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Chapter
1

The Martin Family

 


In a small town on a long, long street lived
the Martin family. There was Mr. Martin, and Mrs. Martin, and their
five children. The youngest was named Mathew Maria.

The seven Martins lived together in a great
big house in the exact middle of the long, long street, at number
21 Hummingbird Lane. Mr. Martin was a wonderful gardener with red
hair and a green thumb. Everything he planted would grow up strong
and healthy. Mrs. Martin was an inventor. She could build just
about anything she could imagine. Once, she had built a rocket that
went to the moon. She could also make wonderful toys for their
children, like dolls that danced or paints that erased.

The four girls, Melanie, Moira, Mia, and
Mary, were very ordinary little girls. They all looked just like
their mother and had long blond hair and green eyes. Melanie was
the eldest. Then came Moira and Mia, who were twins, and then Mary.
Except for Melanie being the tallest and Mary the shortest, each of
them looked exactly like the other. Mathew Maria was different.

Mathew Maria was not a boy. Mathew Maria was
a girl. She was the youngest of all her sisters, and she had red
hair, like her father. Her hair was not long and straight either.
It curled and frizzed, and stuck out from her head like a lion’s
mane. One of her eyes was green, like her sisters’, but the other
was blue. Melanie, Moira, Mia, and Mary were all tall for their
age. But Mathew Maria was very small. When she was six years old,
she looked like she was two. Mathew Maria didn’t mind being
small.

“The world is a much bigger, grander place
when you are small, than when you are big,” she said once, “I’m
very small, so my world is very grand.”

Before Mathew Maria was born, the Martin
family had only girls. Mr. Martin and Mrs. Martin loved their four
girls, but they wished very much to also have a son. And then a new
baby was going to be born, and all the doctors said it was going to
be a boy. The Martin family was overjoyed.

“I shall call him Mathew,” Mr. Martin said,
“After my father.” Mrs. Martin agreed that Mathew was a good name
for a boy.

“What shall his middle name be?” she asked.
But Mr. Martin didn’t know. They made a long list of names they
both liked, but still they couldn’t decide. They were all good
names.

Then the baby was born, and it wasn’t a boy
at all. It was a girl. Mr. Martin was very happy that she was born.
He was also very sad, because he had so wanted to name her after
his father. He had spent months planning her name.

“Oh, well,” said Mrs. Martin, “We can call
her Maria.” But Mr. Martin did not want to change the baby’s name
to Maria.

“Oh, no,” he said, “We said that this baby
shall be called Mathew, and Mathew she shall be.”

“She can’t be named Mathew,” Mrs. Martin
said, “Mathew is a boy’s name.”

“I don’t care,” said Mr. Martin, “A name is a
name, and Mathew is a good name. I don’t see why only boys should
get it.” And he wrote the name Mathew on her birth certificate.
Then he looked at his long list of middle names. There were
eighteen boy names written there, because he never could decide on
just one. He still couldn’t decide on just one. Finally, he decided
to give her every single one of those names.

“After all,” he said, “No one can have too
many names.”

And so she was given the full name of Mathew
Theodore Benjamin Liam David Christopher Robert Luke Joey Jonathan
Richard Spencer Bruce Donald Timothy Henry Anthony Michael Robin
Martin. He showed this name to his wife.

“I still say Maria is a good name,” said Mrs.
Martin.

“Oh, no,” Mr. Martin said, “You chose the
name for Melanie and Moira and Mia and Mary, so I will choose for
this last one, and I choose Mathew.” But to please her, he added
Maria to the end of her name, right after Robin and before Martin.
Then Mrs. Martin agreed it was a good name.

“And for short,” Mr. Martin said, “We can
call her Mathew Maria.” And so from that day on, that is what she
was called.


 


 


Chapter
2

The House on Hummingbird Lane

 


The Martin family lived in a tall wooden
house, painted blue. It was two stories high and it seemed to be
built upside down because all of the bedrooms were on the first
floor while the kitchen, living room, and dining room were all up
on the second. To make it easier to go up and down with the
groceries, Mrs. Martin had built in a tiny elevator.

