are my pride and joy. The one with blond hair is my second daughter, Skye—”

			“Blue Skye, blue eyes,” said Skye, opening wide her blue eyes to demonstrate.

			“That’s how you can remember which one she is,” said Jane. “Blue eyes and straight blond hair. The rest of us have identical brown eyes and dark curly hair. People get me and Rosalind mixed up all the time.”

			“They do not. I’m much taller than you are,” said Rosalind, painfully aware that not only was she holding vomity paper towels, she was wearing her shirt with Wildwood Elementary School across the front. Why had she worn it? She didn’t want people to think she was still in elementary school. She was going to start seventh grade in September.

			“Yes, well, the tall one is Rosalind, my oldest, the short one is Jane, and—” Mr. Penderwick looked around him.

			“Over there,” said Jane, pointing to the orange-and-black wings sticking out from behind a tree.

			“And that’s Batty, the shy one. Now, troops, good news. This is the right place after all. Cagney’s the gardener here at Arundel Hall—that’s what this mansion is called—and he’s been expecting us. Our cottage is at the back of the estate grounds.”

			“It used to be the guest cottage for the main house,” said Cagney. “Back in the days when General and Mrs. Framley were alive. It’s quieter here now with Mrs. Tifton in charge.”

			“Mrs. Tifton!” exclaimed Jane, and would have said more if Rosalind had not dug an elbow into her ribs.

			“Okay, girls, let’s be off,” said Mr. Penderwick. “And Cagney, let’s have that talk about the native flora sometime soon.”

			“Yes, I’d like that,” said Cagney. “Now, to get to the cottage, take the driveway up there on the left, and follow it past the carriage house and into the formal gardens. You’ll see the sunken garden to your left and the Greek pavilion to the right, and then you’ll drive through the boundary hedge. The cottage is a few hundred more yards along. It’s yellow. You can’t miss it. And the key is under the mat.”

			Rosalind rounded up Batty, Skye fetched Hound, and soon everyone was in the car ready to go, except for Jane. She was standing in the driveway, staring up at Arundel Hall.

			Rosalind leaned out the window. “Jane, come on.”

			Jane reluctantly turned away from the mansion. “I thought I saw a boy in that window up there. He was looking down at us.”

			Skye leaned across Batty, flattening her, and looked out Jane’s window. “Where?”

			“Up there,” said Jane, pointing. “Top row, on the right.”

			“No one’s there,” said Skye.

			“Get off me,” said Batty.

			Skye settled back into her own seat. “You imagined him, Jane.”

			“Maybe. I don’t think so,” said Jane. “But whether I did or not, he’s given me a good idea.”
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			CHAPTER TWO

			A Tunnel Through the Hedge

			Arundel Cottage was not only yellow, it was the creamiest, butteriest yellow the Penderwicks had ever seen. It was all a cottage is supposed to be, small and snug, with a front porch, pink climbing roses, and lots of trees for shade.

			The key was under the doormat just as Cagney had said it would be. Mr. Penderwick unlocked the door and the family piled through. If possible, the inside of the cottage was even more charming than the outside, all in pretty shades of blues and greens and with the comfortable kind of furniture too sturdy to damage unless you try. Off the living room was a cozy study with a big desk and a sleeping couch, which Mr. Penderwick immediately claimed for himself, saying he wanted to be as far as possible from the madding crowd.

			Now it was time for the sisters to go upstairs and choose their bedrooms.

			“Dibs first choice.” Skye headed toward the steps with her suitcase.

			“No fair!” said Jane. “I hadn’t thought of it yet.”

			“Right. I thought of it first, which is why I get first choice,” said Skye, already halfway up to the second floor.

			“Come back, Skye,” said Rosalind. “Hound draws for order.”

			Skye groaned and reluctantly came back downstairs. She hated leaving important things up to Hound, and besides, he usually drew her last.

			The Hound Draw for Order was a time-honored ritual with the sisters. Names were written on small pieces of paper, then dropped on the ground along with broken bits of dog biscuit. As Hound snuffled among the biscuit pieces, he couldn’t help but knock into the papers. The person whose paper his big nose hit first was given first choice. Second hit, second choice, and so on.

			Rosalind and Jane readied the slips of paper, Batty crumbled a dog biscuit, and Skye held Hound, whispering her name over and over in his ear, trying to hypnotize him. Her efforts were useless. Once let go, he touched Jane’s paper first, then Rosalind’s, and then Batty’s. Skye’s piece of paper he ate along with the last piece of biscuit.

			“Great,” said Skye sadly. “I’ve got fourth choice and Hound’s going to throw up again.”

			Jane, Batty, and Rosalind flew up the steps with their suitcases to stake their claims on bedrooms. Skye sat downstairs and fretted. She’d been looking forward to picking out a special bedroom, painted white maybe, which she could keep neat and organized. Once upon a time, many years ago, she had slept in a room like that. But then Batty was born and put into Jane’s room, and Jane moved in with Skye, and suddenly half of Skye’s bedroom was painted lavender and filled with Jane’s dolls and books and untidy piles of paper. Even that wouldn’t have been so bad if the dolls and papers weren’t always drifting over to Skye’s side of the room. It had driven Skye crazy and, since Jane had gotten no neater over time, still did. And now, on vacation, Skye had the last pick and would probably end up in some dark, ugly closet. Life was unfair.

