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Cl'laptcr | ~ Gctting Started

Z0é 5trawberr9 Wilson and Horus Bluestone
Heath lived between the mountains and the sea in a
small Vi”age called Wgelmot, on the river Wye in South
Wales. Zoé lived in a tiny redbrick house with a higii
Peaked roof, surrounded 139 a grassy field that reached
all the way from the stone wall at the front road clear
down to the Big Woods and the creek. Horus lived next
c[oor, ina big stone farmhouse with a huge oak tree, at
the end of a red dirt lane.

Theirs was a quiet Piace, with lots of creeks and
woods, separateci ]39 fields and narrow dirt roads) none
of which went very far. The two of them were good
friends, and theg had oPPortunities to Plag together
‘most every dag. Whether it was granc[ adventures or
small tea Parties it was alwags Fun, and theg treasured

each o‘cher’s compang.

Z0& was an inquisitive person; | mean, she was
curious. She was curious about the world. She was
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curious about herself. She was curious about
EVERYTHING. She was a strong, sturdg little girl, with
curlg) liglﬂt brown hair and broad Powerful shoulders.
She had large hands, with long Fingcrs that seemed to

find their way into evergtlﬂing, sooner or later.

She liked to take things apart, which was fine,
excep’c that she very often couldn’t Put them back
togetlﬁer. Not entirelg, anyway. Her father loved her
very much, and he liked to bring home broken gadgets
and small appliances and leave them where Zoé could
find them. Her mother was an exccptional mother, a
champion hiker and swimmer, and she loved to sit
outside with Zo& in her lap and watch the trees swaying

in the breeze and tell Zoe about her relatives.

Horus was an odd fellow. 1 mean, he had unusual
interests and hobbies, like builcling small boats for Frogs
to ride in, and making whistles from fresh willow
branches, and trging to see how long he could stand on
his head. Horus’ father was an archaeologist, and was
Frec]ucntlg away in Eggpt orlraq s‘cudging ancient
civilizations and cligging stuff up. His mother was a
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gentle) quiet woman with a winning, smile, who loved to
tell long complicatedjokes, and could make you Iﬁappg
jus’c ]39 singing to you.

Z0é& couldn’t remember exactlg how or when she’d
met Horus. It seemed to her that theg’cl alwags been
Friends, and that was good enough for her. She was a
year older than Horus, and he was eightj making her
nine, although because his birthdag came earlier in the
year than hers, he Caught up with her for a few months

everg 968!".

Horus was Fairlg bright, and although his taste for
adventure was never as strong as Zoé€’s, he was
courageous in his own way, and he was a true and
reliable friend. Horus was c]uite fond of animals - all
sorts - and he was forever bringing home creatures
from the woods and fields. He would keep them for a
clag or two, feed them whatever he thought theg would

eat, and then turn them loose again.
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Author’s Note #1 Introdwuctions

The author wishes to express his regrets at
not being able to meet you, personally.
Perhaps, once you come to know Zoé and
Horus, then at least we’ll have two friends in
common.

Now, there are some People who might think that
living in a little Vi”age far from the city lights and busg
People was rather dull. But it seemedjust right to Horus
and Zoé&. Theg enjoyecl the wind in the trees and the
sun on the fields, and the bright and cheerful birds that
sang to them every morning, Theg had clean, warm
houses) and good Foocl, and Plentg of time to Plag and
think. And, best orca”) theg had each other.

One dag) Zo& came bg Horus’ house. She didn’t
say angt]ﬁing right away, but from the look on her Face,
Horus could tell that something was up.

“You know the woods?” she askecl, rather

abrup’clg.
“What?” said Horus.

“The woods,” she said again, “the big old gnarl&
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thick, dark wooc]s) down begoncl the hagfield, where
the creek comes out.” She Paused, waiting for him to

say something.
“Yeah,” he 5ighec]. “What about them?”
“There’s some‘ching inthem,” said Zoé.
“What?” said Horus.
“There’s something inthem,” said Zoé.
“What’s in them?” said Horus.
“l don’t know,” said Zo&.

“Me neither,” said Horus. “What makes you think
that?”

“Well...” said Zo&. She clearlg had something to
say, but shejust didr’t know how to begin. Horus knew
her Prett9 we”, though. He sat quiet19 and smiled at her,

waiting for her to sort it out.

“Well...” she said again, “I had a dream last night.

In the dream, there was a little man in a green suit, with
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green shoes, and a green coat, and a round green

bowler on his head, and...”

“A lcprechaun” said Horus. He’d read a lot of
books.

“A LEPER CORN?” asked Zoé.

“No, a /cprcchaun. Little magical folk, from Irish

Fairg tales.” Horus SOUﬂACCl VCFH sure O{: himself

“We”, mag]ae)” she agreec]. “Anyway, he had
short, Pointg bcard) and was smokinga long, skinng)
cream-colored Pipe that he held clenched in his teeth,
and he had a black iron pot full o{:golc] in his hands.”

“Tgpical,” said Horus. “What was he doing?”

“It looked like he was searching fora Place to hide
the gold,” said Zoé&.

“Of course,” said Horus.

“Magbe ina hole in a tree,” said Zo&.

“Uh huh,” said Horus.

Page 12



Wyeknot
“A big, gnarlg, dark tree,” said Z0g€, growing ever

more excited.
“Sure,” said Horus.

“‘LIKE THE TREES IN THE DARK WOODS!Y”

screamed Zo&.
“So?” asked Horus.

“S07” screamed Zo&. “HORUS, YOU
BLOCKHEAD!” She didn’t rea”g mean it. She wasjust
impatient, and beside herself with excitement. “Did it
ever occur to you that there might be a treasure hidden
cleep,just afew s‘ceps from your back cloor, waiting for

you to come and find it?”

“I don’t think there’s any treasure in those
woods,” said Horus. “Owls and spiders, magbe awolf or

two, but no treasure.”

“Let’s find out!” said Zog, unable to contain

herselF ang lOﬂgCF.

“You mean toc]ag?” asked Horus.
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“I mean RIGHT NOW!” Zoé glared at him, and then

Hashed him a toothg grin. “Are you readg?”

Horus sat sti“, Iooking s’ceadi|9 at her. He wasn’t in
the mood for an aclvcnture, but the chances of talking
her out of it, once she got thatlook on her 1Cace, were
pretty close to zero. “Okag,” he said. “But, if we’re
going on ajourneg we need Provisions.” Z0& crossed
her arms over her ches‘c, and began taPPing her toe up

and down on the floor.

“we'll onlg be gone a single clag,” she said. Horus
clisappeared into the l(itc]ﬁen, and emergeci afew

minutes later.

“Food,” he said, stuginga couple of peanut
butter anclje”g sandwiches into his backpack. “Water,”
he said, aclc]ing a couple of s‘curclg metal water bottles
with screw-on tops. “And shelter,” he said, stuging two

waterproo{: Ponchos and a sweater into the bag.
“Is that it?” asked Zo&. She was reaclg to go.

“Almost, > he said. “We might not get back until

Page 4



Wyeknot
after dark.” Horus clroppecl two compact Hashlig]ﬁts
into his Pack, zippecl it up, and threw it on his back.
“Okag,” he said turning toward the door, “let’s go!”
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Cl'xaPtcr 2 - The Dark Woods

Z o0& and Horus closed the back door) and ambled
on down the old dirt road that followed the field of tall
grass behind Zo&’s house to the creek that bordered
the woods. Horus was begirming to get into the spiri‘c of
the thing and theg both were talking and wonclering
about what thcg might find. Things looked pretty
exciting until theg actua”g reached the edge of the

trees.
“Kinda dark,” said Horus.

“Dark, and thick) and spookgl” said Zo&. “The
Pemcect Place to find Leper Corns!”

“‘LE-PRE-CHAUNS,” corrected Horus.

“Wha‘cever,” said Zo&. “C’mon!” And she stepped
from the bright sunlit road into the woods. Horus lost
sight of her for a moment, and then followed her into
the shadows.
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It was as if they had entered a different world.
The trees here were Pine, and maple, and elm, and oak,
and theg were old and tall and close together. The
branches grew thick and twisted, and met each other
high above their heads, closing out the sun and s|<9.
Theg could hear the sound of the creek Howing over
the rocks) and the calls and whistles of birds high in the
trees. There were liglﬁt green bushes and tangles of
blackberries, ferns and mosses. The ground was soft
and slightlg damp, especial|9 near the trunks of the
trees. Occasiona”g there were mushrooms and other
Fungus clinging to the roots, and random Pilcs of rocks
scattered here and there) with small Plants and flowers
sPringing up between the cracks. There were bits of
olc], cracklg leaves and fallen twigs on the grouncl, and
now and then a buttemqg or moth fluttered 139, catching
aray of sunlight that found its way down through the

canopg.

“Beautiful,” said Zo&.

“Eerie,” said Horus.
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Not sure exactlg where to start, they decided to
follow the creek for a while. Sometimes theg stopped
suddenlg, asa squirrel dashed around behind a tree
trunk or a turtle slipped quietlg off a stone into the
water. Their eyes grew accustomed to the dim light, and
the woods seemed quite a bit more alive then theg had
first thought.

“Let’s see,” said Zoé&. “If I were a Ieprechaun)

where would 1 hide a Pot of golcl?”

