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				RUN!

				Olive streaked toward the closest exit, a pair of doors that led not to the crowded front corridor, but to one of the school’s inner halls. She smacked through the doors, their heavy panels creaking open to let out the many running feet that came right behind her. Everyone shot out into the dark corridor, the cats racing protectively around Olive’s ankles, Morton reaching up to grab her gloved hand.

				They turned a corner into an even darker hall. Beneath their footsteps and her own gasping breath, Olive could hear the gym doors creaking open, releas-ing a blast of screams and laughter before whooshing shut again.

				. . . Leaving one more pair of footsteps to follow them into the darkness.
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			HOUSES ARE GOOD at keeping secrets.

			They shut out light. They muffle sounds.

			Some have musty attics and murky basements. Some have closets stacked with sealed boxes and locked rooms where no one ever goes. A house can stand with its windows curtained and its doors shut for decades—even centuries—without revealing a hint of what is hidden inside.

			The old stone house on Linden Street had kept its secrets for a very long time. For more than a hundred years, it had loomed at the crest of the hill, its towering black rooftops piercing a canopy of ancient trees. A pool of shadows surrounded the house, even on the sunniest days. Overgrown hedges enclosed its garden. Its deep-set windows were blurry and dark. Even in the height of summer, its stone walls exhaled a faint, grave-like chill, as though warmth and sunlight could never quite get in, and the darkness inside could never quite get out.

			But as this particular summer dwindled into autumn, and the ancient trees dropped their leaves, and the nights grew long and cool and dark, the secrets hidden in the old stone house seemed to rise, at long last, to the surface.

			On those lingering autumn evenings, dim red and purple lights began to glow from the house’s upper windows, where the silhouettes of watchful cats sat motionless on the sills. Cobwebs stretched across the porch. Headstones sprouted from the overgrown lawn, jutting up like crooked gray teeth. After sunset, when darkness covered the house, small, fiery faces flickered from the shadows around the front door.

			Neighbors walking down Linden Street had always walked a bit faster as they passed the old stone house. Now they ran.

			As for the people living inside those chilly stone walls: They were delighted to know that their house looked so frightening.

			It was almost Halloween, after all.

			• • •

			Inside the old stone house were the three Dunwoodys: Alec Dunwoody, a mathematician; Alice Dunwoody, another mathematician; and their daughter, Olive Dunwoody, who was about as likely to become a mathematician as she was to become a three-toed tree sloth.

			Throughout the twelve years of Olive’s life, the Dunwoodys had lived in many different towns, moving from apartment to apartment as Mr. and Mrs. Dunwoody moved from one mathematical job to another. When they had settled on Linden Street early that summer, Mr. and Mrs. Dunwoody were happy to think that at last they had a real house all to themselves.

			But the truth was: They didn’t.

			A trio of cats—Horatio, Leopold, and Harvey—had been keeping watch over the old stone house since long before the Dunwoodys arrived. Also hidden in its quiet rooms were a slew of sleepy neighbors, three stonemasons, a bouncy brown dog, several dancing girls in gauzy dresses, a café packed with Parisians, an out-of-practice orchestra, a castle porter, a woman in a bathtub, whole forests of trees, entire flocks of birds, and one small boy in a white nightshirt.

			Mr. and Mrs. Dunwoody had no idea that they had so many roommates. But Olive knew. Thanks to a pair of spectacles she’d discovered in an upstairs drawer, Olive had learned the truth about the paintings that gleamed from the house’s cold stone walls.

			Olive knew that Aldous McMartin, the house’s original owner, had been a very talented—very unusual—artist. Each painting he created was a living, changeless world, full of flowers that never wilted, and moons that never set, and people that could never die.

			People like Aldous’s beloved granddaughter, Annabelle.

			People like Aldous McMartin himself.

			These painted worlds also made the perfect hiding place for everything Aldous wanted to conceal. Family spellbooks. Nosy neighbors. Dangerously curious almost-twelve-year-old girls who moved into your house and started unearthing all of its secrets.

