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Who Is Jimmy McGee?

Do you think he's a gnome?

Well, that he might be

If we ransacked the scrolls

In his pipe library.

And if we did find them,

Could we unravel the script

And trace the odd tale of his own family tree?

But this much we know. A plumber is he,

This grand little man named Jimmy McGee. 
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1. Amy's Who's Who Book

At first Jimmy McGee didn't know he was a hero. He never even thought what he was. Just a busy fellow, a plumber, mainly. Banging on pipes, waking people up, fixing things, making faucets stop dripping, going here, going there ... zoomie-zoomie. That was his business. 

But one day he found himself on a page in a book. The name of this book was the Who's Who Book by Amy. It was a little brown-red notebook that happened to open, as if by magic, to the M page. He read this:


McGee, Jimmy: a little fellow, a plumber, a banger on pipes, a HERO.



That's what astonished him ... HERO! Why hero? The rest of what the book said about him was correct. But why, why hero? He had to try to find an answer to this startling question. 





It was an evening during the summer, and the place was a little cottage in Truro on Cape Cod. The cottage, named The Bizzy Bee, was high up on a dune at the beach. The little girl Amy, who wrote that book, her mother, her father, who was a teacher and had all summer for a vacation, and their great dog, a dark brown-and-white springer spaniel named Wags, were the people who called this cottage their summer headquarters. Spending the summer with Amy was her best friend, Clarissa. Both Amy and Clarissa had long blond hair and blue eyes; both were seven, going on eight, and in the same class in school.

Amy didn't know where Jimmy McGee's summer headquarters were. Nobody knew. Most people didn't even know about Jimmy McGee at all. But Amy did. Otherwise she would not have put him in her Who's Who Book in the M's.

The family had only just arrived in the old gray Dodge and were bringing in their luggage and cartons, putting them in the right rooms of The Bizzy Bee. While the big people were unloading, Amy and Clarissa raced around the
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cottage. At the front, which faced the sea, they stood, silent, at the top of the dune and looked out at the wide, wide ocean. They flung back their arms, took in deep breaths of the pure ocean air, and watched the waves come rolling in and break on the sunny, sandy beach way down below. 

Amy said, "Clarissa. It's a rule that we cannot roll down, down the dune to the sandy beach. You'd like to, I know. So would I. But it's a rule my mama and papa made, and they don't make many. When they do, they always have a good reason. Here, Clarissa, you know the sand of the dune might collapse and come pouring down on you and smother you to smithereens."

"O-o-oh!" Clarissa gasped. She drew back from the wispy weeds at the top of the edge of the dune.

Amy laughed. "Well," she said. "Now, we'll go over there. There are steps there. Twenty-six in all. Just like the alphabet."

These steps led down to the beach and were only about fifteen feet from the front of The Bizzy Bee.

At the top of the gray weather-beaten wooden stairs there was a little platform with a bench to sit on. There Amy and Clarissa and Amy's mother and father and their friends could sit and shake the sand off their wet towels, wipe off their feet, relax, and watch the seagulls, screaming and swooping down to fight over something they thought was good to eat. 

Clarissa watched them in fascination. This was the time of day, late in the afternoon, when they were likely to find their best pickings. They'd make a dive for something. Even if it was nothing to eat, they all thought it might be.

Now, Amy and Clarissa watched the last few straggling people, who had stayed the longest, gather up their things to go home to dinner. Tiredly they plodded down the beach a ways to their own stairs. Each cottage had about twenty-six steps from the beach to the dune above.

"Tomorrow we'll be doing that," said Amy happily. "Too late this afternoon."

Amy fumbled around in the pocket of her blue sweater. "Ah!" she said. "Here it is! Got stuck in a loose stitch." She took out her special red-brown notebook that she almost always carried around with her in case she needed to write something in it. She showed it to Clarissa.


The Who's Who Book by Amy was the name of it. It was a little frayed and bent at the edges, but Clarissa saw at once that it was a very important book. "A book of names," said Amy happily. 