“You’re much too tall to be a Ieprechaun,” said

Horus.
“Don’t be si”g,” said Zoé&.

“I mean,” said Horus, slightlg irritated, “A
lePrechaun IS shor‘c, so he’d have to hide the golcl
pretty near to the ground.” Horus wasn’t gjven to
Hashes of bri“iancq but he was an observant, Practical

fellow.

“Rig]ﬁt,” said Zoé&. “Like, magbe under a Pile of

rocks, or tucked into a spli’c in a tree trunk, or down a
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rabbit hole.” Theg both looked around them. No’ci'iing
looked Promising. Theg decided to sit down for a bit, so
theg found a nice old oak tree with broad roots to sit on
and leaned their backs against the trunk. Theg were
sitting there together, thinking about what to do next,
when a icurrg grey rabbit scurried bg. He stoppec[, took
a nervous look at them, twitched his nose a bit, and then
did something most unexpectecl. He ran full tilt, right at
them! Ti‘ieg quick|9 rolled aside, and he zippecl between,
clisappearing down a hole at the base of the very tree

theg were leaning against!
“Wow!” said Zoé.
“Wow!” said Horus.
“Where’d he go7” said Zo&.

“It looked like hejust clisappeared,” said Horus,
“down that hole.” He Pointed at the base of the tree,
where the roots spli’t aPart. Sure enougi‘n, there
appeared to be a sort of triangular oPening near the
ground.
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« Just the sort of place a leprechaun would
P P

choose}” said Zoé& knowinglg, “to stash a pot of gold.”
“Magbe,” said Horus.

“Certainlg,” said Zoé&. “Let’s have a look.” Theg
crouched clown) crawled over to the edge of the hole,
and looked down into the darkness. It seemed
bottomless. Zo& stuck her head inside.

“What do you see?” asked Horus.
“Not much,” said Zo&. “It’s too dark.”
“We”, what’s it look like?” asked Horus.

«|_ike a hole.” Zoe had a talent for

understatement.
“| et me take a look,” said Horus.

“Alright,” said Zo&, and she Pu”ec] her head out.
“Whew!” she said, glad to be back in the fresh air again.
Horus crawled up, and stuck his head in the hole.

“What do you see?” asked Zoé.
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“Not much,” said Horus.
“We”, what’s it look like?” asked Zo&.

“Like a hole,” said Horus. Suddenlg, both of them
had a strange Feeling. “Déjé vu!” said Horus.

“Déjé what?” said Zoé&.

“Never mind,” said Horus. “ can’t see angthing,
yet.” And he stuck his shoulders into the hole.

“How ‘bout now?” said Zoé&.

“Alittle better,” said Horus. And he stuck his
chest in. “The hole continues down c]uite aways, out of

sight.”

Author’s Note #2 Tight Spots

When investigating a tight place, it is
prudent to consider not only how to get in, but
how to get out as well.

“l wanna see!” said Zoé&, and she rushed forward,
triPPing ona Pile of loose vines. She fell forward, and
slid into Horus, ‘mocking him cleeper into the hole) way
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Pas‘c his hips. Now he was more in than out. Instead of
Horus, there wasjust a Pair of feet, clangling
Precariouslg outside the mouth of the hole.

])}

“Heg. said Horus. “Are you crazg?”

“Sorrg,” said Zoé&. “Can you see angthing, now?”

By now, Horus’ eyes had acﬁus‘ced to the lack of Iight in
the hole.

“We”, 965)” said Horus. I can see roots, and old
dead lCaVCS) a bit of fur here and there, and alot of
dirt.”

“I mean,” said Zo&, not wanting to be rude,

“angtlﬁing important. Do you see any treasure?”
“No,” said Horus Hatlg.

“How about leprechauns?” asked Z0é€, still

hopegul.
“No,” said Horus.

“We”,” said Z08&, “there must be somc=~t]ﬁing.”
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“No,” said Horus. “Wait a minute! | see something

shing.”
“Grab it!” squealecl ZOé&.
“Can’t reach it,” said Horus. “Just a second.” He

stretched as far as he coulcl, and his hand closed on an
object. “Got it.” He declared.

“What /s it?” said Z0€, eager to have a look

herselF.

“Hmmm. It’s shingj like silver,” said Horus.
“WHAT IS IT?” said Zo&.

“A spoon.” Said Horus. “A silver spoon.”
“Bring it out, so | can see it too,” said Zoé&.

“Sure,” said Horus. And he began to wriggle out
of the hole. It was at this Point he discovered an
uncomfortable fact. His bodg was wedgec] snuglg in the
hole, and though he wrigglecl and squirmed, he was

making no progress in retuming to the living. “Pm stuck!”
he said.
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“Stuck?” asked Z0E&, surPrisecl. “Rea”g?”

“ZOé, stop asking questions and get me out of
here,” said Horus. “Helpl” Zoe stared at the two feet,
sticking out of the tree, and began to giggle. “What’s
that?” asked Horus.

“What’'s what?” asked Zoe&.

“That sounci)” said Horus. “Are you lauglﬂing at

me?”
“No,” said Zo&, still giggling.

])}

“Help. said Horus.

“Okag,” said Zo&. She grabbcd hold of Horus’
feet and began to Pu”

]J)

“«Ow! said Horus. “Easg.

“Sorry,” said Zoé&. She tried again. No sign of
improvement, whatsoever. She leaned back, dug in her
heels, and rea”g put her weight into it. Horus’ shoes
came off in her hands, and she tumbled backward into

the weec]s, bumping her head on a Iarge rock. «Ow?’
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said Zoé. She crawled back to the hole again. “Are you
still there?” asked Zoe.

“You’re not helping,” said Horus. He was in no
immediate danger, as far as either of them knew, but it
wasn’t comfortable hanging upside down in a dark hole

under a tree. “What are we going to do?”

“l dor’t know,” said Zo&. “Let me think.” So she
sat downon a Iarge root and examined the details of the

situation in her mind. “I have it!” she said.
“What?” said Horus.

“We”, we canjust wait a few clays and let you

starve unti] you get thinner,” said Zo&.

“| don’t want to starve,” said Horus. He was cluite

fond of meaIS} and accustomed to three a clag, at least.

“Yes, we”, neither do 1,” admitted Zo&. “Let me
think some more.” She sat down and thought and
thought) but nothing occurred to her.

“I could spit,” she said at last.
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“What?” said Horus.

“I could spit all around the eclges of the hole) SO

you could slide out,” said Zo&.

“| m{g/nfslide farther in,” said Horus, “and
clisappear altogcther. ?

“True,” said Zo&. “Hmmm. There must be a way.”
She sat for several minutes. Then she sat for several
more minutes. “What | need is Perspcc‘cive,” said Zoé.

5he got up and began to back away from thc tree.
“Don’t leave me!” said Horus.

“m not leaving, si”g,” said Zoé&. “l’mjus‘cgettinga
broader view.” And with that) she tripped over the vines
again and fell backward, ro”ing to a stop. “DAMN
vines!” she exclaimed. She wasn’t cxact|9 sure what
“damn” meant, but her father alwags said it when
something made him angry, so she did too. “If on|9 there
was some way to lift you up, we’d have you out of there
in no time.” She sat, staring at the Pile of vines that
she’djus‘c tripped over. What did that remind her of 7
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«Ahal” shouted Zog. “I've got it.”

“What?” said Horus. It was lonelg and dark in the
hole.

“Just you wait,” said Zoé&. She grabbed one of the
vines and tied one end around Horus’ feet. “Here we

go!” she said, and she gave a mightg tug.

“SNAP!” went the vine. Zo& tumbled over
backwards again, ro”ing to a stop.

“¢|l be here forever,” said Horus.

“No you won’t,” said Zoé&. She Pickec] up three
new vines, and began to weave them togcther into a
strong rope. When she had enough, she tied it around
Horus’ ankles and tried again. She Pu“ec[ and Pu”ed
and Pu”ed, but Horus was heavier than she was, and

she couldnt budge him.

“It's okag,” said Horus. “Go home, Z0€&. Save
3oursel1c. Tell them what happencd to me. Magbe

someone wi” shed atearortwo.”
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“Nonsense,” said Zo&. “We’re friends! Just give me

a minute to think of another way. Hmmm,” she said.
“What?” said Horus. He was very discouraged.

“Pve gotit,” said Zoé&. She took the end of the
rope and threw it up over the largest limb of the tree,
Pu“ing it back down on the other side. She took up the
slack, gota good grip, and Pu”ed straight down, with all
her weight. Horus bodg stretched tight) and then
stopped. “l’mjus‘c not heavg enoughl” exclaimed Zo&.
She began to crgjjus‘c a little.

“Don’t cry,” said Horus.

“What?” said Zoé&.

“Don’t cry,” said Horus. “Find something heavg.”
“Whg?” said Zo&.

“Something heavg,” said Horus. “magbe half as
heavg as you.” Zoe looked around, and found a large

dead limb, broken off cluring the winter snows.

“Got it.” she said.
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“Liftit UP’” said Horus.

“What?” said Zoé&. She was |istening to him very
careFu“g) but his head was stuck down a hole, after all.