			Inside Aldous’s paintings, Olive had been chased by shadows, nearly drowned, and almost buried alive. She had survived each threat so far, but Olive didn’t know how much longer her good luck would hold. She’d already set the living image of Annabelle free, and worse still, she’d let Aldous’s final self-portrait slip through her fingers straight into his granddaughter’s cold, painted hands. As soon as Annabelle found a way to release him from the canvas, Olive’s luck would take a turn for the much, much worse.

			Back in their college days, Mr. and Mrs. Dunwoody had invented a card game called 42—a more complicated version of 21—where each player tries to collect 42 points without going over. Sometimes, when Olive was really bored, her parents convinced her to play it with them, even though she never won. In her struggle with the McMartins, Olive felt as if she’d flipped one low card after another. Even if she didn’t exactly understand the mathematical rules of probability, Olive knew that a lucky streak couldn’t go on forever. Each good card brought a bad card closer. At any moment, the face of a chilly, smiling queen, or a stony, sunken-eyed king would stare up at her, and she would lose, yet again.

			Compared to this very real fear, Halloween began to seem downright cheery.

			So Olive had hung the cobwebs and put up the colored lights. She had cut out the cat silhouettes, modeling them on the house’s real (and much more talkative) cats. She had carved the jack-o’-lanterns with her parents, sitting on the porch in the October twilight. Mr. Dunwoody’s jack-o’-lantern was made up entirely of equilateral triangles. Mrs. Dunwoody’s jack-o’-lantern was made up of three scalene triangles and one complex quadrilateral. Olive’s jack-o’-lantern was made up of a jagged nose, two asymmetrical squinting eyes, and a crooked, snarling mouth, which disturbed her parents and the neighbors for entirely different reasons.

			When she was finished decorating, Olive had stood at the curb looking up at her towering, terrifying house, and she’d felt a momentary zing of pride. For once, she might be the one getting to frighten someone else.

			But being frightened wasn’t Olive’s real problem. Olive’s real problem was the feeling that—even with the cats and a few human friends, and all the painted people surrounding her—down at the very bottom, where the house’s worst secrets lived, she was completely alone.

			Olive was the one who had unearthed the house’s secrets. She was the one who would bear the brunt of the McMartins’ anger, if—or when—they did come back. Sometimes Olive felt as though she were carrying the weight of the entire house, with its massive stone walls and its huge, dim rooms, inside of her worn purple backpack. It would have been nice to let someone else carry it for a while.

			Weeks ago, after Annabelle had made off with Aldous’s portrait, Horatio had promised Olive that they might not have to face the McMartins all by themselves. Since then, however, he’d gotten suspiciously secretive about the matter.

			“But what did you mean?” Olive demanded for what might have been the hundredth time, when she and the huge orange cat were alone together in the backyard. Olive had been raking leaves and throwing herself into the piles. The leaves crunched around her as she sat up and looked at Horatio, who was seated near the shriveled lilac hedge, his eyes fixed on the empty gray house just beyond. “You said, ‘We may not have to fight alone.’”

			“Did I?” said Horatio.

			“Yes.” Olive tugged a maple leaf out of her hair. “You did.”

			“Then I must have meant what I said,” replied the cat.

			Olive flopped back into the pile. “You’re keeping something from me.”

			“If I am,” Horatio’s voice murmured through the crackling of the leaves, “you should trust that I am doing so for good reasons.”

			Olive tried to believe this. But as the autumn days blew by, and no new help appeared, and Horatio went on refusing to explain, Olive felt more alone than ever.

			She was the only student in her art class who couldn’t touch a paintbrush without shivering. She was the only one on the school bus who spent the whole ride peering anxiously out of the windows, sure that she would catch sight of a pair of painted eyes staring back in. She was the only kid in sixth grade who wasn’t excitedly making plans for a Halloween costume, because she knew she wouldn’t be safe outdoors, at night, in the danger-cloaking darkness, without the walls of the old stone house standing solidly all around her.