Clarissa held the book for a moment carefully as though she were holding a rare treasure. Then the book opened itself to the M page. Amy said, "It's a sort of magic book. It always opens itself to the M page. That's the L page, too, right ahead of the M's. Even after you think you have closed the book tightly, it always springs back to the L and M page. I should put an elastic band around it, but I won't."

"Why do you 'spose it does that?" Clarissa asked curiously.

"Because it's the magic page that has the name of Jimmy McGee on it," said Amy. "He's..."

Without waiting to hear more, Clarissa interrupted. "Am I in it, that book of names of yours?"

"Of course," said Amy. "Book begins with 'A for Amy, a little girl, age 7.'

"'B for Bear ... my Teddy Bear, age 3.' Now C for ... guess who?"


"Me!" exclaimed Clarissa, delighted. 

"Yes," said Amy. She put her finger on the C's.... "C for 'Clarissa, a little girl, age 7. Amy's friend.'"

Clarissa smiled. "How can you be in a book and out of a book at the same time?" she asked.

"Can," said Amy. "Same as being in and out of a mirror at the same time."

"Oh, of course!" said Clarissa.

"Begins with Amy, that's me. Ends with Z," said Amy.

"Z! What doll or person do you have under Z?" asked Clarissa.

"'Z: Zazoom, a clown doll,'" said Amy. "Zoomie-zoomies are named after him."

Clarissa laughed. "'Zoomie-zoomies!'" she said. "What's that?"

"O-o-oh," said Amy. "It's a magic that can make people who have it do curious things," she said. "Maybe even animals, maybe even a doll. Well, it's magic."

"Did you bring Zazoom with you?" asked Clarissa.

"No," said Amy. "Couldn't bring all the dolls and clowns and everybody. I brought Little Lydia, named after Lydia, Big ... you know, the doll who swallowed the thermometer. Left her home ... too big. The only doll I brought is Little Lydia, and see? She is on the line right above 'McGee, Jimmy.' See?" 

"Is my doll—I did bring her—Pee-Wee, in it?" asked Clarissa.

"Yes," said Amy. "And Wags is in it, and all my family..."

Amy closed the book. But it sprang open again to the M page. "See?" she said. "It always does that. There he is! 'McGee, Jimmy: a little fellow, a plumber, a banger on pipes, a HERO.'"

Clarissa said, "Why do you call Jimmy McGee a hero?"

"Because," said Amy, "he always has to do such hard things, such very hard things, hard and curious, that no one else has ever even thought to try to do."

"Oh my, yes, of course!" said Clarissa. "He is a hero all right."

Clarissa asked if she could hold this important book for a minute and see if it flipped back to the M's if she were holding it. "I'll be careful," she said.

Amy handed Clarissa the book. Holding the book tightly in her little fist, she recited as though it were a lesson in school, "A is for Amy, B is for Bear, C is for me, Clarissa..." She paused. "That's all I'll say now. It's enough to make the test." She then placed the book in her lap. Right away it sprang open to the M page. "Well! What do you know? Your book is magic, too." 

Amy laughed. "Likes the letter M and the letter L," she said.

Amy and Clarissa laughed and laughed and did the "Open Book!" test over and over. It never failed. "Likes McGee, Jimmy. Likes Lydia, Little!"

"All the same," said Clarissa, "I want to know more. Jimmy McGee must be more than a name in your Who's Who Book, Amy. Exactly who is Jimmy McGee? Where does he live, for instance?"

At that moment there came a great wham-bang on the pipes in the cellar of The Bizzy Bee.

"Hear that?" asked Amy. She laughed gleefully. "That's Jimmy McGee! He's just turned on the water, so we'll have water to drink and to cook with and everything. He'll do all kinds of things to open up this house. Papa will say, 'Well, I'll be ding-busted! Know this cottage so well, I do things even in my sleep!'"


"So!" said Clarissa. "What I hear is Jimmy McGee, wham-banger of pipes, turner-on of water...?" 

"Uh-huh!" said Amy.

