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Dedication

For three Unclaimed Treasures, with love.

Craig, Nancy, and Varnetta Arlene
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Prologue

“I found it!” The tall man stood in the doorway, grinning, holding up the painting for her to see. “In the attic.”

“Ah.” The woman turned from the window, slowly, carefully. She was very large. Soon she would have a baby. “The apple tree.” Her voice was like a sigh. “Just look at the color of the blooms.”

The man and woman smiled at each other over the painting.

“And it’s still there, that old tree,” said the man. He moved to the window to look out over the wide sweep of lawn. He walked with a limp. “Still dying, is it?”

“It was always dying,” she said. “You remember. We were always told not to climb it. Warned and shouted at and chased when we did.”

The man nodded. “But we had to climb it,” he said. “They should have known we had to climb it. Just because it was forbidden.”

“It was like a short story, that summer,” said the woman, settling in the wing chair by the window. “A short story with a beginning, a middle, and an end.”

The man smiled and sat on the arm of her chair.

“Once upon a summer,” he began, “there was a tree full of blooms that would soon become fruit, and a pair of twins, a boy and a girl. And the girl wished to do something important and extraordinary.”
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The Beginning

It was a summer that began and nearly ended with a death. One of the next-door aunts died the first week that Willa and Nicholas moved to their new house. The air was still and balmy, and they hung out the upstairs window watching the relatives and friends parade in and out of the gray Victorian house next door.

“It looks like a parade of ants,” said Nicholas, hanging way too far out the window. “Aunts, ants. Get it?”

“Yes,” said Willa, hanging on to his pants and watching for her true love.

Willa was always watching for her true love, in every line outside the movie theater or ice rink or at the bank. Stopped at a light, Willa always looked over to the next car for him. He would, she knew, be tall and solemn. Solemn. Not like her mother, who was loud and cheerful and wore bright colors. Not like her father, who murmured a lot and rustled his class papers. Willa loved her mother, though she did not understand her. Willa loved her father, too. He was the one who came up at night and nuzzled in Willa’s neck and sang songs she knew he made up. They droned some like a hive of bees and put her to sleep. Willa had read in a book once that she might fall in love with her father. So she tried—but she couldn’t. She threw herself into his arms once, pressing up close against him, whispering in his ear the way it was done in the movies. He had looked at her strangely, smiling, as if he had read the same book or seen the same movies.

“Great Hoover Dam,” said Nicholas in the window. “Will you look at all the long black cars.”

Willa smiled. Nicholas was experimenting with bad language, slightly disguised. She squeezed next to Nicky and leaned farther out. Maybe her true love would be an undertaker. The undertakers were dressed in black, and they wore gloves and looked solemn. All except the one who was earnestly picking his nose. None was her true love.

As Willa and Nicholas watched, a door to the side porch next door opened, and a boy came out to sit on the step. He began eating an apple, neatly spitting out the peel as he ate. He looked up and saw them in the window.

“Hi,” he called. His hair was fair and hadn’t been brushed.

“You’re spitting out the healthiest part of the apple,” Willa called.

The boy nodded, smiling slightly.

“I’m sorry someone died there,” said Nicholas kindly.

Willa was horrified. Things like death and pimples and mayonnaise in the corner of someone’s mouth were best left unmentioned, she thought.

The boy was not horrified, however.

“It’s an aunt,” he called up. “A great-aunt. One of the Unclaimed Treasures.”

“Unclaimed Treasures?” asked Willa.

“One of the aunts,” he said. “Unmarried. Unclaimed. There are two left over,” he added. He spit a large piece of apple peel into the bushes. “Why don’t you come visit?”

Nicky and Willa looked at each other. Go over next door? Where there was a funeral? For someone they didn’t know?

“I’ve never been to a funeral,” whispered Nicky. It was clear he wished to go.

Willa stood up, her face pale.

“But there’s a dead aunt over there,” she whispered. Nicholas took her hand.

“Death,” he announced, “is not catching, Willa.”

And that was the beginning.

The boy’s name, it turned out, was an unfortunate one—Horace Morris—though it did not trouble him. He announced it matter-of-factly, calmly, like a weatherman announcing rain.

“I’m Willa Pinkerton,” said Willa. “And this is my younger brother, Nicholas.” Seven minutes younger Nicky was, since they were twins. But Willa always introduced him as her younger brother. And Nicky, being Nicky, never cared.

“Come on.” Horace Morris beckoned them. “There’s good food inside.” It was obvious Horace Morris liked food. His pants bulged at the pockets, and he had a slight roll over his belt.

Inside, the kitchen had large black and white floor tiles, splendid for hopscotch, Willa thought, and high ceilings and lots of food and people. Everyone there was smiling and talking, including Horace’s two aunts—the leftover Unclaimed Treasures. They did not look like any aunts Willa and Nicholas had ever seen before. Though they were great-aunts, ancient and wrinkled, they were dressed in bright colors, and they were drinking and smoking. Aunt Lulu was teetering on lavender high-heeled shoes with many straps that crisscrossed and crept up her legs, ending somewhere under her dress.