			If anyone had told her that something was about to happen that would make Olive’s current aloneness feel as friendly as a birthday party, she simply wouldn’t have believed it.

			So it was probably just as well that no one did.
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			WINTER IS A dangerous time.

			There is ice to slip on. There is snow to skid through. There are whiteouts and wind chill, frostbite and head colds. And there are all kinds of winter sports—like sledding and skating and downhill skiing—that will help you hurt yourself very efficiently.

			Simply stepping outdoors in the wintertime can be dangerous. If you’re the kind of person who tries to avoid danger and discomfort, you might step outdoors as rarely as possible. If you’re a gangly, distractible twelve-year old girl who is prone to falling down even without snow and ice to help you do it, you might avoid the outdoors whenever you can.

			And if you are a gangly, distractible twelve-year-old girl with a huge stone house to nestle inside, and if you have far more chilling reasons than frostbite to avoid the outside world, you might hardly leave your house at all.

			You’ll burrow down inside those thick-walled rooms with a book to read and something warm to drink, perhaps with a costumed cat for company, and you’ll feel almost safe.

			Almost.

			Because no matter how many blankets you hide under, or how many lights you turn on, you’ll remember what is waiting for you outside. You’ll hear shards of blown ice tapping at the windows. You’ll hear the moan of cold wind battering the walls. You’ll know that the ice and the darkness are waiting for their chance—any tiny gap, any unlocked door—to get in.

			And out there, in that cold and darkness and ice, something else is waiting for you. It’s as cold as the snow that blows around it, as slick as the icicles that drip from the eaves, as dark as the longest nights of the year. It watches you through the glowing windows as you huddle inside its house.

			Deep down, under all your blankets and bravery, you’ll know that even with the windows sealed, and the doors locked, and the sturdy rooftops and solid walls all around you, that dark, cold thing will get inside.

			It’s only a matter of time. 
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			MR. HAMBERT, REALTOR, puffed his way along the creaking downstairs hall. He didn’t like this tall gray house. He didn’t like the way his footsteps echoed disconcertingly from every side at once. He didn’t like the way the stiff white furnishings seemed to be waiting for someone to come back. He didn’t like the way this house felt: chilly and muffled and half-petrified, like something stuffed into the back of a freezer.

			This made him think about frozen steak.

			Which made him think about dinner.

			Which made him all the more eager to finish this tour and get out of here.

			He put on his shiniest smile.

			“It’s an unusual situation, of course,” he told the client trailing quietly behind him. “Selling the house complete with its contents, that is. Though it’s not unheard of on this street.” Mr. Hambert cast a glance through the parlor windows at the towering stone house next door. Then he made his smile even shinier. “Besides, you are a rather unusual client!”

			The young man behind him gave a start.

			“You must be the youngest homebuyer I’ve worked with,” Mr. Hambert explained.

			“Oh,” said the young man—the very tall, very thin young man, in a voice so deep that it seemed to be coming from somewhere beneath his feet. “Mmm.”

			Mr. Hambert beamed. “They just don’t build grand old places like this anymore, do they?” he asked, moving onward down the hall. “So much space. So much charm.” He opened the next door and groped for a light switch. A gust of air, thick with spice and smoke, drifted out into the hall. “So much history.”

			The light switch clicked. A dusty chandelier flared to life, illuminating what had once been a formal dining room.

			It was clearly not a dining room anymore.

			The long table was littered with bits of strange plants: purple leaves, fuzzy blue berries, flowers on black stems that twisted like corkscrews. The sideboard was arrayed with trays of unfriendly looking brass tools. A huge stuffed raven perched on the curtain rod. In one corner, a human skull, which might or might not have been made of plastic, grinned from atop an ink-spattered desk.