“Liftit UP’” said Horus, “and tie the rope around
it.” Zoé lifted the limb. 1t was rea”g heavgl She gotit up
as high as she could, braced it with her shoulder, and
tied the rope around it.

“Got it!” she said. As she relaxed, the rope went
taught against Horus weight.

“JumP up and grab it,” said Horus, “and HOLD
ONP

“Are you sure about this?” said Zoé&.

“NOW!” said Horus. Zoéjumpecl as high as she
coulcl, and locked both her arms over the tree limb. Zo&
and the limb headed toward the ground) and sucldcnlg
Horus’ bodg came up out of the holc, feet first. She
saw his bclt, then his shoulders, and ﬁna”g his head. He
was out! Zo& and the limb hit the ground with a loud
“THUMPY!Y
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“Are you okag?” asked Horus.

“No‘ching broken)” said Zo&. “Are you okag?”

“A few scratches, here and there,” said Horus. He
stood up and brushed himself off. The sun was getting
low in the west. “Thanks,” he said.

“Race you home!” shouted Z0E&, and she took of f
in the direction theg’cl first come.

“Rig]ﬁt behind 3oul” shouted Horus.

Theg were both home in time for supper.
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C]’lapter 3 ~ Pirates

Zo& and Horus sat in Horus’ backgarc{ under the
Great Oak Tree. It wasn’t called “great” because it was
great to sit under on a hot afternoon (though itwas). It
wasn’t called “great” because it could be used to grate
cheese or carrots or angthing like that (bccause it
couldn’t). It wasn’t called great because it had chilc[ren,
and theg had children, and t/7cy had children (Zoé’s
mom had told her on several occasions about her great-
grandma Jenny, who had six chilc]ren, and twelve
grandchilclren, and LOTS of grea‘&granclchildren) the
second great-grandchilcl being Z0& herselp). No, it was
called the Great Oak Tree because it was huge, and
strong, and shadg, and it had been growing there since
before Horus’ house was built. No one knew exactlg
how old the Great Oak Tree ac‘cua”g was, but Horus’
father was Prettg sure that it was the oldest oak tree in
all of Wge‘mot.

Theg were sitting on a small quilt) upon which Zog
had Placed a basket of Fruit, and some cheese and
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crackers, and two small cups and saucers into which she
Pourecl tea froma Pretty antique ‘ceapot of her
mother’s, the kind with a white glazecl bodg and dark
blue Pic’cures around the sides showing scenes of
country Pcople from the old clags. The tea was Earl
Greg, and it was served with chocolate COO‘GCS) because
she knew how much Horus’ loved cookies of any sort.
She hac]jus‘c Pourecl the tea, when Horus said
something about Pirates.

“Those were the clags,” said Horus, “of high
adventure. No ‘may | Please’ or ‘if you don’t mind’ or
‘excuse ME’. No sir! A Pirate took what he wanted, and
gave no‘ching back.”

“Sounds rude,” said Zo&.

“Rude?” said Horus. “RUDE? Wlﬁg, it wasn’t Polite
orrude! That’sjust how it was. A Pirate sailed the seas,
stoppecl other ships whenever he felt like it, and kept
the boot9 for himself.”

“What’s bootg?” asked Zo&. She was both smart

and wise, especia“g fora girl of her years, but Horus’
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had spent hours and hours of his life reacling books
that described such things, while Zog Preferred to
dance with butterflies.

“Why, boot9 is treasure,” said Horus. Fancy
golden Plates and exPensive silver forks and knives and

Finejewelrg and —¢

“Jewelrg?” said Zo&. As I've alreadg made Plain)
70é liked treasure, and she was espccia”g fond of
jewelrg. She never wore very much of it, but she loved to
sit sometimes and try on all of the fine bracelets and
necklaces and earrings her mom and assorted relatives
had given her over the years. Sometimes she even made
her own, out of things she found in the woods or
leftover Parts from the appliances that her father
brought home for her to take apar’c. It was colorful. It

was creative. And it was fun.

“Well, what do theg do with it?” asked Zog,
returning to the topic at hand.

“Theg Pile it up in big old oak chests and burg itin

Farawag Places SO nobodg can ever find it,” said Horus.
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“But, what if thcy can’t find the treasure?” said

ZOéE.

« 7'/765 were the ones who buried it in the first

Place,” said Horus.

“But, what if theg Forget where they buried it?”

said Zo&.

“Theg make a treasure maP,” said Horus.
Honestlg) it was shocking how little Zo& knew about
things like this.

“But, what if someone finds their maP?” said Zo&.

“Well,” said Horus, exasPerated, “theg don’tjust
leave the map laging around They hide it, real gooc].”

“But, what if thcy Forget where theg hid the map?”
said Zoé&. It was a Perfectlg reasonable Possibilitg.

“ZOEY said Horus, with a little bit of a growl in his
voice. He had answered his limit of questions for the
clag, and was let’cing Z0& know it. Zo& knew this, of
course, and was Pencectlg wi”ing tolet it £0. Th69 were
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old friends. She decided to trya ditferent tack.

“«Oh, let’s be Piratesl” said Zo&.
“Great!” said Horus. “Ill get the sheets!”

“What sheets?” asked Z08&, Puzzlecl. “| thought
Piratesjust slept in their clothes.”

“The sheets aren’t for slecping,” said Horus.
Honestlg) sometimes Zoé& seemed so dense. “The

sheets are for sails.”

“For sale?” said Zoé. “1 don’t want to sell any

]”

sheets

“Sails!” said Horus. “A Piratc needs a Pirate ship,

and a Pirate ship needs sails.”

“Well,” said Zog, “where’s the ship?”. Horus
smiled, and Pointe& his Finger straight up.

“There,” he said. “The great oak tree will be our
shiP. And my mom’s sheets will be the sails.”

“You can’tuse your mom’s sheets!” cried Zo&.
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«She’ll be furious.”

“She’ll never l<now,” said Horus. We'll Put ‘em
back when we’re done. She won’t miss them for one

afternoon.”
“| don’t know...” said Zoé&.

‘Let’s get s‘cartecl,” said Horus. Together theg
began Packing away the tea cups and other things.
“We'll need six sheets, a dozen boarcls) and lots of

rope. »

Well. The sheets were easy to find. Theg
Proceec]ccl to Horus’ mom’s linen closet, and Pu”ed out
SIX clean, nicelg folded sheets. The boards were a little
harder to find. There were a few lging around in the
back 9arc1, along the 1Cence, and a few in Zoe’s dad’s
workshop.

“Two more” said Horus. Theg couldn’t find them
angwhere. At length, theg went down to the fence in

Horus’ back 3arcl, and Priecl IOOSC a COUP!C O‘F OlC]
boards.
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“We’re going to get into troub/c, » said Zoé.

“we'll put ‘em back when we’re done,” said Horus.

“Now all we need is rope.”

Theg looked cvergwhere for rope. Then Zoé had
an idea. They went ‘round to the back of her house,
and untied the rope her mom used for hanging out the
the clothes to clrg.

“Not enough, I reckon,” said Horus.
“Not enough?” asked Zo&.

“| reckon,” said Horus. So theg went around
behind Horus’ house and untied Ais mom’s clothesline

as well.
“We’re going to get into trouble,” said Zo&.

“we'll put it all back) when we're done,” said
Horus. “Rea”g ZOéE, s‘coP worrging and help me get all
this stuff up in the oak tree.” Th69 tied their materials in
bundles and then climbed up in the tree and hauled it
up-. Theg used the boards for PlankS) nailing them in
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Place with a hammer and nails from Zo&’s dad’s
workshop. When theg’d established three level decks in
the bouglﬁs of the tree, theg set to work tging rope to
the corners of the sheets and rigging the ropes over

limbs and down to a central Point where thcg could be

tied off.
“Rcadg,” declared zo&.
“Not reac]g,” said Horus.
“What now?” asked Zog.

“We need a Pirate Hag,” said Horus. Horus and
Z0& rummaged around in Horus’ garage and found an
old black tarP. ¢l have to do,” said Horus. Theg
found a bit of white Paint and some old crusty brushes

and Painted a sku” and crossbones on the tarp.
“Rcadg,” declared Horus.
“Not reac]g,” said Zo&.

“What?” asked Horus.

“Can’t be a Piratc without a sloyg/ass! ” said Zo&.
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Z0é knew more about this Pirate business than Horus

thought.

“Where are we going to get a spgglass?” asked

Horus.

“Rig]ﬁt here!” said Z0&, and she reached into an
old knothole in the tree and Pu”ed out a PerFectlg
serviceable spgglass, brass trim and all. “Mg clacl’s,” she

explained. Horus was impressed.

“We”, it's my oak tree, so I get to be captain,” said

Horus.

“Okag. Butit’s my spgglass, so | get be Pilo‘c,”

said Zo&.

“Ahogl” said Horus. “Weigh anchor, and cast of f”
Theg untied the ropes holc]ing them to the Picnic table,
and hauled up an old washing machine agjtator that Zo&
had tied with a rope.

“Aye, caPtainI” said Zo&.
“What view on the horizon?” asked Horus, Placing
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a felt hat on his head.

“All clear aheacl, captain!” said Zoé, Pu”ing open
her dad’s spgglass, and scanning the view over the back
9ard, and out over the fields.

