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Chapter 1

Mr. Greene

 


In a small town on a long, long street there
walked a man. He was a very tall man. He wore a black suit with a
tie and he carried a briefcase. Everything about him was pressed
and polished and tidy, except for his walk. One of his very
expensive, polished black shoes was hurting his foot, and this made
him limp. Even with the limp, he was a very distinguished
individual. His name was Mr. Greene, and he lived at the very end
of Hummingbird Lane at number 37.

At that moment, he was walking down his
street towards his house. Because it was such a very long street,
he had a very long way to walk. Just as he reached the very center
of the long, long street, he stopped walking very suddenly. He saw
a very small object hurtling through the air straight for him.

“Goodness!” he cried and dropped his
briefcase. The small object swerved around him and came to the
ground at a run before it stopped. Now that it was not zooming
through the air towards him, he could see that it was, in fact, a
very small girl.

If Mr. Greene had to guess her age from her
size, he would probably guess that she was two years old. Then
again, he might just as easily guess that she was ten; Mr. Greene
did not know very much about small children.

The girl was not two or ten. She was six
years old and she was wearing what looked like a rocket pack on her
back, except that it did not seem to contain a rocket. She was also
wearing a helmet. Beneath the helmet Mr. Greene could see bright
red hair struggling to be free. She looked up at him with one blue
eye and one green.

“Excuse me, Mr. Greene” said the girl, “I
didn’t mean to frighten you.” She picked up his briefcase for him
and lifted it for him to take. Because she was so very small, she
had to lift it up high over her head. It was not too difficult to
do; there didn’t seem to be anything inside the briefcase.

“Little Maria Martin isn’t it?” Mr. Greene
asked as he took back his briefcase, “How are you doing?”

“I am fine,” the girl answered, “But it is
Mathew Maria Martin. Mathew is my first name.” She had been named
after her grandfather, but sometimes people seemed to have trouble
calling her by her name. They would say that Mathew is a boy’s
name, so they would just call her Maria.

“Still leaving your house in that flying
contraption?” Mr. Greene continued, “Hasn’t your mother built an
elevator?” They were standing in front of Mathew Maria’s house now,
though they were some ways below it.

In the spot where a house would normally be,
there was a large yard. Where the backyard would normally be, most
of the space was taken up by a humongous tree. The tree
overshadowed the entire street. And high in the branches of this
humongous tree, there was a house. This was where Mathew Maria
lived with her four sisters and two parents. Mathew Maria’s mother
was an inventor, and she had invented the flying pack that was on
Mathew Maria’s back.

“My mom is working on an elevator,” Mathew
Maria explained to Mr. Greene, “She didn’t have enough supplies to
build it though. She has to buy more before she can build it, so
for now we use our flying packs to go up and down.”

Mr. Greene looked up and up into the tree. He
could not see the Martin’s house, because the branches were in the
way. He did see what looked like a tube slide made out of clear
plastic winding around the trunk to the tree. It did not come all
the way down to the ground.

He had been inside the Martin’s house before
and so he knew that it was not a slide. It was Mrs. Martin’s
fabulous elevator invention. They used one instead of stairs inside
their house, though of course that one was much shorter. To go
downstairs, one slid down it exactly like a slide. To go upstairs,
one climbed inside the tube and pushed the button. Then the tube
sucked the person up all the way to the second floor. It looked
like the elevator winding around the tree was going to be exactly
the same, but it wasn’t finished yet.

“Yes,” Mr. Greene said, “Yes I see. Well
then. Good day, er, Mathew Maria. I’ll be seeing you around.”

“Good day, Mr. Greene,” Mathew Maria
answered, “I’m sorry for scaring you. I’m sure the elevator will be
fixed soon.” And Mr. Greene continued limping down the street until
he reached his house.

 



 


 



Chapter 2

Mr. Firecracker and Mrs. Mouse

 


Mathew Maria watched him go and then turned
to face her yard. She followed a walkway that led over the front
lawn. The walkway stopped where the house used to be. Now there was
a lot of dirt. Nothing was growing there yet.

She walked across the dirt until she reached
what had been the back yard. Most of it was taken up by the trunk
to the humongous tree, but there were also very tall flower plants,
and when she walked around the tree trunk she saw many other
plants. They were all very big. She also found her father. He was
not very big. Nor was he very small. He was a regular sized man. He
had red hair, like Mathew Maria, and he was very busy looking after
his garden.

“Hello,” he said when he saw her, “Have you
come to help me?”

“Yes,” answered Mathew Maria, who loved to
help her father in his garden. He was very busy pulling out
enormous weeds.