			“Oh,” said Mr. Hambert, in a wobbly voice. “Well. As I was saying.” He closed the door with a decisive bang. “So much history.” He gave the client another smile. “Shall we continue?”

			Puffing a bit more loudly now, Mr. Hambert trundled to the end of the hall. He had just reached the foot of the stairs when a soft thump came from the floor above.

			“Did you hear that?” Mr. Hambert asked.

			The young man shook his head.

			Mr. Hambert stood still for a moment, listening. The tall gray house kept quiet.

			“Never mind,” the Realtor said loudly. “Must have been the house settling. These old places, you know. These grand, historic old places!” The stairs groaned under his tasseled loafers. “The house has three good-sized bedrooms, along with—”

			He stopped. Another sound—the soft, rapid rhythm of running feet—seemed to echo from the head of the stairs before dwindling quickly away again, leaving the house as still as it had been before.

			Mr. Hambert pulled a tissue from his pocket and blotted his forehead. “What was I saying? Oh yes: Three bedrooms, two and one-half baths . . .”

			They stepped into the upper hall. Just ahead of them, a wisp of pale fabric vanished through an open doorway.

			Mr. Hambert swallowed audibly. “Bedroom number one,” he announced, sounding a bit like someone who’s just been punched in the stomach. He reached out and gave the door a nervous inward push.

			The door pushed back.

			It closed with a slam right in Mr. Hambert’s shiny face.

			The sound Mr. Hambert made was something between a gasp and a honk. He wheeled around, loafers squealing, and bounded back down the staircase three steps at a time.

			“I’ll buy it!” the young man called from behind him.

			“Excellent!” shouted Mr. Hambert, streaking toward the front door. “I’m sure you’ll be very happy here!” He wrenched the door open with both sweaty hands. “Congratulations!”

			“Congratulations!” echoed two voices from the other side of the door.

			Mr. Hambert gave another gasp-honk.

			An oldish woman and a youngish boy stood on the porch of the tall gray house. The woman’s body was made up of large, round shapes, which balanced on her little booted feet like several scoops of ice cream on a tiny cone. The boy had messy brown hair and smudged glasses. A T-shirt with a picture of a dragon on it peeped through the lapels of his flapping winter coat.

			“I’m Lydia Dewey, and this is my grandson, Rutherford,” said the round, smiling woman. “We’re here to welcome our new neighbor to Linden Street.” She wafted a plate of cookies under Mr. Hambert’s nose. “My Dutch-cocoa-sour-cream swirls,” she said. “Maybe you’d like to try one? Or two? Or three?”

			• • •

			In the towering stone house next door, a girl and a splotchily colored cat sat on the sofa in the front parlor, their noses mashed against the frosty windowpane.

			“Now he’s eating his fourth Dutch-cocoa swirl,” the girl murmured. “He’s probably already forgotten what he’s doing here.”

			“I believe your postulation is correct, Inspector Olive,” the cat replied in a lofty British accent.

			Through the glass, they watched Mr. Hambert totter down the sidewalk to his car and drive off in the wrong direction.

			“Now Walter is officially our neighbor,” said Olive.

			“Indeed,” said the cat. “He will make a valuable addition to the Yard.”

			“But it isn’t really his house.” Olive skimmed a fingernail through the frost in a long, looping swirl. “If Morton ever finds his parents, it will be their house again.”

			“Another logical conclusion.”

			“Inspector Harvey, do you think . . .” Olive hesitated. “Do you think this house is still waiting for someone else to come back?”

			The cat narrowed one bright green eye. “No, Inspector Olive. I do not. But is someone else waiting to return to this house? That is another question entirely.”

			Olive turned back toward the window. The Deweys had disappeared into their own cozy white house. Mr. Hambert’s car coasted past again, now heading in the opposite direction.

			She took a deep breath. “I should go next door,” she said, sliding reluctantly off of the slippery silk couch. “Maybe Morton has finally found something that will help.”