			Rosalind was calling from upstairs. “Skye, we’ve all chosen. Come see your bedroom.”

			Skye dragged herself up the stairs and down the hall to the bedroom Rosalind pointed out. She walked in and was so surprised she let her suitcase fall to the floor with a loud thump. This was no dark, ugly closet. Her sisters had left her the most perfect bedroom Skye had ever seen. The room was large and white and sparkling clean, with polished wood floors and three windows. And two beds! A whole extra bed without a sister to go along with it!

			She wouldn’t change a thing about the room, Skye decided. She would leave her stuff in her suitcase, and store the suitcase in the closet, and keep the dresser top bare and the bookshelf empty. No dolls, no combs and brushes, no notebooks full of Sabrina Starr stories. And she would use both beds, sleeping in one on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays and in the other on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays. Sunday nights she would have to switch in the middle of the night.

			Skye opened her suitcase, pulled out a math book—she was teaching herself algebra for fun—and wrote the bed schedule next to her favorite word problem about trains traveling in different directions. Next she rummaged around for her lucky camouflage hat, the one she’d been wearing when she fell off the garage roof and didn’t break any arms or legs. There it was, under her black T-shirts. Skye crammed the hat onto her head and closed the suitcase and shoved it into the closet.

			“Now for exploring,” she said, and, after one more long, satisfied look at her glorious bedroom, left in search of her sisters.

			Rosalind was down the hall in a small bedroom—with only one window and one bed—neatly transferring clothes from her suitcase to dresser drawers.

			“You gave me the better room,” said Skye.

			“I wanted to be near Batty,” said Rosalind.

			“Well, thanks,” said Skye, who knew that Rosalind would have loved the luxury of a large bedroom.

			Rosalind took a framed picture out of her suitcase and set it on her bedside table. Skye walked over to look, though she already knew the picture by heart—Rosalind kept it beside her bed at home, too, and Skye had seen it a million times. It showed Mrs. Penderwick laughing and hugging little baby Rosalind, still so young that not even Skye had been born yet, let alone Jane or Batty.

			It was a strongly held belief among all the Penderwicks that Skye would grow up to look exactly like her mother. All the Penderwicks, that is, except for Skye. She thought her mother the most beautiful woman she had ever seen, and it certainly wasn’t beauty that Skye saw when she looked in the mirror. The blond hair and blue eyes were the same, true, but that was it, as far as Skye could tell. And then, of course, there was that other big difference—Skye couldn’t imagine herself ever hugging a little baby and laughing at the same time.

			Batty burst out of Rosalind’s closet, her wings flying behind her.

			“I found a secret passage,” said Batty.

			Skye looked into the closet and saw straight through into another bedroom exactly like Rosalind’s, but with Batty’s suitcase lying open on the bed. “It’s not a secret passage. It’s a closet between two bedrooms.”

			“It is a secret passage. And you can’t use it.”

			Skye turned her back on Batty and said to Rosalind, “I’m going exploring. Do you want to come?”

			“Not now, I’m still getting settled. Can Batty go with you?” said Rosalind.

			“No,” said Skye and Batty together. Skye left before Rosalind could try to change anyone’s mind.

			Jane had staked her claim on the third floor, which was really the attic. Skye skipped up a steep flight of steps and discovered her younger sister perched on a narrow brass bed, writing furiously in a blue notebook and muttering to herself. “The boy Arthur shook the iron bars and raged against his wicked kidnapper—no, that’s too dramatic. How about, Arthur stared sadly—no—the lonely boy named Arthur stared sadly out the window, never dreaming that help was on the way. Oh, that’s a good sentence. Unknown to him, the great Sabrina—”

			Skye interrupted her. “I’m going exploring. Do you want to come?”

			Her eyes shining, Jane said, “Look at this wonderful bedroom. It was meant for an author. I know I can write the perfect Sabrina Starr book here. I can feel it. Can you feel it?”

			Skye looked around the tiny room with its sloped ceiling and one round window high on the wall. Already there were books all over the floor. “No. I don’t feel anything.”

			“Oh, try harder. The feeling is so strong. I’m sure that some famous writer has been here before me. Like Louisa May Alcott or Patricia MacLachlan.”

			“Jane, do you want to come with me or not?”

			“Not now I have to write down some ideas for my book. I might have Sabrina Starr rescue an actual person in this book. A boy. What do you think?”

			“I didn’t think she could even rescue a groundhog,” said Skye, but Jane was already writing again.

			Skye ran down two flights of steps and outside. She found her father getting Hound settled in his pen. It was, to Skye’s eyes, a sort of doggy paradise. The metal fence was tall—and Hound didn’t like fences—but the pen was large, and inside it were trees for shade, sticks for chewing, and a patch of dirt for digging. Plus Mr. Penderwick had put out a huge bowl of Hound’s favorite food and two bowls of fresh water. Hound, however, wasn’t grateful. When he saw Skye, he rushed the gate, barking and whining as though he was being locked up in a dungeon.

			“Be still, demon dog,” said Mr. Penderwick.