“Steaclg as she goes!” said Horus. “Hoist the sails!
He and Zoé& grabbed the ropes and Pu”ecl hard, raising
the sheets into the air. The sheets billowed and filled
with the afternoon breeze, but held firm as they tied the
ropes to a thick branch near the main deck. It was a

grand sight.

“Captainl’ shouted Zo&. “A merchant ship off the

starboard bow!”

“Agel” shouted Horus. “What colors does she

bear?”
“She’s ﬂginga SPanish Hagl” shouted Zo&.

“Agel” shouted Horus. “And she’s heavg with
gold, to be sure!”

“Shall we take her?” asked zoe.
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“Show her our colors!” said Horus. Zo& Pu”ed on
the rope, and the Pirate Hag rose up a nearbg limb. “Let
them catch sight of the Jollg Roger!”

Author’s Note #7 Trouble

It often happens, just when one thinks one
might get into trouble, that trouble finally
shows up! It’s not exactly unexpected, after all.

“WHAT’S GOING ON UP THERE?” It was Horus’
mother. Zo& quick|9 took a glance with the spgglass.

“Trouble below, captainl” shouted Z0é€, Pointing
to the ground beneath the tree.

“Ahogl” shouted Horus, hoping for the best.

“Don’t you ‘Ahog’ me, young man!” said his

mother.
“But, 'm the caPtainl” said Horus.

“Come down here this instant!” said his mother.
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“Yes, Mom,” said Horus. He handed his hat to

Z0&, and began climbing down the tree.

“Wait for ME! said Zoég, setting down the hat and
spgglass. 5he Fo”owed Horus to the ground.

“What’s all this then?” said Horus’ mother-.

“We're PIRATES!” said Zoé&.

“Oh, hello Zoé&!” said his mother. “How are you,

clarling?”
“Fine, Mrs. Heath}” said Zo&.
“And your mother?” said his mother.
“Fine, thank~9ou,” said Zoé.

“Pirates!” said Horus mother, quite a bit more
calmlg. “Well, that explains all the shouting, and the
rope, and the Planks, and the ...” she stoPPed
suddenly, gasping, “HORUS BLUESTONE HEATH,”
she screamecl, “WHAT ARE MY SHEETS DOING UP
IN THAT TREE?”
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“«Uh-oh” said Horus.

“«Uh-oh” said Zo&.

Author’s Note #4 The Truth

When faced with a difficult situation,
especially a mess of one’s own making, try
telling the truth. It probably won’t be as bad
as you think.

“I tied them up there,” said Horus, shugling his
feet.

“| helped” said Zoé, looking Forlornlg at the
ground.

“Sorry,” said Horus.

“Sorry?” said his mother, still quite agitatecl. “We”,
I should say so! You get riglﬂt up there and untie those
sheets and bring them down.”

“Yes mum,” said Zoé& and Horus together. Theg
climbed back up the tree and began clismantling their
shiP. When theg untied and gathercd all the sheets
togetlﬁer, theg carried them to the ground and
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Presented them to Horus’ mom.

“What a mess!” said his mother. “Now, you two go
in the house, and wash these sheets) and hang ‘em out

to drg. By the way, what happenecl to my clothesline?”

“UP thcre,” said Horus, Pointing up at the rope
that still held up the Pirate ﬂag.

“Hmmm,” said his mother. “ might have known.”
“Are we in trouble?” said Horus.

“You most certainlg are,” said his mother. She
looked at the two culprits. |l tell you what,” she said.

“What?” theg both moaned.

“You put evergtlﬁing back where you found it,”
she said, “l mean, cvcrytfuhg, and magbe then | won’t

need to say any more about it.”
“Rca”g?” theg said.

“Get busg)” said his mother.
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So, Horus and Zoé took their ship aPart, and Put
the boards and rope back, and Put the spgglass and
Paint brushes away, and washed the sheets and hung
them on the restored clothesline. Theg even nailed the
loose Planks back to the backgard fence. It took the
rest of the afternoon. The sun was low in the west when
theg collected and folded the clean sheets, brought
them to the back c[oor) and Presented them to Horus’
mom. She took the Pile) and looked them over.

“Fair enough!” she said. “Now, sit down.” Horus
and Zo& sat at the Picnic table in the back 9ard. Horus’
mom aPPeared a minute later) a steaming hot bluebcrrg
Pie ona trag, with three fresh white Plates. It was Horus’

favorite.
“Pirates!” said Horus’ mom.

“| et’s eat!” said Horus.
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Cl'laptcr 4 - The Secret

Z0& woke up one morning and went downstairs,
where her mom hadjust Placed a nice hot bowl of
oatmeal on the checkerboard-covered table in the
kitchen. Some cinnamon, brown sugar, and raisins, and

jus’c a touch of milk later, Zo& slid into her chair and
tucked in with her spoon. She lifted the steaming hot
oatmeal to her mouth, and Pausecl to erjoy the aroma.

Smelled gooch Tasted even better! Her favorite.

After breakfast, Zog followed her mom around as
she tidied this and that, rearranging things here and
there.

“What’s up, Ma?” asked Zo&.

“Great—grandma Jenny is coming for avisit,” said
her mother. “She’ll be staging with us for a couple of

weeks.”

“Rca”g?” said Zo&.
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“Uh huh,” said her mother. “She’s coming clear

across the countrg!”

“Hot dogl” said Zo&. She liked her great-
grandma, but hardlg ever got to see her, ‘cause she
lived so far away. She alwags looked very nice, and kept
her slightlg reddish hair short and swept back from her
face. She smiled o{:ten) especia”g when she noticed
something that reminded her of something or someone
that she rea”g liked. she liked to tell Zoé& stories about
the old cla95 when granclpa was a little bog and she was
his mom. He gotinto all kinds of trouble) but it alwags

turned out fine in the end.

Three dags later, Z0& was standing in the kitchen
sink, looking out the window, when a bigge”ow taxi
Pu“ec[ up in front of the house. The driver got out,
walked brisklg around to the other side, and oPened
the door. A slender and clignhcied old woman offered
him her hand) and s‘cepped out into the morning sun. It

was great~grandma Jenngl

The driver steppcd around to the back of the cab
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and began unloading the suitcases. Zo& hopped down
and dashed around to the ?ront, blasting open the

screen ClOOF‘ as ShC hurriecl dOWﬂ thC POF’C}“I StCPS.

“Great—grandmal” shouted Zoé&. She ran to great-
grandma Jenny and threw her arms around her in a big
hug. Great—grandma Jenn9 stooped down and huggcd
her great-grand~daughter warmlg and gentlg.

“Hello Z0&,” she said. Her voice had a little bit of a
crackle in it, on account of being over eightg years old,
but she was kind and sharp as the clag was long. She
smiled at Zoé with her eyes, as she took in her

surroundings. “| et’s have a look at gou.”

Zoe took a few steps back and turned ‘round a
couple of times, showing off the dress she’d Put on for

jus’c this moment.

“What a beautg you arel” exclaimed Great-
grandma Jenny. She clapped her hands) and then
wrapped her arms around Zo& again and held her close,
rocking slowlg from side to side. There theg stood, the

morning warm and still around them. The sunlight
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caug]ﬁt hold of something on Great-grandma’s Finger
and gleamec] brightlg {:orjust a moment.

“What’s that?” asked Zog, Pointing.

“«Oh,” said Great—grandma Jenny, “that’s a ring
my Grandma gave me a Iong time ago, when I was

younger than you are now”.
“Can|see?” asked Zoé&.

“«Of course,” said Great~grandma Jenny. She
turned it a couple of times, then slipped the ring from
her Finger and handed it to Zo&.

“Wow!” said Zo&. The ring was simple, a thin band
of white gold, with a small gem set above it. The gem
sParkled with a Pale Purple light. Z0& stared cleeplg into
the heart of the stone, her mouth Fa”ing open with
wonder. “What is it? A diamond?”

“Not a diamond,” said Great~grandma Jenny, “an

ame‘chgs’c”.

“Hammer fist?” said Zog, looking very Puzzleci.
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“Oh, chilcl,” laughed Great~grandma Jenny Iightlg.
“Not hammer-fist... amctlysﬂ It's a Precious stone. And
it’s esPeci3”9 Precious to me. It's the on|9 thingl have to

remind me of my Grandmother.”

Author’'s Note #5 Precious Things

The value of a thing isn’t set by its price,
but by the heart of the one who treasures it.

Z0& slippec[ the ring onto her Finger. “Oh, Great-
grandmal” exclaimed Z0E&, “It's beautiful” She held her
hand up, and let the sunlight Plag over the facets of the
ring. The gem seemed alive with color, and every so
often a stray reflection would dance into Zo&’s eyes.
She turned it this way and that, aclmiring it. She thoug]ﬁt

she’d NEVEr se€en angthing more wonclerful.

“Time to go inside,” said Great~granc]ma Jenny.
She held out her hand for her ring. 70é& looked at
Great~granc1ma, and then once more at the beautiful

thing on her own Finger. She rea”g would have liked to
hold it longer. Much Ionger.

“Here ya go!” said Zoég, slipping the ring from her
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Finger an Placing itin Great~granc]ma’s Palm. She smiled
weaklg, and Grcat~grandma Put the ring back on. The
two walked hand in hand into the house tojoin Z08&’s

mom.