"Listen, Amy," said Clarissa. "Why don't we race over to the cottage and try to look through the cellar window? If that little fellow named Jimmy McGee is down there, wham-banging like all get-out, well, maybe we'd see him. I'm in the book and out of the book ... maybe same thing about him!"

"Oh," said Amy. "By now he's not in the cellar. Listen!"

There came another wham-bang. "Now he's turned the water on in the kitchen, and now, as fast as that, he's turned on the outside faucet. He's letting them all run to get the rusty water out," said Amy.

"Well," said Clarissa with a sigh, "at least now I know who Jimmy McGee is, banger on pipes as you have it in your book. And hearing is almost as good as seeing."

"Believing is best of all," said Amy.

Another bang shuddered the cottage. "Goodness knows what pipe he is banging now!" Amy's eyes were shining with excitement.


"Tub, shower ... bathroom things," suggested Clarissa. "I like this game!" 

"This is not a game," said Amy sternly. "You don't call Jimmy McGee and his way of fixing things in a jiffy a game! Gosh, Clarissa!"

"He's a great man." Clarissa corrected herself hastily. "A hero! So it is written in your great book on [>], your Who's Who Book. Wish I knew how to write books."

"You could try. Got all summer," said Amy. "But you're right. He's a little man, but great. Everybody doesn't know about him."

"Anyway, I wish I knew a little bit more than I do so far about Jimmy McGee. Besides being a banger on pipes."

"Oh," said Amy. "There's plenty to learn. Ever put your ear against a telephone pole? Hear the humming there? That's Jimmy McGee using his magic..."

"...his zoomie-zoomies," interrupted Clarissa.

"Yes," said Amy. "Going off on some curious adventure! As the summer goes on, we'll learn more about him."

Amy spoke absentmindedly. With her finger as if glued to the L and M page, she said, "You see that Little Lydia is right above McGee. There might be a curious connection here, Clarissa. We have to ferret it out. Two heads are better than one." 

Clarissa smiled and looked happily at her friend. But then there was another slam-bang so loud that Clarissa was ready to fly down the twenty-six steps.

Amy grabbed her skirt. "Don't worry," she said calmly. "He's just zoomed off to the cottage next door. It echoes. All the way up and down the beach he'll be going from cottage to cottage on Cape Cod, and then on and on, to Maine even! Maybe even to Lebanon, where that real Lydia, who gave me the two Lydia dolls, lives. Maybe he'll even zoomie-zoomie over to some of the little islands in the ocean."

Clarissa liked that. She sat down again. "Zoomie-zoomie!"

They both began to laugh so hard that tears ran down their cheeks.

But Clarissa was persistent. "Amy," she said. "What do you think he looks like? Can't see him ... just hear him piping here, piping there. Well, what do you think he looks like?"

"Sh-sh-sh," said Amy. "I'm thinking about it ... what he might look like."


Amy placed her little book, open to the M page, beside her on the bench. She cupped her chin in her hands, looked out over the ocean, and thought about the little plumber, the banger on pipes ... Jimmy McGee. 

Dreamily, Amy and Clarissa watched the big red sun being sucked down into the sea. Suddenly it went down altogether. Then such a lovely afterglow spread over the sky and the ocean that sky and ocean seemed to become one.

Amy's mother came out of the cottage. "My!" she said. "How beautiful! But come in now," she said. "The water's on, everything is fixed, and dinner's ready. Fish!"

"Fish!" exclaimed Amy. "Many bones in it?"

"Not too many," said Mama. "Imagine! Fresh mackerel, caught just this morning. I'll help with the bones."

As they walked to the cottage, Clarissa said, "In bed tonight please try to explain to me what you think Jimmy McGee looks like, what he wears, for instance, where he sleeps, eats, everything?"

Amy said, "Oh, yes. I thought about it while the sun was sinking. I'll tell you in bed tonight."

But when they went in, Amy forgot to tuck her little  Who 's Who Book back in her pocket. There it lay on the gray wooden bench. A light breeze fluttered the pages, but always fluttered them back to the M page.