			“I shall join you,” Harvey answered. “Officers Leopold and Horatio can oversee Scotland Yard while we are away.”

			“I’ve always wondered, why do they call it ‘Scotland Yard’ if it’s in England?”

			“An excellent question,” said Harvey, with a knowledgeable lift of his chin. “You see, Inspector Olive, the force maintains a strict dress code. Men in kilts are required to remain outside police headquarters, in the yard. Thus: Scotland Yard.”

			“Oh. Like ‘No shirt, no pants, no service’?”

			“Precisely.”

			Olive turned toward the door. “I’m getting my sweater. I’ll be right back.”

			Leaving Inspector Harvey to monitor the street, she dashed out of the parlor, skidded across the hall, and started up the creaking staircase. On the walls around her, gilt-framed canvases glimmered softly. Whorls of paint caught the sheen of electric lights.

			Aldous McMartin, the original owner of the old stone house, had been a very talented—and very unusual—artist. Though Aldous himself had been dead for nearly a hundred years, he had left all of his paintings behind, firmly stuck to the house’s stone walls. And inside of those paintings, a host of McMartin family secrets lived on. Aldous had used his paintings to hide treasures, trap enemies, and create deathless versions of himself and his beloved granddaughter, Annabelle. And now, as Olive knew all too well, Aldous’s final self-portrait was free of its painting, wandering the real world beyond the old stone house.

			Waiting to get back inside.

			Olive scanned the paintings carefully, looking for any suspicious changes. She was halfway up the staircase when something jerked her to a stop.

			To her left, just above the stairs, there hung a painting of a small, silvery lake. Olive had seen this painting a thousand times. She passed it every day on her way to breakfast, on her way back to her room to find the homework or book or pants she’d forgotten, and on her way to bed each night. But when she looked at the painting now, she felt vaguely certain that the sky above the lake had changed color.

			It was twilight inside the painting. Feathery silhouettes of pine trees stood in the distance, and a handful of stars poked through the violet sky. At least, Olive thought the sky had been violet. Now its color was closer to plum. And perhaps she had miscounted them (Olive was prone to miscounting everything, including her own fingers), but there appeared to be fewer stars than usual.

			A cold, unpleasant gust, like winter air blowing through an unlatched door, swept through Olive’s body. With a glance over both shoulders to make sure she was alone, Olive picked up the antique spectacles that hung from a ribbon around her neck and placed them on her nose.

			Around her, Aldous McMartin’s artworks rippled to life.

			In the painting of the moonlit forest that hung at the head of the stairs, bare branches shivered above a twisting path. Heather fluttered in the painting of the Scottish hillside. The still life between the bedroom doors didn’t move, but the strange fruits in their silver bowl seemed to shimmer a bit more juicily.

			Olive turned back to the painting of the silvery lake. Wrapping her hands around the frame, she leaned forward until she felt her nose touch the surface of the canvas. Then, as if she were smooshing her face into a bowl of warm Jell-O, she pushed her head into the painting.

			A lake-scented breeze fluttered her hair. Waves whispered to the sand. Distant pine trees swayed like sleepy dancers. Olive stared up at the sky. She waited, the nape of her neck prickling, to see that familiar darkness rush through the air, eating the light and swallowing the stars. It was the darkness that would mean Aldous McMartin was near.

			Olive had seen it within that very painting, when the living portrait of Annabelle had tried to drown her. She had seen it in the painting of the moonlit forest, when darkness had swirled through the night sky and out of the frame, filling the house with Aldous’s presence.

			But she didn’t see it now.

			The sky’s deep purple hue didn’t change. The stars shone against its darkness, their light soft and steady.

			Slowly, Olive pulled her head back through the picture frame.

			In the upper hall, she checked the other canvases. The moonlit forest didn’t seem any darker than usual, but it was already so dim, it might have been hard to tell the difference. The painting of Linden Street that hung outside her bedroom door hadn’t changed either.