			“He’s trying to open the gate,” said Skye, watching Hound poke and prod with his nose at the metal latch.

			“That latch is dog-proof. He’ll be safe in here.”

			Skye reached through the fence and scratched Hound’s nose. “Daddy, I’m going exploring. Is that okay?”

			“As long as you’re back in an hour for dinner. And Skye, quidquid agas prudenter agas et respice finem.”

			Mr. Penderwick didn’t use Latin just for plants, but in his everyday speech, too. He said that it kept his brain properly exercised. Much of the time his daughters had no idea what he was talking about, but Skye was used to hearing this phrase, which Mr. Penderwick translated loosely as “look before you leap and please don’t do anything crazy.”

			“Don’t worry, Daddy,” she said, and meant it. Sneaking into that Mrs. Tifton’s gardens, which is what Skye planned to do, wasn’t crazy. On the other hand, it wasn’t the most correct thing—according to Harry the Tomato Man—but maybe he’d been wrong. Maybe Mrs. Tifton loved having strangers wandering around her gardens. After all, anything’s possible, thought Skye, and off she went, waving good-bye to her father and Hound.

			The land surrounding the cottage was large enough for three or four soccer fields. Not that anyone could play a normal game of soccer there, thought Skye—too many trees. They grew thickest behind the cottage, and the spaces between were filled with nasty thorny underbrush. The land in front was much more inviting. Here the trees were farther apart, and pretty grasses and wildflowers grew among them.

			On one side of the property, a high stone wall separated the cottage from its neighbors. Along the front and the other side ran a boundary hedge. Skye knew that Mrs. Tifton’s gardens were beyond that hedge. She had two options for getting there. She could walk back up the driveway and through the break in the hedge. Boring, and likely to lead to being caught—it’s hard to hide on a driveway. Or she could crawl through the hedge and emerge in some sheltered garden nook where neither Mrs. Tifton nor anyone else would be likely to see her.

			Definitely option two, Skye decided, veering away from the driveway and toward the hedge. But she found the hedge to be thicker and more prickly than she had anticipated, and after several attempts to crawl through, she had accomplished nothing except snagging her hat twice and scratching her arms until it looked like she had fought a tiger.

			Then, when she was just about to give up and go around by the driveway, she discovered a way in. It was a tunnel, carefully hidden behind a clump of tall wild-flowers and just the right size for going through on all fours. Now, if Rosalind had been the first to discover that tunnel, she would have noticed that it was too neatly trimmed and pricker-free to be there by mistake, and she would have figured that someone used it often and that the someone probably wasn’t Mrs. Tifton. If Jane had been the first, she, too, would have realized that natural forces hadn’t formed that tunnel. Her explanation for it would have been nonsense—an escape route for convicts on the run or talking badgers—but at least she would have thought about it. But this was Skye. She only thought, I need a way through the hedge, and here it is. And then she plunged.

			She emerged on the edge of the enormous formal gardens, directly behind a marble statue of a man wrapped in a bedsheet and holding a thunderbolt over his head. It seemed to Skye a ridiculous thing to put in a garden, but she was glad for the cover. She peered around the marble man—she was in luck. There was only one person in sight, pulling weeds from between flagstones, and he was already a friend.

			“Cagney,” she called out, and ran over to him, lifting her hat to show him her blond hair. “It’s me, Skye Penderwick.”

			“Blue Skye, blue—” he started to say but was cut off, because now someone else was shouting his name. Someone who was close by and coming closer. “I’d better hide you. Sounds like she’s in a bad mood.”

			“Who?” asked Skye, but Cagney was already lifting her right off the ground and into a large urn carved all over with vines and flowers.

			“Keep your head low and stay quiet till she’s gone.”

			Skye crouched down and wished that Cagney had put her into an urn that didn’t have three inches of dirty water at the bottom, but there wasn’t time to worry about that, because the person in a bad mood was coming closer still, and now Cagney was calling out, “Over here, Mrs. Tifton!”

			Skye froze—the mysterious Mrs. Tifton! If only Skye could see! Why didn’t urns have spy holes in them?

			“For heaven’s sake, Cagney, didn’t you hear me calling? I don’t have time to be hunting you down.” The voice was sharp and impatient. It reminded Skye of her second-grade teacher, the one who’d accused her of cheating when she did long division, because second graders were only supposed to add and subtract. Along with the unpleasant voice came an annoying tap tap tapping noise on the flagstones. Mrs. Tifton must be wearing high heels. Snooty high heels.

			“Yes, ma’am, I’m sorry, ma’am. It won’t happen again, ma’am,” said Cagney.

			“I’ve just received the schedule for the Garden Club competition. The judge and the committee will be here at Arundel three Mondays from now. You know they’ll be looking at gardens all over Massachusetts. I want mine to win this year.”

			“It will, Mrs. Tifton. I promise.”

			“You still have a lot of work to do.”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“What are you going to do with these urns? They look ridiculous empty.”

			To Skye’s horror, the tap tap tapping noise was now heading toward her. She scrunched down even lower and was glad, at least, for her camouflage hat. It might hide her from above, if Mrs. Tifton was half blind.

			Suddenly there was a big thump, and Skye rocked back and forth in her hiding place. Cagney had taken a great leap in front of Mrs. Tifton and landed against the urn.