It was a strange sort of elevator. Most
elevators are like tiny rooms that move up and down. The Martin
family’s elevator was not a tiny room that went up and down. It was
a long, winding tube, like a slide. Whenever anyone wanted to go to
the second floor, they climbed into the tube and push the button.
The tube would suck them up, just like a giant vacuum cleaner, and
they would go sliding up the tube until they reached the top.
Whenever someone wanted to go back down, they could slide to the
bottom just like a regular slide.

The house had five bedrooms on the ground
floor. Melanie, Mary, and Mathew Maria all had their own bedroom.
Moira and Mia shared a room together because they were twins and
they liked to do everything together. They had a bunk bed in their
room and every night they switched who would sleep on the top and
who would sleep on the bottom. Melanie and Mary each had canopy
beds. All four of those girls had pink walls and white carpet and a
lot of dolls and stuffed animals.

Mathew Maria’s room was not pink, and she did
not have a lot of dolls or stuffed animals. Her room was painted
blue and was filled with books. Her bed wasn’t a normal bed either,
for it looked like a rocket ship. It hung from the ceiling like a
swing. Sometimes, Mathew Maria would swing in it while she read, as
though it were a hammock.

The final room was for Mr. and Mrs. Martin.
They had a water bed. It was the sort of bed that was a lot of fun
to jump on, though no one was allowed to do that. Their walls were
painted white, but they were covered in pen markings. Sometimes
Mrs. Martin would get an idea for an invention but she couldn’t
find any paper. So she would write it on the wall, or on the sheets
to the bed or on the curtains. The room was filled with wires and
half finished machines. It also had books on gardening. And it
often had soil and leaves that came in with Mr. Martin after he had
been working in his garden.

The garden was in the backyard, and it was a
very impressive garden because Mr. Martin was a very good gardener.
And even Mr. Martin didn’t always know what was growing there. He
had a jar filled with seeds, any seeds he might come across, and
every once in a while he would draw out seeds at random to plant
and then he would see what would grow. He grew a cactus that way,
and an orange tree, and a bush of wondrous flowers that grew all
the way up the windows of the second floor. You could look at them
from the kitchen.

The second floor had everything that the
first floor didn’t. There was a very large living room, a kitchen,
and a dining room. There was also a workshop room where Mrs. Martin
would work on her inventions, when she wasn’t working in her
bedroom.

The door to the workshop room was always
closed, and no one was allowed in there but Mrs. Martin, for some
of her contraptions could be very dangerous. Every once in a while,
however, she would open the door to let everyone peek inside and
see what she had invented. Once it had been the elevator. Another
time it was a bubble machine. This machine made fantastic bubbles.
They didn’t go pop when you touched them and were colored in every
color of the rainbow. The Martin family played with them all day,
bouncing them around the house. They were just like bouncing balls,
except they were so light they couldn’t break anything or knock
over lamps.

Then Mathew Maria got the idea to glue a
couple of bubbles to the bottom of her shoes. She went bouncing
about, up and down the stairs and against the walls. She jumped so
high that she touched the ceiling. Finally, she bounced straight
out the window and landed in a tree. After that, Mrs. Martin said
that bubbles on shoes were too dangerous and made her take them
off.


 


 


Chapter
3

Mr. Martin’s Garden

 


Because they had the marvelous elevator, they
didn’t need to use the stairs. For a long time they were just
there, without being used at all. Then one day, they found a new
use.

Mr. Martin was working in his garden and
Mathew Maria was helping. It was a very hot, sunny day.

“I love gardens,” said Mr. Martin, “But I do
wish they could be inside. If my garden were inside, it would not
be so hot.”

“Why can’t they be inside?” asked Mathew
Maria.

“There isn’t any soil inside,” answered Mr.
Martin, “And without soil you can’t plant seeds. And without seeds
you can’t grow plants. And without plants, you can’t have a
garden.”

“What if we brought some soil inside?” asked
Mathew Maria, “Then we could plant seeds, and they would grow, and
it would be a garden.” Mr. Martin thought about this.

“But where could we put a garden inside the
house?” he asked, “There isn’t any room.” Then Mathew Maria closed
her eyes and thought hard. And finally she had an idea.

“What about the staircase?” she asked, “No
one uses the staircase.” Then Mr. Martin realized this was true,
and all at once he decided that he should build a garden right
there inside the house.

“After all,” he said, “Everybody likes
plants. And there are a lot of plants outside, but there are no
plants inside. So I will bring some in.”

Then Mathew Maria
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