			Or had it?

			Olive squinted into the canvas. Far away, in the center of the usually deserted street, something pale and soft gave a twitch.

			With an awkward somersault, Olive toppled through the frame and landed in the misty grass on the other side. The Linden Street of a century ago wound up the hill before her. The residents of a century ago—the ones who had learned too much about the McMartin family, anyway—waited there as well, inside their silent houses, trapped in Aldous’s painted world until they had become paintings themselves.

			Olive rushed up the hillside. Dewy grass straightened itself in her footprints. Painted mist swirled and settled back into place. She ran past houses with candlelit curtains, past empty front yards and quiet porches, toward the hulk of one tall gray house.

			An old man with a long bristly beard was standing on its front lawn. His striped pajamas seemed to glow against the darkness.

			“Oh, Mr. Fitzroy—it’s you,” Olive panted, jogging to a stop beside him.

			“Evening, Miss Olive. I just walked over to check on the place.” Mr. Fitzroy nodded at the tall gray house. Its windows stared down at them, dark and unanswering. “Of course, nothing ever changes here, but with Morton gone . . .” He gave Olive a little smile. “Well, I suppose some things do change.”

			Olive, not knowing what to say but wanting to say it anyway, made an agreeable little “hmm” sound.

			“We miss him in here,” said Mr. Fitzroy.

			Olive’s heart squeezed. She’d liked knowing that Morton was safe and sound inside this painting, right beside her bedroom door. Now that he was outside, in the real world, a low, constant worry for him vibrated inside of her, like the bottom string of a piano. “I miss him in here too,” she said, but she was talking more to her shoes than to Mr. Fitzroy.

			The old man bent down and plucked a weed out of the dewy lawn. So quickly that Olive couldn’t see it happen, the weed had vanished from his fingers and popped up again in its original spot. “Old habits . . .” Mr. Fitzroy sighed. “Any sign of Mary and Harold Nivens yet?”

			“No. But we’re still looking.” Olive looked up at his bushy profile. “Mr. Fitzroy, you said once—you said there was something special about Morton’s mother, didn’t you?”

			“Mary Nivens,” Mr. Fitzroy said softly. “Nobody could keep a secret around her. And there were people on this street who wanted to, believe me.”

			“I believe you,” said Olive. “Do you think that got her into trouble somehow? Like someone told her something big and dangerous, or—”

			Mr. Fitzroy’s paint-flecked eyes sharpened. “You’re pretty good at digging up secrets yourself, aren’t you?” He examined Olive over the crinkles of his beard. “You might want to be more careful. Some secrets are safest where they are.”

			Before Olive could think of a reply, the old man turned and strode up the street. Olive stood still, staring after him, until his striped pajamas had vanished into the mist.

			Back outside the picture frame, Olive tugged off the spectacles and looked anxiously around the hallway. The gaping doorways of unoccupied bedrooms watched her like hollow gray eyes. She checked the painting of Linden Street again. For a moment, she thought that its surface looked dimmer than before—but then she remembered how dim the hall itself was, with the darkness of a winter afternoon already pressing at its windows.

			With a little shiver, Olive dove through her own bedroom door. She flicked on the lights before leaping toward the bed, kicking her feet safely out of reach of the shadows beneath, and landing with a noisy cre-THUNK.

			On the vanity, a massive orange cat glanced up from its own reflection.

			“Hello, Olive,” the cat said dryly. “You are moving through the house with your usual calmness and grace, I see.”

			“Horatio, you haven’t noticed any of the paintings changing, have you?” Olive gave Hershel, her worn brown bear, a squeeze. “Maybe growing darker, or changing color?”

			“I have not,” said Horatio. In the mirror, his vivid green eyes focused on her. “And I have been keeping a very close watch.”

			Olive squeezed Hershel tighter. “Because Aldous will try to come back, won’t he?”