			“Jasmine,” he said. “Lots of pink jasmine from the greenhouse. Would you like to go see it now? Help me select the best plants?”

			“Of course not. That’s what I pay you for. Oh, and Cagney, I want you to cut down that big white rosebush next to the driveway.”

			“The Fimbriata?” To Skye, Cagney’s voice sounded the same as her father’s had the day Hound ate a rare orchid.

			“It scratched Mrs. Robinette’s car after the last Garden Club committee meeting. Get rid of it.”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			When Mrs. Tifton’s high heels had faded off into the distance, Skye felt safe enough to look up. Cagney was staring down at her gloomily. He said, “My uncle planted that rose thirty years ago. He wrapped it in burlap every winter to keep it alive. I can’t kill it now just because Mrs. Robinette doesn’t know how to steer.” He lifted Skye out of the urn.

			“Your uncle was a gardener here, too?” said Skye.

			“Uh-huh. I started coming over after school to help him when I was younger than you. He retired last year, and Mrs. Tifton gave me his job.”

			Skye bounced up and down to squish the dirty water out of her sneakers, then had a thought. “Why not move that rose over to our cottage? Daddy can take care of it while we’re here.”

			Cagney brightened. “I could do that. Mrs. Tifton would never know. And I wouldn’t need to bother your father. I’ll come over to water it every day.”

			Then came that voice again, from far away. “Caagneey!”

			“Here we go again,” said Cagney. “You’d better get out of here. I’ll head her off before she sees you.”

			Although Skye would have preferred getting into the urn and spying on Mrs. Tifton again, she knew Cagney was right. She shook his hand good-bye, then, dodging from bush to bush, made her way around to the back of the marble thunderbolt man.

			“Caagneey,” she heard again, closer. Skye hurled herself into the hedge tunnel and—CRASH!—slammed into someone and fell to the ground in a tangle of arms and legs.

			“Ouch!” She checked her head for blood. But the camouflage hat had softened the blow and there was no major damage. Which was good, because she’d still have the strength to murder whichever of her sisters had caused this accident. She untwisted herself, pushed her hair out of her eyes, and looked at the person lying half under her.

			It wasn’t one of her sisters. It was a boy about her own age with freckles and straight brown hair. His eyes were closed, and he was pale and lying still.

			“Are you unconscious?” said Skye in a panic. She yanked off her hat and fanned him with it. She had seen a cowboy use his hat to revive another cowboy in a movie once. But it wasn’t working—the boy’s eyes didn’t open. Sometimes in movies they slap people, she thought, but she hesitated to slap someone she had just knocked out. Still, the boy was in trouble. If she had to slap him, she had to. She pulled back her hand and—

			He opened his eyes.

			“Thank goodness,” said Skye. “I thought you were dying.”

			“Not yet.”

			“Does your head hurt?”

			He touched his forehead and winced. “Not too bad.”

			“Okay, good. I’m going to help you get home. Where do you live?”

			“I live—”

			“JEFFREY!” It was Mrs. Tifton’s voice again, and she sounded very close now.

			Skye put her hand over the boy’s mouth and whispered, “Shh, trouble. That’s snooty Mrs. Tifton and she’s a real pain. If she caught us in her gardens, she’d—”

			The boy jerked away from her hand and struggled to sit up. He was even more pale than before, so pale she could count every freckle on his face.

			“Are you all right? You look like you’re going to be sick,” she said.

			“JEFFREY! Where are you?” came Mrs. Tifton’s voice again.

			Then Skye finally understood. “Oh, no.”

			“Excuse me,” said the boy with great dignity. “My mother’s calling me and you’re in my way.”
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			CHAPTER THREE

			The MOOPS

			It was Batty’s bedtime. She had taken a bath, brushed her teeth, and put on her mermaid pajamas, and now she was standing in the middle of her Arundel  bedroom, looking around. The butterfly wings were hanging on the closet doorknob, ready for morning. Her favorite picture of Hound, the one that her father had framed, was on the little white dresser by the window. Rosalind had put Batty’s special unicorn blanket on the bed, and Sedgewick the horse, Funty the blue elephant, Ursula the bear, and Fred the other bear were sitting on the pillow. It was an okay bedroom, Batty decided, not as safe and cozy as her room at home, but at least the closet had that secret passage into Rosalind’s room. Nothing scary could hide in a closet like that, not with Rosalind right there.

			Rosalind would be along in a minute to tell Batty a story. She came every night, just as every night Daddy came after the story to tuck Batty in and kiss her good night. Batty thought that she’d like the story tonight to be about her mother. She had heard Rosalind’s stories about Mrs. Penderwick many many times, but that didn’t make them any less wonderful, especially when the only place to go to sleep afterward was a strange and unfamiliar bed.