“How nice for Horace to have you here!” she exclaimed. “You may try the wine.”

The plump one was Aunt Crystal.

“Welcome to the neighborhood,” she said. “The former owners of your house did not treat our cats with respect.”

Willa noticed that there were two cats on the counter attacking a roasted turkey.

“We have three cats,” Aunt Crystal confided. “The two on the counter are named Black and Blue because they fight. Gloria is in the parlor keeping company with Mab.”

“Is Mab another cat?” asked Nicky politely.

“Oh no, dear,” said Aunt Crystal, smiling and patting his hand. “Mab is the deceased.”

Horace handed Willa and Nicholas glasses of wine, and Willa’s stomach began to feel uneasy as they moved through the mass of people in the dining room and into the parlor.

“Holy Crisp,” murmured Nicky, for he had just spied the open coffin sitting in the bay window.

“Come on in,” invited Horace. “If you want you may have a look.”

Willa gulped at her wine, and they moved closer. Gloria, a long-haired Persian, was indeed keeping company with Aunt Mab. She was perched just above Aunt Mab’s folded hands, preening herself. Aunt Mab was laid out in what was really the music room, right next to the Knabe. She had a mildly sour look on her face, as if she had expected someone to play Schubert or Chopin, but had been presented with Czerny exercises instead.

Willa drained her wineglass nervously and sat on a velvet chair. She had never in her life drunk wine. But she remembered her mother once, after a party, dressed in an India print dress and in bare feet, standing in the kitchen singing three verses of “Bringing in the Sheaves.” Her mother had sung it “Bringing in the Sheets,” and her father had made coffee and been amused. Willa beckoned to Nicky.

“Do I look or sound funny?” she whispered.

Nicky shook his head, then stared again at the coffin.

“Very well, then,” Willa said brightly. “I’ll have another.”

Horace Morris brought her another wine and sat down on a stool.

“Where are your mother and father?” Willa asked him.

“My father is over there,” he pointed. “See? The tall one next to Aunt Crystal.”

Willa looked, but all she could see were people milling about.

“My mother is not here for a while,” Horace went on. “She’s gone to seek her fortune.” Horace was eating another apple, carefully spitting the peels into a potted plant.

“Seek her fortune?” asked Nicky. Willa knew he had visions of a pig or a dog with a long stick and a kerchief over its shoulder. Nicky was a great reader.

Horace nodded and spit. “She said the Treasures take care of the house and of me. She’s out in the world looking for something that needs her.”

“That’s wonderful,” said Willa, staring at Horace. “I wish my mother would do that.”

“Our mother is having a new baby,” explained Nicky.

Horace was impressed. “She is?” He looked at Willa. “I wish my mother would do that,” he said fervently.

Willa had a sudden and sharp memory of a day last week, just before dinner, talking about the new baby.

“Will it be twins, like us?” Nicky had asked.

Their mother, huge and brightly colored like an air balloon, turned sideways at the kitchen counter to cut tomatoes. She shook her head.

“One heartbeat, the doctor says.”

“That’s what he said before we were born!” protested Willa, dismayed at the thought of two babies. One was bad enough, smelling and crying and dirtying up the house.

“That was eleven years ago,” said their mother. “They know more now.”

Willa sipped her wine, thoughtfully. They didn’t know enough, she thought, to keep her mother from being pregnant. Her mother should be out in the world doing something important and extraordinary. Like Horace Morris’s mother. That’s what I will do someday, Willa thought. I know it. Something important and extraordinary. Not like having babies. You just popped babies out and had them on your hands for years.

“Something important and extraordinary,” Willa said out loud. “That’s what I am going to do. Someday.”

“Do the two go together?”

Willa and




























Copyright

UNCLAIMED TREASURES. Copyright © 1984 by Patricia MacLachlan. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.



Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

MacLachlan, Patricia.

  Unclaimed treasures.

  “A Charlotte Zolotow book.”

  Summary: Willa, who wants to feel extraordinary, thinks that she’s in love with the father of the boy next door until she realizes that her “ordinary” true love is the boy himself.

   [1. Individuality—Fiction.]   I. Title.

PZ7.M2225Un   1984

[Fic]

83-47714

ISBN 0-06-024093-8

ISBN 0-06-024094-6 (lib. bdg.)

ISBN 0-06-440189-8 (pbk.)

EPub Edition March 2013 ISBN 9780062285799



OEBPS/images/cover.png
PATRICIA
MacLACHLAN

NEWBERY MEDAL FOR Sarah, Plain and Tall

Q&) o)
Unclaime({
Treasures






OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Uncloined
g/mawx‘&f/
by Loatricia Macachlar

A Charlotte Zolotow Book

HARPER
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