“Even the weeds have grown large,” he said,
as he pulled one up, “The harp and flute that your mother invented
to make plants grow certainly worked well.”

Mathew Maria tried to help him, but the weeds
were much too big for her. They had very strong roots.

“Never mind,” said Mr. Martin, “You can help
me think of what to plant in the front yard. Now that the house is
in the tree, there is a great big space that can become a
garden.”

So Mathew Maria thought about this while her
father pulled up weeds. While she was thinking and he was working,
another person approached them. Mathew Maria noticed him first.

“Good day, Mr. Firecracker,” she said. Mr.
Firecracker jumped at the sound of her voice. He was a very tiny
man, though much bigger than Mathew Maria, and very shy. He never
seemed to know where he was going or what he was doing. Mathew
Maria noticed that he had a tennis shoe on one foot and a sandal on
the other.

“Yes, yes, fine,” he agreed swiftly, with a
slight tremor in his voice, “Yes, a day that is good, that is what
we have. Very, er, sunny. Yes.”

Mathew Maria looked up into the sky,
frowning. It might have been a very sunny day, but she could not
see the sky. The tree cast shade over the entire street.

“Did you want something Mr. Firecracker?” Mr.
Martin asked, looking up from his weeds.

“Did I…well no, not really, not at all in
fact,” Mr. Firecracker answered, “Just passing and…well…but while I
am here you know, on this lovely day, I thought I might say…”

“Yes?” Mr. Martin prompted, smiling to
encourage him. Mr. Firecracker always needed a lot of encouragement
to speak.

“Sunny days are very nice,” Mr. Firecracker
began, “And, well, it would be nice to see it being sunny. I mean,
I love shade, of course I do, and I don’t mean to trouble you at
all…in fact, forget about the sun, we don’t need sun. Yes, forget
about me coming. Good day to you Mr., er, Mr. Mountain. Good day
Martha.” And before Mr. Martin could say that he was not Mr.
Mountain, and that Mathew Maria was not named Martha, Mr.
Firecracker had run away.

“What do you suppose he meant?” Mathew Maria
asked. She did not mind Mr. Firecracker calling her Martha. Mr.
Firecracker could never remember anyone’s name. Mr. Martin thought
for a moment, staring at where Mr. Firecracker had been.

“I think he was trying to complain about the
tree,” Mr. Martin said. “I think he wanted to say that it was too
much shade. But he didn’t want to hurt our feelings by saying
it.”

Mathew Maria thought about what Mr.
Firecracker had said. She thought her father was probably right.
Mr. Martin started weeding again. He had a very large pile of
weeds. Mathew Maria sat and watched him work. After a while, he
started to speak again.

“It is nice to work in the shade,” he said,
“But plants do need sunlight to grow. I hope this shade won’t hurt
them.” At that moment, another person approached them. Mathew Maria
looked up to see a very large woman with dark piercing eyes.

“Good…” Mathew Maria began to say. She was
going to say ‘good day, Mrs. Mouse’ because that was the person’s
name. But Mrs. Mouse did not let Mathew Maria finish speaking.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said in a loud, firm
voice. She was not speaking to Mathew Maria. She was speaking to
Mr. Martin. Before Mr. Martin could say hello, she started speaking
again.

“This tree is a menace,” said Mrs. Mouse. “It
has cast the entire street in darkness. Something needs to be done
about it.”

“I’m sorry the tree grew so big, Mrs. Mouse,”
Mr. Martin said. “It was an accident. But now that it is done, I
don’t think it can be undone.”

“It can,” insisted Mrs. Mouse, “It can be cut
down. It can be stripped of leaves. Many things can be done, Mr.
Martin.” Mr. Martin made a noise when Mrs. Mouse said this. It
sounded like a squeak. He looked as though Mrs. Mouse had suggested
cutting him down.

“Cut down my beautiful orange tree?” he
asked, staring up at Mrs. Mouse.

“Something must be done,” she insisted, “And
soon. Or else I’ll be forced to take action.” Then Mrs. Mouse
turned and marched back the way she came.

“Goodbye Mrs. Mouse,” Mathew Maria said. Mr.
Martin didn’t say anything. He stared after her looking
frightened.

“Don’t worry,” Mathew Maria said, “We won’t
let them cut down the tree. We will find another way to bring
sunlight to the street. Maybe Mom can invent something.” So Mr.
Martin agreed to ask Mrs. Martin to help him bring sunlight back to
the street.

“After all,” he said, “my garden needs the
sunlight too. Plants can’t grow without sunlight.”

Putting on his own flying pack, Mr. Martin
and Mathew Maria flew high into the air into the branches of the
giant orange tree and went into their house. Below them, the weeds
continued to grow.
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