			Batty sat on the edge of the bed and bounced. It felt all right, she guessed. She wouldn’t mind so much about it being strange if Hound could sleep with her or if Rosalind was going to be in the room next door right away. But Hound was never allowed to sleep in the bedrooms because he insisted on licking faces in the middle of the night. And Rosalind wouldn’t be going to her room for a while, because Skye had called for a MOOPS at eight o’clock. A MOOPS was a Meeting Of Older Penderwick Sisters. Rosalind, Skye, and Jane called it MOOPS to keep Mr. Penderwick from knowing what they were talking about. Batty wasn’t supposed to know either, but she knew about MOPS, which was a Meeting Of Penderwick Sisters, because she was always invited to them. And MOOPS had only one more letter. Skye had spelled it out, em-oh-oh-pee-ess, as though that would keep Batty from knowing what it was. Batty swung her feet back and forth and wished Skye didn’t always leave her out of things.

			The door to Batty’s bedroom swung open, and Hound slipped through, his tail wagging wildly.

			“Hound!” cried Batty. “How did you get up here?”

			There was no time for talk. Rosalind would be along soon. Batty shoved Hound into the closet and shut the door behind him. Later, she would let him out and they could hold their own meeting and not invite anyone else. Batty jumped back onto the bed to wait for Rosalind.

			But when someone came in through her bedroom door a minute later, it wasn’t Rosalind. It was Hound all over again, looking pleased with himself.

			“Hound!” cried Batty again, but this time with despair. He must have taken the secret passage and come all the way around. She dashed into the closet, shut the door into Rosalind’s room, and was trying to drag Hound back into hiding when Rosalind arrived.

			“It’s all right,” said Rosalind. “Daddy’s letting Hound stay up here with you for a special treat. We thought you might be worried about sleeping alone in a new room.”

			“I’m not worried.”

			“Just remember, he’s not allowed on the bed.”

			“Okay,” Batty said, and let go of Hound. He ran across the room and jumped onto the bed.

			Rosalind pushed him back down to the floor and asked Batty, “Have you picked your story yet?”

			Batty slid in between the sheets. The bed suddenly seemed more welcoming now that Hound was going to be there all night. “Tell me how Mommy gave me my name.”

			Rosalind would rather have told a different story, one from when Mrs. Penderwick was younger and not so close to dying. But she knew this was one of Batty’s favorites. After all, there were so few stories about Batty and her mother together. Rosalind sat on the bed next to Batty and began, “Right after you were born, Daddy and I visited you and Mommy in the hospital.”

			“But Skye and Jane weren’t there,” said Batty with great satisfaction.

			“Right. Aunt Claire was staying with us to help out, and Skye and Jane were home with her. Mommy was sitting up in the hospital bed and wearing a beautiful blue robe and cuddling you in her arms. Daddy asked, ‘What should we name her, darling?’ and Mommy said, ‘Name her after me.’”

			“Then Daddy got sad.”

			“That’s right. Daddy got sad and said there could only ever be one Elizabeth for him. So Mommy said, ‘Then name her Elizabeth, but call her Batty. I think she has a sense of humor.’”

			“And then I smiled.”

			“And Mommy said, ‘You see, Martin? She’s smiling. She likes it. Don’t you, Batty?’ And she kissed you and you smiled again.”

			“Then two weeks later, Mommy died from cancer and I came home from the hospital.”

			“Yes.” Rosalind turned her head away so that Batty couldn’t see the sadness in her face.

			“And you called me Beautiful Baby Batty, and Skye and Jane called me Banana Batty.”

			“And we all lived happily ever after. Now go to sleep. Daddy will be up in a minute,” Rosalind finished. She straightened Batty’s covers, kissed her forehead, and turned out the room light. As she was closing the door on her way out, she heard a big thump and knew that Hound had jumped back onto the bed. She sighed, then headed down the hallway toward Skye’s bedroom. It was time for the MOOPS.

			“I thought you’d never get here,” said Jane when Rosalind opened the door. “Skye won’t give me any hints about the MOOPS topic, and she keeps trying to explain irrational numbers to me. I don’t need that stuff until at least seventh grade.”

			“You won’t get anywhere in life with that attitude,” said Skye.

			“That’s enough, Skye,” said Rosalind, and sat on the Tuesday-Thursday-Saturday bed with Jane. Skye was on the Monday-Wednesday-Friday bed, facing them. “MOOPS come to order.”

			“Second the motion,” said Skye.

			“Third it,” said Jane, bouncing excitedly.

			“All swear to keep secret what is said here, even from Daddy, unless you think someone might do something truly bad,” said Rosalind, with a particular look at Skye, who ignored her. Rosalind made her right hand into a fist and held it out toward her sisters. Skye put her fist on top of Rosalind’s, and Jane put hers on top of Skye’s.

			In unison, they chanted, “This I swear, by the Penderwick Family Honor,” then broke their fists apart.

			“Okay, Skye, now tell!” said Jane.

			Skye leaned forward and whispered, “I got into those gardens.”

			“You called a MOOPS for that?” said Jane. “That’s no big deal. I’m going to sneak in there tomorrow.”

			“Let me finish. I met that Mrs. Tifton. That is, I heard her talking. I couldn’t actually meet her, because Cagney had just stuck me into an urn.”

			“Oh, Skye, what were you up to?” moaned Rosalind.

			Skye hurried on. “But that’s not what I need to tell you. There’s a boy over there, I mean besides Cagney. A boy my age.”

			“Oh!” said Jane. “So I did see a boy at the window.”

			“What?” asked Skye.

			“Earlier today, when we drove up, I saw a boy watching us from a window in the mansion. I told you that,” said Jane.

