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“What else is in the drawer?” Katy asked.

“Just these old boots and the tin box.” Louise picked up the red rubber boots and turned them over. “Look, Katy, something is stamped on the sole.” Louise looked hard at the tiny letters. “Seven League Boots. Weren’t they in an old story, Katy?”

“Of course,” Katy said. “Don’t you remember? You could go very fast with them. Each step was seven leagues long.”

“What’s a league?” Louise asked.

Katy went downstairs to get the big dictionary from the living room bookcase. She came back and sat down on the floor beside Louise and opened the book. “Lead, leaf, here it is—league: about three miles.” Katy chewed the end of a piece of her hair. “Seven leagues, that’s more than twenty miles.”

“Twenty-one,” Louise said. “We’ll have to be careful with those boots.”
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“What do you keep in here, Katy?” Louise walked over to the tall chest of drawers in the corner of Katy’s room. The chest was dark and old and covered with scratches.

Katy put down the black jelly bean she was using for an eyebrow pencil. “I’m not supposed to touch the stuff in that chest. My mother stores things in it.”

Louise pulled open the top drawer. The smell of mothballs filled the air. “Isn’t that the sweater you wore last year, Katy? And here’s your tweed skirt.”

Katy shut the drawer. “They’re too small for me,” she said. “And I told you Mother doesn’t want me going into the chest. Do you want to get me into trouble?”

Louise looked out of the window at the pouring rain. “I’m bored,” she said, “and I’m your guest, Katy. It’s your duty to amuse me.” She opened the second drawer. It was filled with old sheets and blankets. “It won’t hurt to look at the things,” Louise said, “not that they’re all that interesting.”

The third drawer held a lot of old handbags. “I sometimes play with those,” Katy admitted, “but I always put them back just the way they were, so Mother won’t notice.”

The bottom drawer was locked. “The stuff in there belongs to Aunt Martha,” Katy said. “She left it here ages ago when she went on a trip.”

“Where’s the key to the drawer?” Louise wanted to know.

“I think Mother hid it in her night table,” Katy said. “I found a key there one day when I was looking for some Scotch tape.”

“Your mother isn’t home,” Louise said.

Katy grinned. She ran out of the room and came back a few moments later with a little key. It was worn and old, but it fitted into the lock of the bottom drawer and turned easily.

Katy opened the drawer. Louise reached in and took out a little round mirror with a curly handle and a tarnished silver frame.

“We have to remember exactly how the things fit in,” Katy said.

“Of course.” Louise put the mirror on the floor and lifted a pile of cloth out of the drawer. When she shook it, the cloth unfolded. It was a long bathrobe with a big floppy hood. The cloth was worn thin in places, but it was still brightly colored in a strange pattern.

“Great for playing dress-up,” Louise said.

“We’re only going to look at the things, not play with them,” Katy reminded her. She saw something that looked like a rolled-up pair of faded nylon stockings. “I wonder why Aunt Martha would leave these here.” She picked them up. They turned out to be a pair of flesh-colored gloves. Katy put them on. They fitted perfectly. “Look, Louise,” she said, “aren’t these funny?”

“Aren’t what funny?” Louise asked.

Katy stretched out her hands. “The gloves,” she said.

“I don’t see any gloves.” Louise put down the bathrobe and pulled a pair of battered red rubber boots out of the drawer. “Your aunt never throws anything away, does she?”

Katy looked at the gloves again. They were the same color as her hands. She couldn’t see them, and she couldn’t even feel them.

Just then the doorbell rang.

“Mother must have forgotten to take her key. Quick, Louise, help me get the stuff back into the drawer.” Katy put the rubber boots on top of a dented metal box that had a picture of a fruitcake on the lid.

Louise folded the bathrobe and stuffed it in with the other things. She put the little mirror on top and shut the drawer. Katy locked it and dropped the key into her pocket.

The doorbell rang again. Katy ran downstairs to answer it. A thin woman wearing a red raincoat and carrying a red umbrella stood on the doorstep. “Hello, Katy,” she said.

“Oh, Miss Medwick!” said Katy. “Come in. I forgot it was Tuesday.” Tuesday was the day for Katy’s piano lesson.

The piano teacher came dripping into the house. She closed her umbrella and left it in the corner of the hall. Then she took off her wet raincoat and gave it to Katy to hang up.

Miss Medwick stood beside the piano bench and cracked her bony knuckles. “Come, Katy,” she said, “let’s see if you can do better this week. I hope you practiced your scales.”
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Katy hadn’t been near the piano for days. There were always better things to do. She sat down on the bench and put her fingers on the keys. Suddenly she started to play. Her fingers ran through the scale without making a single mistake. When she finished she looked at Miss Medwick.

The piano teacher was smiling. “Katy!” she said. “That was just fine. Now let’s hear Swans on the Lake.” She opened the music book on the piano.

Katy played the little piece. She was surprised at how easy it was.

Miss Medwick looked at her in amazement. “Let’s try something a bit harder, Katy,” she said. She took a sheet of music out of the black folder that she always carried with her. She propped the music on the piano.

Katy stared at the jumble of nasty little black notes on the paper. The music looked much harder than anything she had ever played. “This is what I get for not making a mistake,” she said to herself. “I won’t do that again.” Katy struck what she thought would be a sour note. No sooner had she touched the key when all the rest of her fingers began to move. She played the piece of music all the way through.

Louise had come downstairs and seated herself on the sofa at the other end of the living room. Katy looked at her. Louise didn’t have her fingers in her ears the way she usually did when Katy played the piano. Today Louise sat and listened during the whole lesson.

When it was time for her to leave, Miss Medwick seemed almost sorry to go. “You see what you can do when you really try, Katy,” she said, as she put on her raincoat. “I’m so happy that all my work with you is finally showing results.”

After Miss Medwick had gone, Louise said, “Katy, I didn’t know you could play like that.”

“It wasn’t hard,” Katy said. “I guess I never really tried before.” She looked out of the window at the Brooklyn street. “It’s stopped raining. Mother should be home soon. I’d better put these gloves away before she gets back.”

Katy took off the gloves and ran upstairs to lock them away in the bottom drawer of the storage chest. Then she went back downstairs and sat down on the piano bench. She started to play Swans on the Lake. It wasn’t as easy as before, but Katy played it to the end. She looked up. Louise had her fingers in her ears.

“Is it really that bad?” Katy asked.

“You sound just the way you usually do.”

Katy frowned. She bent over the piano keys and played the piece again.

There was the sound of a key in the lock of the front door. The door opened, and Mrs. Turner walked into the house.

“Hello, Mother,” Katy
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