“Hello you two,” said Zo&’s mom. She clearlg
loved the fact that Zoé and Great—granclma got along
so well together. “ thought 3ou’cl Forgotten me

])J

entirelg. Evergbodg smiled.

“No wagl” said ZOéE, and threw her arms around

her mom’s neck.

“You are my greatest treasure, in all the worlcl)”
said Zo&’s mom. Zoé& had heard it a hundred times
before, but she loved hearing it again.

All c]ag Z0é kept thinking about great~grandma,
and the ring, and the glittering brilliant rays it cast in the
sunlight, and how beautiful it looked on her Finger. That
afternoon, great—grandma Jenny said she would like a
nap, and she headed upstairs to lie down. After a while,
Z0€& crept upstairs to have a Peek at her great-
grandma. She could hear her great—grandma snoring
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so{:tlg, and Pushed the doir openjus’c a crack to peep
in. Sure enough, great~grandma was asleep on the old-
fashioned mahogang bed, with the white comforter
beneath her and a cozy wool blanket thrown looselg

over her, to keep her warm.

Zoé smilecl, and was about to close the door,
when she caught sight of something shining from the
top of the dresser. It was the amethgst ring, twinl(ling in
a stray bit of afternoon sunlight sneaking through the
west window. Oh, how the light sParkled and danced

around it.

“l’”just try it on, once more,” thought Z0&, and
she tiPJcoec] very quie’clg into great-granclma’s room,
Picl(ed up the ring, and slid it on her Fingcr. So
beautiful! Zoé stared and stared at the beautipul,
glittering object) and then she did something she hadn’t
expected. She backed quietlg out of the room, ring and
a”, and so{:tlg closed the door. She Padded down the
stairs to her room and sat down in front of the mirror.
The ring looked so amazinglg beautiful, and so elegant
on her tiny hand, and...
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“What have | done?” thought Z0&. “This is isn’t my
ring, this is great-grandma’s ring!” Zo& was near Panic.
“ must take it back at once!” she thought. But she
couldr’t. She tried to getup, and head upstairs, but
shejust couldn’t move. She sat there) not sure what to
do. Fina”g she put the ring in her drawer, and thought
magbe she’d think of what to do in a little while. She lag
down on her bed, and cried herself to slceP.

A couple hours later, Zo& was awakened 133 a
commotion in the ha”wa9 outside her bedroom. She
heard her mother and great~grandmothcr talking
exci‘cec”g.

“It’s gonel” said great-grandma Jermg with a

quivering voice. “I looked evergwhere, and ljus‘c can’t

find it

“It's got to be around here somewhere,” said

Zo0&s mom. “We’ll find it, sooner or later.”

“But, it’s the onlg thingl have left of my

])J

grandmother’s things cried great~granc1ma Jenng. Z0é

cracked open her cloor, and saw great-grandma sitting
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in the big old sofa chair. Zo&’s mom was holding her
hancl) kneeling beside her. Great-grandma was crying
so{:tlg, looking straight ahead. “Oh, what a loss!” she

said.

“Oh, no!” thought Z0& “I've nearlg broken her
heart!” Zoé hadn’t thought of any of this when she took
the ring, “pl| give it back, right now!” she thought. But
she couldn’t. She thought about what her great-
grandma would think of her. She thought about what
her mother would think of her. She got up, and Placed
the ring inside a rolled up sock, and tucked it into the

back O{: hCl" CerSSCF drawer.

Author’s Note #6 Waiting

Some things are worth waiting for, and
some things improve with time. But once you
realize you’ve done something wrong, the best
time to set it straight is right now.

“Don’t worrg,” said Zo&’s mom, “we’ll find it. 1f we
have to search every nook and cranny, it’s gotto be

around here somewhere.”

“I hopc s0,” said great~grandma Jenny.
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“Bvery nook and cranngl” thought Z0E. “Whg,
theg’” search every room, every closet, every cupboarcl,
and every drawer. Egad! Theg’re sure to find the ring,

sooner or later. What will 1 do?”

She had anidea. If thcg were going to search the
house for the ring, then she’d have to get the ring out
of the house. But, where to take it? She didn’t dare lose
it, and yet she couldn’t keep it safe herself. she
grabbed the rolled up sock, and climbed out the
bedroom window. She was at Horus’ back door in under

a minute.

“Horus! shouted 708, knocking as Iouc”g as she
could. “Horus, are you there?” She heard someone

stirring in the house. Then Horus appeared at the door.

“What do you want, Zo€?” said Horus, rubbing his

eyes.
| have a secret!” said Zoé&.

“l was erjoginga wonderful afternoon nap,” said

Horus. “Whg, it’s almost suPPer’cime. What secret, Zog?”
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“Horus,” said Zo& with urgency in her voice, I
need your help, and you can’t tell anyone!” We”, Horus
knew Zo& well enough to sPo‘c a genuine emergency.

What could Possiblg have upset her so?

“Come in,” said Horus. Theg crossed the Parlor,
climbed the stairs, and s‘cepped into Horus’ beclroom,
locking the door behind them. “Now,” said Horus. “Calm
down and tell me what this is all about.” Zo& sat on the
bed, and told Horus evergthing. When she had finished
her storg, she unrolled the sock and showed him the

ring.
“What shall 1do?” cried Zoe.

“Give it back to her,” said Horus. He reached out
and took both of Zo&’s hands. “Right now.”

“You could keeP it safe for me,” said Zoé&. “Until |
find the right moment.”

“No,” said Horus.

“Please!” said Zo&. “Just until tomorrow.” Horus
looked again at Zoé. Shc was rea”9 desperate.
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“Alright,” said Horus Fina”g, “butjust until

tomorrow.”

« Tkanbgoul” exclaimed Zo&. She handed the ring
to Horus, gave him a big hug, then scampered home for

SUPPCI".

Horus Put the ring on the lamp table bg his becl,
and put the matter out of his mind. “It’s onlgjust one
clag,” he said to himself. But that night, as he was taking

a bath, he heard a sudden exclamation.

“What’s this?” asked his mom, entering the
bathroom. She held up the ring in front of Horus, who'd
jus’c finished drging off and Putting his Pajamas on.

“Oh, nothing,” said Horus carelesslg. He was

hoping she’djus‘c let it pass, but he knew better.

“Where’d you get this?” asked his mom. “It’s very

unusual.”

“Amethgst, » said Horus. He was thinking as fast

as l"lC COUld.
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“| knowwhat it is,” said his mom. “Where’d it come

from?”

“Found it,” said Horus. He hated lging, especia”g

to his mom, but he Promised Z0é to keep it a secret.

“Where?” said his mom. She was running out of

Patience.

We”, what to do? He couldn’t lie to his mother,
and he couldn’t reveal the secret he’d Promised to
keep. “At Zo&’s house,” he said looking straight at his

mom.

“What?” said Horus’ mom. “We”, who does it

belong to?”
“ZoE€’s great~granclma)” said Horus.

“Does she know you have it?” asked his mom. He

knew it would come to this. He took a cleep breath.
“No,” said Horus. “I took it.”

“Took?” said his mom. “Whg, Horus Bluestone

Heath!” she exclaimed. She was on the verge of tears.
Page 58



Wyeknot
“First thing in the morning, you’re going over to the
Wilson’s house and give it back. You're going to tell her
what you did, and ask Forgiveness. What a terrible thing!
How could gou?” She Put the ring on the table, and left
the room, crging soFtlg to herself.

Horus tucked himself into bed. Tomorrow would

bC a harcl dag

Z0& woke up the next morning, It was a fine, shing
morning with blue skg and bird song and a warm, sweet
breeze waFting in over the fields and ic”ing though the

house like a familiar guest. Then Zoé remembered.

“The ring!” she thought. Just then, the doorbell

rang. Z0é hearcl her mo’cher answer the door.

“Oh, hello Horus,” said her mom. “What brings

you here so earlg in the morning?”

“Horus has something to say to great~granc]ma

Jenny,” said Horus’ mom.

“Is that s0?” said Mrs. Wilson. She exchangecl
glances with Mrs. Heath. “Well, come in, come in.” Zo&’s
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mom called up the stairs “Jenny. Jenngl Come down.
Horus wants to sPeak with gou.” Great~grandma Jenng
had met Horus several times bcfore, but she couldn’t
imagine whg he’d want to sPeak to her this earlg in the

morning.

Everyone converged in the Parlor. Horus’ mother,
Z08&’s mother) and great~grandma Jenng sat quie‘clg on
chairs, while Horus and Zog, who’djust entered the
room, stood side 139 side. Horus aPProached great-
grandma Jenng.

“Great~grandma Jenng,” said Horus. “I have
something that doesn’t belong tome.” He 5‘cepped
forward, and laid the ring in great~granc1ma Jenny’s
outstretched hand. “I took it, you see. | shouldn’t have)
but1did. Please Forgive me.”

“How could you dosuch a thing?” asked great-
grandma Jenng.

“t don’t know,” said Horus, Iooking at the floor.
“vou'll spend the next month of Saturdags and
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5unc]ags, up in your room, thinking of an answer to that
ques‘cionl” said Horus’ mom sharplg. “’'m ashamed of

you, bog.” 7 o0& couldn’t take any more.

