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1

The Blanket

You might think this is an ordinary blanket, but Felix Powell knows differently.

He discovered the blanket at Birdie’s Thrift Shop, where his nan gave him five dollars to get anything he wanted.

Most eight-year-olds would walk straight to the toys, but Felix isn’t most eight-year-olds. He went in the opposite direction. He explored.
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The blanket was sitting on a haphazard stack of old quilts and comforters. No one had touched the blanket in fourteen days.

He unfolded it. He spread it out. He studied it from end to end.
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It was blue.

There was a rip on one side, just big enough to poke a finger through.

Some of the threads were loose.

There was a patch where someone had mended it.

It was nothing special, to be honest.

But a little voice in Felix’s head whispered: There is something special about this blanket, Felix Powell.

You should always pay attention to the little voice in your head.

Felix neatly folded the blanket, carried it to his nan, and said, “I’d like to use my five dollars to get this, please.”

Nan raised her eyebrows. “It’s summer in Louisiana and you have plenty of blankets. Why do you need this one?”

“Because,” said Felix. That was the best he could do.

As it turned out, the blanket only cost one dollar. Felix went exploring again. He bought one yo-yo, two Amelia Bedelia books, and a charm bracelet for his nan. They were all fine purchases, but none of them were as special as the blanket.

That much he knew.
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2

Catch It While You Can

At home, Felix did research to uncover the mysteries of the blanket. “Active research” was something scientists did, and he wanted to be a scientist when he grew up. A wildlife biologist, to be exact. A primatologist, to be even more exact. That’s a person who studies primates like chimpanzees and gorillas.

For now, though, Felix just wanted to find out what kind of magic lived in his blanket. Because he was pretty sure some did.

Felix wore the blanket like a cape, hoping it would make him fly.

It didn’t.
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He sat on the blanket, hoping it would give him a lift.

It didn’t.
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He draped it over his head, hoping he would turn invisible.

He didn’t.
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When none of that worked, he tried something truly desperate.

He used the blanket as a blanket.
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Still nothing happened.

“I have an excellent idea,” said his dog, Mary Puppins.

Well, she didn’t really say it, because Puppins only spoke Dog. To any other person, it sounded like this: “Ruff-woof-ruff-ruff-woof-bark.” But Felix wasn’t any other person, so he understood what Puppins meant.

“What’s your excellent idea, Puppins?” Felix asked, as he sat cross-legged on the floor of his bedroom.

“It’s a beautiful day,” Puppins said. “Let’s have a picnic in the backyard. We can pack meat loaf and roast beef and cheese and hamburgers and potato chips and cake and ice cream. And a banana.”

Puppins was right about it being a beautiful day. Felix was certain he wouldn’t be able to manage meat loaf and roast beef and cheese and hamburgers and potato chips and cake and ice cream and a banana on such short notice, but it was a glorious day for a picnic. The sun was bright. The sky was full of white, puffy clouds. And it wasn’t too humid. When you get a day like that, you have to catch it while you can.
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3

Ultimate Number One Favorite Sandwich

Food is important for any successful picnic, so Felix carried his blanket into the kitchen, tossed it across a chair, and made his ultimate number one favorite sandwich, which he called Felix’s Ultimate Number One Favorite Sandwich. Puppins watched him the whole time. The kitchen was her favorite room in the house. She was intensely interested in what people did there, especially if it involved them accidentally dropping nibbles on the floor. “Don’t feed Puppins any of that sandwich!” Nan said from the living room.

Felix’s hands were full—he had the sandwich in one hand, a reusable water bottle in the other, and the blanket across his arm—so he couldn’t cross his fingers as he walked toward the sliding glass door.

He crossed his toes.

“And, Felix, remember we have our Bean Feast tonight, so don’t get too full!”

Oh, yes! The Bean Feast! How could he forget? On the first Saturday of every month, Felix and Nan ate dessert for dinner. They called it their Bean Feast, even though there weren’t any beans involved. Tonight they were having chocolate cake with raspberries and a side of ice cream.

“Okay!” he called over his shoulder, as Puppins walked at his heels, wagging her tail.

In the fenced yard, he spread the blanket on the grass under the shade of the magnolia tree and ate his sandwich. The door on Nan’s small garden shed creaked lazily nearby. Puppins sat next to him. Birds chirped all around.
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Felix’s backyard was small, but his neighborhood had plenty of trees, which meant it was busy with birds and squirrels.

Felix loved all animals, but his favorite was the bonobo. That’s what he wanted to study when he grew up. Unfortunately, all the bonobos in the world lived in the Democratic Republic of the Congo, which was more than seven thousand miles away. Felix considered studying birds in the meantime, since there were plenty of them flying around. But they flitted by so fast, it was hard to tell them apart.

Felix loved listening to the birds. They all made different sounds, like feeee-beeee or mew mew mew or ka-whee, ka-whee or caw caw caw.
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“Ka-whee! Ka-whee!” Felix said. He hadn’t been able to communicate with any birds yet, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t try. “Ka-whee! Ka-whee!” He stopped. Waited.

None of the birds responded.

Maybe one day they will, Felix thought.

Puppins liked to listen to the birds too. Well, usually. Right now, she was focused on only one thing: Felix’s Ultimate Number One Favorite Sandwich.

He broke off a tiny piece of crust with peanut butter on it and gave it to her. She ate it without even chewing.

“I wish I knew how to fly an airplane,” said Felix. He took a bite of his sandwich. “That way I could travel all over and see everything I want to see.”

Not just the bonobos, either. There were hundreds of other things Felix wanted to see and just as many places he wanted to go. Sometimes Felix was overwhelmed with curiosities, like: What did animals dream about? Did mosquitoes have personalities? What did the jungle smell and look like? Would he be able to communicate with primates one day?

He could spend hours simply wondering about the mysteries of the universe. But he didn’t feel like daydreaming today. He felt like doing something with his new blanket.

He finished his sandwich and took a big gulp of water.

“Now what should we do?” he asked Puppins.

Puppins drooled. “Make more sandwiches, then tear them into pieces and drop them on the ground?”

“I don’t want to eat too much,” Felix said. “Tonight is Bean Feast with Nan.”

Puppins paused. “How come I’m never invited to Bean Feast?”

“Nan doesn’t like to give you table food. You know that.”

“Yes,” Puppins replied sadly. “It’s one of the greatest misfortunes of my life.”

Puppins stretched out on the grass, thinking of her misfortunes, while Felix studied the fluttering of the magnolia leaves.

“How about we play hide-and-seek?” Felix suggested. “I’ll hide under the blanket and you seek me out.”

“It’s not much of a game if you tell me where you’re hiding in advance.”

“Okay, we’ll call it something else.” Felix twirled the curl of hair on his forehead, thinking. “We’ll call it . . . Can You Free Felix from the Blanket While He Holds On as Tight as He Can?”

“It’s a bit wordy,” Puppins said. She stood up and wagged her tail. “But it’ll do.”

Felix got up and walked a few steps into the grass. Puppins did too. Then Felix dropped to his knees and slid underneath the blanket. He gripped the corners. He held on tight, tight with all his might.

“Try and get me!” Felix said.

Puppins didn’t waste any time. She grabbed the blanket with her little teeth. She scratched it with her little paws. She barked at it with her little barks. She tugged and tugged and tugged with the power of a Saint Bernard. A puppy Saint Bernard, but a Saint Bernard nonetheless.
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Finally the blanket came off.

Puppins expected to see boy Felix, her best friend, with the curl on his forehead and a smattering of freckles on his cheeks.

But both Puppins and Felix were in for a big surprise.
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