			“You said you imagined him,” said Skye.

			“No, you said I imagined him. And I said that I didn’t think so, and it looks like I didn’t, right?”

			“One of these days, Jane, you’re going to send me right over the edge,” said Skye.

			“All right, Skye,” said Rosalind. “Did you talk to this boy?”

			“Yes,” Skye said, and shut her mouth like a trap.

			“What happened?”

			“Nothing.”

			“Skye!”

			“All right!” said Skye. “We crashed into each other and he seemed like he was knocked out, but then he woke up and I figured he was some kid from the neighborhood, so I said some bad things about Mrs. Tifton and upset him. It wasn’t my fault. I had just hit my head—maybe I had a little concussion. How could I know who he was? My wacko sister Jane doesn’t know reality from fantasy, and Harry the Tomato Man didn’t say anything about a son, and neither did Cagney.”

			“A son?” asked Rosalind.

			“This kid—his name is Jeffrey—is Mrs. Tifton’s son.”

			“Her son!” said Jane. “Oh, my!”

			“Well, what happened? Did you straighten it all out?” asked Rosalind.

			“No. She was yelling for him, and he left,” said Skye.

			“You’ve got to apologize to him,” said Rosalind.

			“I can’t, I can’t. I’m too embarrassed.”

			“Then one of us has to apologize for you, for the family honor.”

			“I will,” said Jane eagerly.

			“Oh, no, you won’t!” said Skye. “You’ll start babbling about Sabrina Starr and he’ll think we’re all fruitcakes.”

			“He probably already thinks that after meeting you,” said Jane.

			“Rosalind, please, you do it,” said Skye.

			Rosalind looked gravely at her two younger sisters. Skye was right, she thought. No one ever knew what Jane would say once her imagination took hold. On the other hand, maybe it was time Rosalind stopped bailing Skye out. “I vote that Jane apologize to this boy,” she said slowly.

			“Two votes to one,” crowed Jane, while Skye slapped her hand to her forehead like she had just gotten a terrible headache.

			“But—” said Rosalind, and Skye looked at her, hopeful. “But we all decide everything together ahead of time. No wild flights of fantasy.”

			“No fantasy at all,” added Skye.

			“I promise,” said Jane.

			“And we have to tell Daddy beforehand,” said Rosalind.

			“Can we leave out the stuff I said about Mrs. Tifton?” pleaded Skye. “I’ll give you my next week’s allowance.”

			“Bribery is immoral,” Rosalind said sternly.

			“I’ll take your allowance,” said Jane.

			“Why should you—” said Skye.

			“Order!” Rosalind pounded her fist on the bed. “There will be no exchange of money. Skye, I’ll let you decide how much to tell Daddy, as long as you do it before Jane goes over there.”

			“Thank you,” said Skye.

			“You’re welcome,” said Rosalind. “Now, Jane, here’s what you’ll say to Jeffrey….”
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			CHAPTER FOUR

			The Apology

			Why can’t we give that boy regular old cookies from the supermarket?” said Skye, poking at a bowl of batter with a wooden spoon. She and Rosalind were in the kitchen, making cookies for Jeffrey. Jane had left a few minutes earlier for Arundel Hall to deliver the apology, soothe Jeffrey’s wounded feelings, and try to bring him back to the cottage for an apology party.

			“Don’t attack the batter. Stir the way Mommy taught us,” said Rosalind.

			“I don’t remember anything about stirring. I remember Mommy singing that song about all the little chocolate chips goin’ to cookie heaven and I remember putting batter in Jane’s hair.”

			Rosalind took the bowl and spoon, demonstrated how to stir, then handed them back.

			“You know Jane’s going to mess it all up. Jeffrey will get more upset and hate all of us instead of just me. This cookie thing is a waste of time,” said Skye with an only slightly improved stirring method.

			“Jane will do fine.”

			“Even if she does, he won’t accept the apology. Why should he? I wouldn’t if someone said that kind of stuff about Daddy.”

			“Nobody would say anything bad about Daddy,” said Rosalind, then looked out the window to see why Hound was barking. It was Cagney, pulling up in a pickup truck. “What do you think Cagney’s doing here? He’s got a big bush in a truck.”

			“It must be the rescued rose. Cagney scores one, Mrs. Tifton zero.”

			“I’ll see if he needs any help with it.” Rosalind took off her apron and smoothed back her hair.

			“Rosalind, wait! Don’t leave me here alone—I don’t know what to do next.”

			“Use a teaspoon to drop the batter onto the cookie sheets, then put them in the oven. Don’t panic. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” said Rosalind, slipping out the door. She found Cagney at Hound’s pen, rubbing Hound’s ears and trying to get Batty to say hello to him. A minute before, Batty had been playing ballerinas with Hound, but now she was standing very still, being invisible.

			“Good morning,” said Rosalind to Cagney.

			“Rosalind, right?”

			Rosalind nodded, pleased he had remembered.

			“Your little sister won’t talk to me.”

			“She never does with new people. She waits until she’s found a common interest.”

			Cagney leaned over and whispered to Rosalind. “What about rabbits?”

			“She loves rabbits,” Rosalind whispered back.

			“I have two living with me.”