			“Whether he will return is not the question,” said the cat. “The question is when.”

			“And why,” Olive added. “I mean, Annabelle is gone, the shades are gone. What else does he want? Elsewhere? Me? You?”

			Horatio gave a soft snort. “There are many things in this house that Aldous will not give up. Not willingly. Not as long as he exists.” The cat’s green eyes flicked sideways. Olive followed them to her collection of old pop bottles—and to one bottle in particular.

			Wrapped around its dusty green neck was a gold locket. Olive crossed to the vanity and picked it up. The filigreed pendant was cool and heavy in her palm. Reluctantly, like someone lifting up a bandage to look at the blood beneath, Olive pried open the locket’s halves.

			The face of Aldous McMartin stared up at her.
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			It was a powerful face, ridged and craggy, with long, hard features and a stern mouth. Its sunken black ink eyes seemed to gaze straight into hers.

			Olive snapped the locket shut again. Then she yanked its chain off the bottleneck and tossed the locket into the back of her top vanity drawer.

			“I’m going to see Morton,” she said, slamming the drawer shut. “Do you know where my purple sweater went?”

			“As I’m not in the habit of borrowing your clothes, my answer would be an emphatic no.” Horatio turned back to his fluffy reflection. “Be careful out there,” he added. “Don’t stay out after dark.”

			“I will,” Olive promised. “Or—I won’t. Or both.” With a little wave at Horatio, she tore out the door and raced back down the steps.

			At the bottom of the staircase, the library’s carved wooden doors stood open. Inside the huge room, rows of bookshelves towered toward the ceiling, and ancient velvet couches leaked wisps of stuffing onto the rugs. Olive’s father, Alec Dunwoody, sat at his desk in the center of the room, holding a neatly sharpened pencil. His head was raised. His gaze was distant. The cheery glow of the fireplace formed two smaller cheery glows in the lenses of his glasses.

			“I’m going next door,” Olive called from the doorway.

			Mr. Dunwoody went on staring straight ahead. The pencil in his hand made invisible scribbles in the air.

			“Dad?”

			Mr. Dunwoody turned the pencil around and erased one of the invisible scribbles.

			“Dad?”

			“Ah! Olive!” Mr. Dunwoody’s face broke into a smile. “Did you just get home from school?”

			“It’s one in the afternoon,” said Olive. “And it’s Sunday. And I just sat next to you at lunch, remember?”

			Mr. Dunwoody’s eyes unfocused. “I remember a lentil salad . . .”

			“You said the lentils were softer than usual, and Mom said she’d made .25 cups of lentils—”

			“—to .4 cups water, and I suggested a ratio of 1/4 cup lentils to 1/3 cup water instead, or .25 to .33 repeating. Of course!” Mr. Dunwoody beamed at Olive, his eyes focusing again. “So, how was school?”

			“It was fine,” said Olive. “I’m going next door for a little while. Is that all right?”

			“Certainly,” said Mr. Dunwoody. “It’s good to get out of the house and enjoy the—the inverse! That’s it!” The pencil began to scribble on the air again.

			“Hey, Dad?”

			Mr. Dunwoody glanced up. “Oh, hello, Olive!” he said brightly. “Back home already?”

			Olive decided to skip this question “Have you seen my purple sweater?”

			Mr. Dunwoody looked down at his own blue dress shirt. “I don’t believe I have,” he said. “Not today, that is. I have seen it in the past, approximately once a week, for a period of—”

			“Thanks anyway,” said Olive.

			She hurried around the staircase and down the hallway to the kitchen.
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			JACQUELINE WEST is obsessed with stories where magic intersects with everyday life—from talking cats, to enchanted eyewear, to paintings as portals to other worlds. An award-winning poet, former teacher, and occasional musician, Jacqueline now lives with her husband in Red Wing, Minnesota. There she dreams of dusty libraries, secret passageways, and more adventures for Olive, Morton, and Rutherford.
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