“Noooooo!” cried Zo& bursting into tears. “Great-
grandma,” she sobbecl, “Horus didn’t take your ring. |
did.” Everyone in the room stared at Zoé&. “I took your
ring, and made Horus Promise not to tell. It’s all my
fault!” Zoé slid to the floor, and hid her face in her

hands. No one said a word.

“Zo&,” said great—grandma Jenny, rising to her
feet and wa”dng over to Zoé, crouched in a ball on the
Hoor. “Z0oE&) said great~grandma Jenng, a second time,
reaching under and H:ting up Z0&'s chin. “Zo&,” she

said, “look at me.”

1))

“m sorry! said Zo&. “Oh great~granc1ma, ’'mso

])J

sorry! cried Zoé.

“I Forgive you,” said great~grandma Jenny. “You
took something that didn’t belong to you, but you told
the truth in the end.”
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“Pm a thief!” said Zo&.

“You made a mistake,” said great~grandma Jenny.
“Oh, great~grandmal What shall 1 do?” said Zo&.

“l have an idea,” said great~grandma Jenny. “This
ring needs Iooking after. 'm gettingon in years, and I'm
likelg to misPlace it. Perhaps a younger person could
look after it for me. Someone who treasures itjust as
much as I do. Give me your hancl, Z0&.” Zoé looked at

her great-grandma’s Face, and held her hand out.

“Keep this somewhere saFe, and don’t let angthing
happen to it,” said great~granc1ma Jenny. She laid the

ring in Zo&’s hand and closed her Fingers around it.”

“Oh, great~granclma,” said Z0éE, “| do love you
so!” and she threw her arms around her great-
grandma’s neck, and hugged her and kissed her till she
thought she’d burst with happiness.
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ChaPtcr 5 ~ Poison

Zoé& and Horus went to school at a small
schoolhouse in the vi”age. Neither one of them
understood whg this was necessary, or even useFuL but
neither minded it very much and it gave them a chance to
hang out with the other children) there beingjust one
school in Wgelmot, ancljust enough children to fill it.
Besides) theg had the Iong, warm summers off to sPend

togethcr ontea Parties and great adventures.
One dag) anew girl showed up in class.

“What’s your name?” asked Zog&. Before the girl

could answer, the teacher spoke up.

“Class,” said Miss Marmalade, “this is Mary. She’s
come to us from Far) far away. | trust 9ou’” all make her

feel welcome.”

Mary smiled shglg at Zoé. Zoé smiled back, not
sure what to say next. Zoé couldn’t remember ever

meeting someone from “Far, far awag.” She looked the
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little girl over.

Mary was smaller than ZO0é€, with dark brown hair
Pu“ec[ back into a Pongtail, and dark brown eyes, and
Pale white skin. Marg’s nose was a little crookccl, like a
Picture hung on a wall thatjust never seems cluite
straight. And she had rea”9 dark egebrows, and Zo&
felt sure that her left ear was slightlg higher than her
right.

Horus wasted no time. “Hi,” said Horus, “I'm
Horus”. Horus stuck out his hand in Friendship, and
Mary took it and shook it gentlg. She said nothing, but

jus’c smiled quietlg to herself. There was a long silence.

“When did you get here?” said Zo€, trying to make

conversation.

“Do you like owls?” asked Marg. It was a sort of

unexpec’ced c]uestion) but Zoé& was enthusiastic.

“Yes!” said Zo&. Zo& was very fond of most

creatures, especia||9 wild ones.

“We have a barn owl in our attic,” said Horus. I
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feed him mice, when I can find them!”

Mary and Zo& sighecl. Boys were so Predictablel
You start a conversation about mystery and wonder,
and theg turn it into blood and guts. “How interesting,”
said Mary Pleasantlg. ‘I must meet your owl sometime.”
Horus beamed with satisfaction. Mary smiled at him. 1t

was then that Zoé felt something she’d never felt
before.

Author’s Note #7 Jealousy

No matter how much someone likes you,
they like others, too. Don’t worry. There’s
enough love to go around.

Z0é& smiled weaklg. “rd love to meet your owl,
too.” she said. She couldn’t remember Horus having an
owl, or saying angthing about owls before. Horus
thought he saw something in her face he couldn’t quite
understand, but decided to let it go. He wondered what
he might have said to upset Zoé€. She’d never indicated

any interest in owls bemcore.
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Mary said “Goocl-bgc” as the bell rang, gathereci
up her books and hurried out of the classroom and
clisappeared into the crowded ha“wag. Horus thought
her a slightly strange person, given to abrupt changes in
mood and conversation. Nonet]ﬁeless, he did find her
rather attractive in an odd sort of way, and she was
interested in some of the things he was interested in,

and that was a gooc[ start, anyway.

At the dag’s encl, Z o0& was relieved to find that
Mary was nowhere in sight, and so she and Horus could
walk home quie‘clg together,just like theg’cl alwags done
before. Zo& wasn’t sure whg Mary’s interest in Horus
bothered her, but she’d Probablg learn to like Marg

eventua”g, given afew 3cars’ time.

The next clag, Marg sat next to Horus in class.
She didnt say angthing during lessons, but had
occasion to exchange a few words with Horus now and
then. At lunch, she found herself si‘c‘cing alone at one
table. Horus noticed her sitting alone, and thought it
would be a friendlg gesture to move over and eat lunch

with her. He sat down next to her, and in no time theg
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were chattering gailg about c[ogs that bi’ce, crisP autumn
apples, and how to choose a PerFectlg riPe watermelon.
Horus never dreamed he’d meet someone who knew so

much about so many, many things.

o0& quicklg got up and moved to Marg’s table,
taking the emptg Place across from Horus. “I got bitten

once,” she offered as she took her seat.

“Rea”gl” said Marg. “That must have been very

sca rg.”

“Oh, no.” said Zoé& casua”g. “It wasn’t so bad.
Healed up na couple of weeks. Would you like to see

the scars?”

“Magbe, another time.” said Mary. Lots of Peoplc
were a bit squeamish about viewing scars cluring
mealtime. Zo& unclerstoocl) though she herself never

minded seeing a rea”g gooc] cut or scrape, angtime.

Marg was a good spe”er, and a dedicated
but’cerﬂg collector. She couldjump rope or hopscotch
with the best of them, and she even had a fair singing
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voice. The ?o”owing week, the whole third grade began
buzzing about the uPcoming annual “spe”ing bee”. Now,
the contest was open toany s‘cudcnt, and there was
alwags a Prettg goocl turn-out for the event, since
Wgekno’c was a small Place, and evergbodg knew
evergbodg. It was exciting - and Plain good manners —
to come to the Spe”ing Bee and turn in a goocl effort
3oursel1c or cheer for your chosen champion. And that

was where the trouble started.

Z0o& was something of a champion at spe”ing, and
had alreac]g won the contest twice cluring her young
career. People genera”g considered her the favorite to
win, and Zoé& had come to expect this as well. But when
Marg showed up at the trgouts) and quicklg Provec{
herself bg sPe”ing two or three Par’cicularlg trickg
words, 7 0& realized that her Position at the top was no

longer assured.

“Mary is an awesome sPe”er, ” said Jal(e, a ta”,
lankg bog who lived above the general store. “I think

she’ll give youarun for your money, Z0&.”
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“She’s sharp, alright,” said May, a girl about
Z0&’s height, with Pigtails. May and her Familg ran the
launclrg in town. ‘I wonder wh9 we’ve never met her

Parents’? Theg must be very Proud of her.”

“ heard that she doesn’t have Parents,” said Zo&
rather sucldcnly. “In Fact,” continued o0&, “ heard that
her mother stole something and had to goto Prison.
That’s whg she had to leave town, to move here and

start over.”

“Heard it from who?” asked Horus. He gave Z0éa

critical look.

“Oh, i's common knowlcc]ge)” said Zo&.

“Evergbodg knows it’s true.”
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Author’'s Note #8 Gossip

Gossip comes in three flavors. One is the
story you know isn’t true, but you tell it
anyway. The second is the story you think
might be true, but you don’t really know for
sure. The third, and most destructive, is a
story you know to be true, but will probably
hurt the other person. When preparing to
gossip, imagine how you’d feel if someone did
that to you.

Just then, Mary came bg. “Hi,” said Mary.
Evergbodgjus’c stared.

“Hi,” said Horus, Fina“g. Suc]clenlg evergboc‘g had
something to do, and theg scattered like crows.

“Would you like to swing on the swings?” asked
Marg.

“Not right now,” said Horus.

“What’s wrong’?” asked Marg. People were acting
alittle strange toc[ag.

“Z o0& said you dorn’t have Parents,” said Horus,
“because your mom stole something ancl went to

Prison J
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“«Oh!” cried Marg. “It’s starting all over againl”

“What?” asked Horus. He was sorry for what he’d
said. Marg covered her face in her hancﬂs, and ran away,

sobbing.

The next c]ag, Mary wasn’t in class. Miss
Marmalade explainecl that she was home sick with the
Hu. But she didn’t show up the next clag, nor the clag
after. F‘ina”9 she came to school again, but she didn’t
talk to anyone. Shejust sat at her desk. Horus Figured
she’d brighten up cluring sPe”ing Practice. The contest
was onlg two dags away. But Marg sat at her desk, and

looked out the window.