			“Oh, Batty, Cagney has two rabbits,” said Rosalind.

			Batty’s eyes grew big with wonder and she forgot to be invisible.

			“Bring her over sometime to meet them,” said Cagney. “I live in the carriage house next to Arundel Hall.”

			Rosalind suddenly felt as shy as Batty. She turned toward the truck and asked, “Where are you going to put the bush?”

			“Over there,” he said, pointing. “In that sunny spot by the porch.”

			“I’ll get it for you.” Rosalind jumped onto the back bumper of the truck, wrapped her arms around the bush, and shrieked as a dozen thorns dug into her skin. Now, Rosalind had never cared about plants. She had wanted to for her father’s sake, but in her secret heart, a plant was just one more thing that needed feeding and coddling. Even so, she should have remembered that roses have thorns. She was the practical Penderwick. And practical people, she thought, shouldn’t go all silly and forgetful around handsome teenage boys. She knew what her friend Anna would say about it: The cuter the boy, the mushier your brain.

			“I do that all the time. Hurts, doesn’t it?” said Cagney.

			“It’s not too bad.”

			Cagney helped her off the back of the truck, then lifted the rosebush down himself.

			“You grab the shovel,” he said. “We’ll plant it together.”

			While Rosalind tussled with the rosebush, Jane marched steadily along the driveway toward Arundel Hall. No sneaking through the hedge tunnel, Rosalind had said. Jane must go the long way around and show herself honestly.

			“Good morning, Mrs. Tifton,” she recited as she went. She was practicing one of the two speeches prepared at last night’s MOOPS. “I’m Jane Penderwick, daughter of Martin Penderwick, who is renting Arundel Cottage. Please, may I speak with Jeffrey?” Jane hoped that she wouldn’t meet Mrs. Tifton and then she wouldn’t have to use this speech. Who knew what the boy Jeffrey had told his mother? She might already be disgusted with Penderwicks.

			Jane began the other speech. “Good morning, Jeffrey. I’m Jane Penderwick, officially elected spokesperson for Skye Penderwick, whom you met yesterday, to your own sorrow. Whoops.” Skye had sworn she’d kill Jane if she kept in the part about sorrow, but it sounded so romantic that Jane kept wanting to say it, anyway.

			Jane followed the driveway as it cut through the big hedge and curved through the formal gardens. There it was, Arundel Hall. She slowed her steps, nervously beginning the Jeffrey speech again. “Good morning, Jeffrey. I’m Jane Penderwick, elected spokesperson for Skye Penderwick, whom you met yesterday, to your—to your not anything. Skye asked me to express her regret at—oh, nuts, what was the rest?”

			Jane was now close enough to the mansion to look up at the window where she had seen Jeffrey the day before. She had been hoping he would be there again, and she could wave to him and maybe he would come down for her speech. But today the window was empty. She was going to have to knock on one of the mansion’s doors. There had been much discussion at the MOOPS about which door to choose. The fancy carved oak door at the front had been rejected as the most likely to have Mrs. Tifton behind it. But that still left a lot of doors. The sisters had noticed at least three or four, and that was just in the parts of the mansion they’d driven by. In the end, Rosalind had said that Jane should look for the simplest door she could find. With any luck, Mrs. Tifton wouldn’t open a simple door.

			Jane circled the mansion, passing door after door, all too la-di-da for comfort. Until, all the way around at the back of Arundel Hall, she came to a plain green door with a shiny brass doorbell and a mat that said WELCOME. Jane said, “Sabrina Starr surveyed the scene. She saw nothing dangerous. Could it be a trap? But who cares about danger when there’s an assignment to carry out?”

			She rang the doorbell.

			“Hold on,” a woman’s voice called from inside the house.

			Jane muttered under her breath, “Good morning, Mrs. Tifton. I’m Jane Penderwick, daughter of Arundel Cottage. No, oh, no, no, daughter of Martin—”

			The door opened and a plump woman with short gray hair looked out at Jane. This couldn’t be Mrs. Tifton, thought Jane. No one would ever call this woman snooty. Comfortable, that’s what people would call her.

			“What a relief,” said Jane. “For although Sabrina Starr had enough courage to face her adversaries, it was nicer when she didn’t have to.”

			“And you are?” said the woman, who didn’t look at all put out by Sabrina Starr. Jane decided on the spot to like her.

			“Jane Penderwick.”

			“From the cottage. Cagney told me your family had arrived. A professor and a lot of girls, he said.”

			“And Hound.”

			“Oh, yes, the dog we’re keeping secret from Mrs. Tifton.”

			“She doesn’t like dogs?”

			“Let’s just say that your Hound doesn’t sound like her type. By the way, I’m Mrs. Churchill, the housekeeper here, but everyone calls me Churchie. Would you like to come in?”

			More than anything, Jane would have liked to go inside. There was some wonderful baking smell floating out the door, and probably Churchie would offer Jane whatever it was that smelled so good and they could have a cozy chat about the Tiftons, and maybe Churchie would even give Jane a tour. But now was not the time for frivolity. Jane had a mission to accomplish. She said, “Thank you very much, but perhaps another time. I need to speak with Jeffrey. Is he here?”

			“Hang on,” Churchie said, and disappeared back into the mansion.