In bed that night, Clarissa asked sleepily, "Who ... where is Jimmy McGee? I might dream about him."

"I might, too," said Amy. "But I'm too tired now. I'm going to zoomie-zoomie to ... sleep."

"Me, too," said Clarissa. "I love that word ... zoo-ooom..." And she fell asleep.

So did Amy.

They both went sound asleep. But Jimmy McGee did not. When he came back to his summer headquarters near the top of the dune in front of Amy's house, he saw Amy's Who's Who Book on the dew-moist bench. It was open as usual to the M page. What he saw was this:


McGee, Jimmy: a little fellow, a plumber, a banger on pipes, a HERO.



The rest of it was true. "But, hero?" he exclaimed. "Why hero?"

That's what puzzled him and why he didn't go to sleep.



2. Jimmy McGee in His Summer Headquarters

That night Jimmy McGee certainly had not gone right off to sleep as Amy and Clarissa had. It was all on account of that book, the Who's Who Book by Amy. 

Until evening, the day had gone as usual for him. When he had finished his usual rounds, turning on faucets, fixing broken things, banging pipes all up and down the beach and way, way away, he had to go back to his headquarters for a special tool for a special job.

It was then that on the little wooden bench at the top of the dune he spotted the little red-brown notebook, flipped open to a page where he saw his name. Puzzled, he picked it up, read the name of it, and what it said about him. While mulling over why he was mentioned in such a curious way ... hero ... he thought he should pick the book up and put it in his tool bag. Otherwise, it might blow away in the night, and Amy would never see it again. And neither would he! In the morning early, he would put it back, and Amy would never even know it had been on an adventure because it would be all nice and sunny and dry. 

So he did that special hard job he had to do down Pawtucket way and came back to his headquarters. He really was very curious to see what else besides himself was in this book. He stretched out on a little hammock he had slung up in his headquarters, between two sturdy roots.

Jimmy McGee's summer headquarters were very near that platform at the top of the twenty-six steps where he had found this odd book. They were in a little cave under the hard, grassy ledge that ran along the top of the dune all up and down the beach. Sitting up there on the wooden platform, neither Amy nor anybody else would know that there was this snug little cave nearby, nor that Jimmy McGee, the little banger on pipes, had his summer headquarters in it. And no one could see in. Straggling roots of
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tough sea grass made a tattered, lacy curtain that concealed the entranceway. Anyway, no one would even think to look there. 

His summer headquarters were small. But they were big enough for him and his things because he and his things were little, too. If any creature at all should wander in, he or she might acquire a touch of magic because Jimmy McGee himself was magic. But he had few visitors ... now and then a wandering cricket or a curious beetle, but they would soon wander back out not knowing they had been touched by magic.

Jimmy McGee made himself comfortable in his hammock, and he chewed on a piece of beech plum root and prepared to read this book of Amy's. He wanted to see what a book like this that had him in it said. A leisurely rest of this sort was most unusual for Jimmy McGee. Generally he allowed himself only one-two sees from his rounds for a nap of one-two sees. This showed what a strong hold this little book had on him.

He opened it up with curious anticipation. Right away he saw that the book was written in alphabetical order. He knew the alphabet; in fact, he knew how to read, and in many languages. He tended the nuts and bolts and the pipes of the library in Washington, D.C., near his winter headquarters, which were in Mount Rose Park. If he read something that he liked, he would make a copy of it in his own bebop code and store it in his little pipe library. 

To be really comfortable, he now took off his stovepipe hat and hung it on a handy grassy root to the left of his hammock. He had made this hat out of a small piece of black stovepipe that he'd found in the alleyway behind Amy's house in Washington, D.C. It must once have been part of a kind of parlor stove because it was so small, not big like a kitchen stovepipe would be. He had made a top for it out of a tin stove-flue covering, which he had had to cut down quite a little to make it fit. Although the middle of this flue covering had had a pretty picture of a waterfall, he had blackened it out because he wanted his whole hat to be
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