On the cla9 of the contest, everyone dressed up
extra special. Miss Marmalade hunga large banner
across the stage in the gym. Attenin the morning, all
the classes filed into the gym, and the contest began.
Z0& was first, stePPing up on the stage and Facing the

WhOlC SC]"IOOI.

“SPCH /70u5c=)” said Miss Marmalade.
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“House,” said Zo&. “H-O-U-S-E, house.”

“That is correct,” said Miss Marmalade. Each
contestant took their turn. When it was Horus’ turn, he

s‘cepped up and smiled. He rea”g liked spe”ing.
“SPCH Watc/7,” said Miss Marmalade.
“Watch,” said Horus, “W~-A-T-C-H, watch.”

“That is correct,” said Miss Marmalade. The five-
letter words were easy, but could be tric|<9. Fina“g, it
was Marg’s turn. She stepped quiet|9 to the front.

“SPCH happg,” said Miss Marmalade.

“Happg,” said Mary. “H-A-P...P-Y, happg.”
5uclc[en|g she burst into tears, and ran from the stage.
Evergone wondered what had happencd. Horus looked
at Zoé. Zoé thought about what she’d said) and how
Mary must be Feeling at this very moment. She asked
Miss Marmalade to excuse her, and ran out into the ha”)

looking for Mary.

Marg was nowhere to be seen. Zo0é thought to
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herselmc, “Where would 1 be if 1 felt rea”g bad?” she
walked down the hall to the girl’s bathroom. Sure
enough, Mary was there, crging.

“What’s the trouble?” asked Zoe&.

“Evergone thinks my mom is a J-A-l-L-B-I-R-D
cried Mary. She looked right at Zoé.

“l don’t think your mom is ajailbirc],” said Zoé&
eamestlg. “I'm very sorry for what I said to the others.
Whg don’t you tell me how it rea”g is for you?” Mary
looked up through her tears.

“l used to have a mom and a clad,” said Mary. “We
lived in an aPartment in the citg. M9 mom used to bake
cookies for me, and my dad used to carry me on his

shoulders evergwhere he went.”
“It sounds lovelg,” said Zoé&.

“It was greatl” said Mary. “Then, one clag, my dad
jus’c didn’t come home. My mom cried and cried. She got
ajob at the clepartment store downtown.”
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“I see,” said Zo&.

“Then one c]ag, my mom fell clown, as she was
cooking dinner. She went to the doctor and —¢ Mary
stopped.

“What happenecl?” said Zoé&.

“She had an illness. She gota little more tired

each c]ag) until she couldn’t get up any longer. Then she
died.”

“I'm sorry,” said Zo&.

“l went to live with my grandparents, and then my
aunt, and now ! live with my uncle, here in Wgeknot. His
housekeeper fixes my meals and washes my clothes, but
he’s harc“g ever around. | feel so alone!” Mary stoPPed
and looked at Zo&. Zoé reached out and took her hand.

“You’re not alone,” said Zoé&. She smiled at Mary.
Mary smiled back.

“Thanks,” said Mary.

“C’mon,” said Zo&. “Let’s £0 show them how it’s
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done!” Zoé and Mary walked back to the gym, hand in

hand.

And so it went. By the time theg got to the eight-
letter words, there were onlg five contestants remaining,

It was Jake’s turn.
“SPCH strcngtk, » said Miss Marmalade.

“Strength,” said Jake. “S-T-R-E-G-N-T-H,
streng’th.”

“That is incorrect,” said Miss Marmalade. Now it

was Horus’ turn.

“Strength,” said Horus, S-T-R-E-N-G-T-H,
stren g’th.”

“Correct,” said Miss Marmalade. By the time theg
gotto the nine-letter worcls, onlg Zoé and Mary
remained. No matter how many tricks Miss Marmalade
threw at them) theg spe”ec] each word Perfcc‘clg.
Evergone grew very excited. Who would win, Zoé or
Marg? Then something happened, somet]ﬁing that had
never haPPened at the spe”ing bee before.
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“SPCH happincss)” said Miss Marmalade. She
looked at Zoé. Zo& looked at Marg, and smiled.

“HaPPiness)” said Zo&. “F-R-I-E-N-D-5-H-I-P,

happiness!”

Miss Marmalade looked confused. “That is
incorrect,” she said at last. All eyes were on Mary.

“SPCH happincss,” said Miss Marmalade.

Mary looked at Z0¢€, with a huge smile, and said,
“HaPPiness. T-O-G-E-T-H-E-R, happiness”.

“l declare the contest a tie,” said Miss Marmalade.

“The winners!” shouted the kids, and theg rushed
up to congratulate Mar9 and Zo&.

That year, for the first time ever, there were two
names Printed, sicle~bg-side, on the trophg in the
trop]ﬁy case.
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C]’laptcr 6 - The Dare

Zo& and Horus were sitting on her front Porch
one fine autumn c]ag when theg spiecl a bog about their
age coming down the road in front of the house. He
didr’t seem to notice them) but insteadjust ambled
carelesslg along, whistling to himself and kicking stones

every now and thcn as he walkec].
“Hello!” said Horus.
“Oh, he”o,” said the stranger. He kept on walking.

“Wait,” said Zo&. “Who are you? What are you
cloing here?”

“Well,” said the stranger, “my name is Duke. Duke

Charlemagne.”
“Charleg Main?” said Zo&.

“CHAR-LE-MANE” said Duke. “As for what I'm

cloing here) [ ive here.”
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“Pm Zoé&,” said Zo&.
“Pm Horus,” said Horus.
“Ah yes,” said Duke. “The locals.”

Horus and Zo& exchanged glances. They were
pretty sure theg’c]just been insulted. “I live right here,”
said Zoé&, “and Horus Iivesjust there.” She Pointec] in

the clirection o1C Horus’ house.

“ live at the Prince William,” said Duke. The Prince
William was the fanciest hotel in all of Wgelmo‘c. “We’re

staying the summer, to let my mother take the air.”

Horus wasn’t sure, but he’d read stories about
rogaltg taking occasional stags in rural Places, to
restore their health. “Oh,” Said Horus. He couldn’t
think of angthing else to say.

“ can throw a rock farther than you can,” said

Horus.
“No, you can’t,” said Duke calmlg.

“Sure | can!” said Horus. He was an excellent
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stoneJchrower, well-known around Wgekno‘c.
“No, you can’t,” said Duke once more.

“Let’s see!” shouted Zoé. She and Horus ran out
to meet Duke in the road. Each of them Picked up a
stone. Theg all Pu”ed their arms back, and let Hg. Z08&’s
stone hit First, then Duke’s. Horus’ stone sailed across

the road, lancling nearlg out of sight in the neighboring
field.

“Not bacl)” admitted Duke. But I bet I can hit that
mailbox on my first try.” Each of them stooped down
and Picked up a stone. Zoe’s stone swung wide to the
left. Horus’ stone flew too high, right over the mailbox.
But Duke’s stone struck the mailbox dead on, hard
enough that the door Hipped open.

“Okag,” admitted Horus. “A good throw, no

mistake.” Duke smiled with satisfaction.

“Bet you can’t climb to the top of the Great Oak
Tree,” said Zo&. She couldr’t climb to the top of the
Great Oak Tree hersehc, but this }309 was acting so
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snooty, shejust had to cha“enge him, somehow.

“Sure | can,” said Duke. “But whg would I want

to?”?

“Are you afraid?” asked Horus. He was a little
upset also, and he didn’t like Duke’s attitude one bit.

“It’s not that,” said Duke, very self-assured, “it’s

jus’c that we have much larger trees back home.”

«Oh geah?” said Zoé and Horus together. The
force of their irritation startled both of them.

“Certainlg,” said Duke.
“I dare yal” said Horus.

“Oh, somedag, Perhaps,” sighed Duke. He

looked like he was about to continue his walk.

“Rig]ﬁt now!” said Horus. “I'll bet | can climb higher
than you can, and faster too.” Zo& was imPressed. She
and Horus were fond of climbing the Great Oak Tree,
but never to the very toP.
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“Alright,” said Duke. “Where is it?”

“Rig]ﬁt behind my house,” said Horus. And the
three of them strode off for the contest.

Author’s Note #9 Challenges

It can be fun to compete with ones peers.
It’s healthy, and gives one perspective. Just be
careful it doesn’t get out of hand.

In no time, the three of them were stanc]ing at the
base of the Great Oak Tree, staring up into the maze of
branches and leaves between them at the skg above.

“Well, there it is,” said Horus.

“A granc[ old oak,” said Duke. “I find oak easier to
climb than most trees, because of the we”~spacec1}

sturclg branches.”

“Wha‘cever,” said Zoé&. “Let’s climb!” The three
adventurers began climbing the tree. Zo& and Horus
had climbed this tree many, many times. Each fork and
branch held memories of times gone }39. Horus stoppecl

For a moment to remember his Pirate aclventure with
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Z0&, and to catch his breath.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Duke.

“Memories,” said Horus.

])}

“Race youto the top. said ZOE, still game.

“Okagl” said Duke. He began climbing at once,
and soon thcg were approaching the toP of the tree.
Here the branches turned upward, and were much
thinner and smoother than the ones below. Theg came
toa stop when their hands could wrap more than half-

way around the branches) their feet weclged in the
forks.