			Jane had been concentrating too hard on memorizing speeches to have time to wonder what Jeffrey looked like. Skye had said nothing about it, and Jane’s own glimpse of him had been too brief and from too far away to get much of an idea. On the other hand, Jane knew exactly how Arthur, the boy in her new Sabrina Starr book, was going to look. He would have tawny eyes like a lion, and dark auburn curls, and a sad but noble expression brought on by his years of suffering. All who saw him would love him and sing praises to the goodness of his nature, such as—

			“Hello,” said a boy’s voice.

			Jane’s eyes flew open (she had closed them to better picture Arthur). Right in front of her was a real boy to look at. He didn’t have tawny eyes and auburn hair, but Jane all of a sudden understood that brown hair and green eyes could be nice. And if his face had too many freckles to be called noble, still, she already knew he wasn’t the kind of boy to tell tales to his mother.

			“How’s your head?” she asked.

			He leaned down a bit to give her a better view of the purple bruise on his forehead. “It’s okay. Churchie put ice on it when I got home.”

			“Good.” Jane beamed, then pulled herself together. She still hadn’t done her job. “I have a speech for you.”

			Churchie came up behind Jeffrey. “Sure you don’t want to come in, Jane?”

			“She has a speech,” said Jeffrey.

			“Heavens!” said Churchie.

			“You can listen if you’d like,” offered Jane.

			“How could I pass it up?”

			Jane cleared her throat, stood tall with her hands clasped behind her back, and began. “Good morning, Jeffrey. I’m Jane Penderwick, officially elected spokesperson for Skye Penderwick, whom you met yesterday. Skye asked me to express her regret for crashing into you and for her subsequent rude behavior and hopes you will forgive her and not take it too personally. The end.” Jane bowed.

			Churchie applauded. “We don’t get many speeches here. That was a good one. What do you think, Jeffrey?”

			“It was fine,” he said. “I accept the apology.”

			“Already?” said Jane. “I figured you’d need persuading, so I’ve been thinking up more things to say. Like how Skye’s always saying exactly the wrong thing to people—it wasn’t just special for you. And how she’s really nice, sometimes, after you get to know her. And then I’d ask you to have pity on motherless girls brought up without a woman’s gentle influence, which doesn’t really count, because our father is gentle, but I thought it sounded good. I have more, too, if none of that worked.”

			“You can stop,” said Jeffrey. “Not that it wasn’t great.”

			“Yes, very well put,” said Churchie.

			“Thanks!” Jane hadn’t been so proud of herself since delivering the speech for the dedication of the new playground at Wildwood Elementary School. And in a minute she was even prouder, for Jeffrey agreed to go back with her to the cottage for homemade chocolate chip cookies. She had done it! She had soothed the wounded pride of the former enemy and was about to deliver him to the Penderwick camp! Not even Rosalind could have done better.

			Jane said good-bye to Churchie, and the two children set off for the cottage, talking a mile a minute. For, to Jane’s delight, Jeffrey seemed to like to talk almost as much as she did. This gave her a chance to do some research for her book. She had been having trouble deciding what Arthur would talk about, except imprisonment and doom, of course, and imprisonment and doom can only go so far. Jeffrey seemed willing to talk about anything. He told Jane about watching her family arrive from his window, but his mother had called him just as they were getting back into the car—that’s why he had disappeared suddenly. And Jane told him about Hound throwing up in the driveway and how nice Cagney had been about it. And Jeffrey told her about how nice Cagney always was and about the stuff he was always doing for Jeffrey, like making a tunnel through the hedge so that Jeffrey could escape from visiting Garden Club ladies and giving him an iguana named Darwin, but Darwin made his mother break out in hives, so he’d had to give it to Churchie’s married daughter in Boston. And Jane told him all about the other Penderwicks, and what their names were, and how Rosalind was the prettiest, Skye the smartest, and Batty the littlest. And Jeffrey told her that he was an only child and that it sometimes got lonely. And Jane said, Well, you won’t be lonely for the next three weeks, because we’ll be here. And he said, That’ll be great. And Jane said that they should hurry, because the chocolate chip cookies must be almost done, and everyone would be so pleased to see him.

			Because Rosalind didn’t come back in a few minutes like she had promised, Skye struggled on her own with the cookie preparation. She finished stirring the batter, tossed little blobs onto the cookie sheets, shoved the cookie sheets into the oven, and turned the knob to broil. Now there was nothing to do but wait and see if Jeffrey showed up. So she went upstairs to her neat white bedroom, pulled her math book out of her suitcase, and forgot all about the cookies.

			Which is how it happened that when smoke began to leak out of the oven, no one was there to notice. Mr. Penderwick was where he had been since breakfast, in his room reading about wildflowers. Jane and Jeffrey were still on their way to the cottage. Rosalind was outside with Cagney and the rosebush, and Batty and Hound were in his pen playing astronauts on the moon. Skye? She was working.

			“A tree casts a shadow 20 feet long, and a girl who is 5 feet tall casts a shadow of 4 feet. What is the height of the tree? Okay, if the height of the tree is x, then x over 20 is hmmm—” She scribbled enthusiastically in her math book. “—which means that x equals 100 divided by 4, or 25. Easy. No problem. I
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