“We”, here we are!” said Duke. He seemed a little

nervous, and out of breath.
“What about the top?” said Horus.
“The branches are too thin,” said Duke.
“| dare you,” said Horus.

“No Problem}” said Duke.
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7 o0& watched him climb, and then stared at Horus.
“Horus,” she whispered, “neither of us has ever climbed
higher than we are right NOW. Magbe you should tell
Duke to stoP.

“No way,” said Horus. “He’s so snooty! Hell stop

when the branches begin to bend.”

But Duke didn’t stop. The branches he was
holding onto became thin and very springg. The top of
the tree swayed in the breeze. But Duke didn’t stop.
The main trunk of the tree disappeared, and on19 afew
narrow branches continued quarcl. But Duke didn’t

stoP. It was then that sometlﬁing unexpected occurred.

Author’s Note #10 Courage

It takes courage to attempt something when
you’re unsure of the outcome. But, like most
things, raw courage, unless balanced by
wisdom, can lead to some dangerous
Situations.

“Crack!” The branch that Duke was holding on to
bent sharplg to one side) and broke. Duke held on, but

now the branch was clangling Precariously to one side,
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threatening to snap off altogether and send Duke on a
very quick triP to the grouncl below.

“Helpl” said Duke.

“Don’t move,” said Horus. He thought quicklg
about what to do. “Pll come get 9ou,” he said. Horus
slowlg climbed until he was nearlg even with Duke, and
reached out to grasp his hand. The branch he was
holding onto suddenlg bent over, near|9 throwing Horus
to the ground.

“Helpl” said Duke.

«70&1” called Horus. “I need your help. You’re

much lighter than | am. Come up here and take my
hand.”

“I dunno,” said Zo&. “What if 1 fall?” Zo& was
Plcntg brave, but she wasn’t reckless. Theg were over
50 feet up.

“Helpl” said Duke.

“Hang on!” shouted Zoé. She climbed even with

Pa ge 84



Wyeknot
Horus, and grabbed hold, each of them locking their
Fingers around the other’s wrist. She crept out along a
branch, inch ]39 inch, balancing herself }39 holcling onto
another branch with her free hand. “Reach for me,
Duke!” said Zo&. She was less than three feet away.
The branch suddenlg swaged beneath her and she
swung out over emptg space, with nothing but Horus to
hold onto.

“Don’t let 20,7 she whisperecl.

“Never,” said Horus, and he meant it. He began to
swing Zo& back and forth, slowlg at first. Her wrist was
sweatg, and she began to sliP. Horus gripped her
tightlg, with all his remaining s’crength. Fina”g, her feet

brushed against alower limb. She let go of Horus and
grabbed hold of the first branch she could reach. safe!

“Helpl” said Duke. The broken branch that held

him macle a squeakg SOUI’lCl.

“Don’t move!” shouted Horus. What could theg
do? Whatever theg were going to clo, theg’d better act
clouble~c]uicl<. “We need helP.”
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“pl| £0,” said Zo&. She was bg far the better
runner. “I’l| £0 and get help, as fast as | can.” She
raPicug began climbing down the tree. She reached the
ground, and looked up at the two bogs. || be right

back!” she shouted.

o0& thought for a moment. What help could she
bring, and where to getit? The fire station in town was
onlg a mile away. She could make it in less than twenty
minutes. But that might be too late! She ran to her
house. “Dad!” she called “Dad!” As luck would have it,

Z0&’s dad was home.

“Horus and Duke are stuck in the Great Oak
Tree,” said Zoé&. “Duke’s hanging bﬂ a broken branch.
He might fall any minute.

“Hmmm,” said Zo&’s dad. He alwags began any
Problem 139 saying that. "My ladder isnt nearlg tall
enough to rescue him. We'll need some roPe.” And with
that, Zo&’s dad disappeared into the garage, returning
a minute later with a largc coil of strong rope, hanging

1))

over one shoulder. “LLet’s g0
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Theg ran to Horus’ backgard, and gazed up at
the two bogs in the tree. Zo&’s dad looked up at the
situation, and formed a Plan. He was too heavg to climb
up himself and rescue Duke, but neither Zoé& nor Horus

was strong enough to save Du|<e.

“I have it,” said Zo&’s dad. He tied a small bowline
to make a child-sized looP in the end of the rope. “Zog,
take the end of this rope up to Horus.”

“Okag,” said Zoé&. She took the end from her
father and wore it ‘round her micldle, leaving both hands
free for climbing. She scamperecl up the tree, like a
large squirrel, and handed the end to Horus.

“Horus!” shouted Zo&’s dad, “Pass the rope over
the fork in the branch gou’re s‘cancling on.” Horus took
the end of the rope and Passecl it over the Forl(.

“Okagl” shouted Horus.

“Toss the other end to Duke!” said Zo&’s dad.

“Helpl” said Duke. He was now genuinelg
Frightenecl, and desperate to get down.
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“Grab it!” said Horus. He gathered a couple of
coils of rope, and threw it out toward Duke. After half-
a-dozen throws, the rope landed near enoug]ﬁ for Duke

to grab it and hold on.

«Pull it around your waist!” said Zoé&’s dad. “Pull it
ticht, pull it sure.”
ght, p

“Okag,” said Duke, when he’d Pu”ed the Ioop

over both shoulders and snuglg around his waist.
“Letgo of the branch.” said Zo&’s dad.

Duke looked doubtful. He looked clown, and saw
that Zo&’s dad had Pu”ec] his end of the rope around
his back, and had braced his feet against the tree trunk.

“Let go, Duke!” urged Zo&'s dad. Duke let g0 of
the branch and began to fall. The slack rope went
taught, and the rope Pu”ed hard around Duke’s waist.
He was now swinging Freelg in the air, over thirtg feet uP!
Z0&'s dad slowlg cased the rope out, and allowed Duke
to descend to earth again.

]J)

“Hoorag. shouted Zo& and Horus, when Duke’s
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feet touched the grouncl. Z0& and Horus made their

way clown, and everyone gatherecl around Duke.
“You alright?” asked Zo&’s dad.

“Sure,” said Duke. He was still bit shaken bg the

orcleal.

“What were you kids c]oing up that high, anyway?”
asked Zo&’s dad. Zo& looked at Horus, then they both
looked at Duke. “Well?” said Zo&’s dad.

“It wasjust abadidea,” said Duke. “Luckg for me

l))

EOU came along.

Z0&'s dad looked at each them, one 139 one.
Nobodg said angthing. “Okag,” he said. “Be more

caretul next time.”

After he’d lemct, Duke walked over to Zoé& and
Horus. “Thanks)” he said.

“Never mind,” said Horus. “Let’s find something

else to do.”

“Alriglﬁt, » said Zoé&, “as long as we keep both feet
Page 89



Wyeknot
on the grounci.”

Everyone agreed tﬁatwas a goocl idea
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Chaptcr 7 - Gravcgard Ghosts

It was a week until Halloween. Horus decided he’d
be a giant skull. Zo& chose to be a Himalagan SHCrPa)
tumpline, basket, and all! Theg were in Zo&’s kitchen
with her mom, carving three Plump Pumpkins theg’cl

Picl(ed out for the occasion.

Z0é had recentlg advanced from the serrated
Plastic knife she had used as a small child to a stainless
steel steak knife. It was sharp, and a bit scary, but cut
much more smoo’chlg and casi|9 than the old one. She
had cut the hole in the top for the lid, and was busg
sPooning out clumps of Pumpkin seeds, scraping all of

the loose, stickg threads from the inside.
“What fun!” said Zo&’s mom. “I love Halloween.”

Horus had alreadg scraped his Pumpkin clean of
all its insides, and was busg cutting two, large, triangular
eyes. When it came to Pumpkin carving, he was

traditional.
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“What shall it be?” said Zoe&.

“What are you reFerring to?” asked Horus. Zo&
Frec]ucntlg spoke up near the end of a thought)
Forgetting that everyone else lacked the benefit of
knowing what she was ta”dng about.

“Should it be a happg Pumpkin)” asked Z0€&, “ora
SCARY Pumpkin?”

“Pumpkins should have wide, crooked grins,” said

Horus.

“Evergbodg gets to make their Pumpkin exactlg

the way theg want it,” said Zo&’s mom.

“Magbe rll do happg ana’scarg)” said Zoé&. She
began cut’cing ajaggecl smile into the face of her

Pumpkin.
Three dags before Ha”oween, Zoé and Horus

were walking home from school together) when Zo&

SUAdCﬂlg SPO‘(C.

“Whatcha gonna do for Halloween?” asked Zo&.
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Horus lOOl(CCl COHFUSCC] .

“What do you mean?” asked Horus. “Whg, Pl

dress up, and £0 house to house, and...”

“Yeah, I know all that,” said Zog, cutting him off.
“Halloween is fun and all that. But, what we need is a

real adventure!’

Horus recognizecl this kind of talk riglﬂt away.
“70&,” he said, not unkinc“g, “let’s just collect as much
candg as we can, and getto bed carlg.” He rea”g didr’t

want any more than that. But Zo& was determined.

“Let’s sPend the night outside!” exclaimed Zog,

after a brief pause for consideration.
“You mean like) camping?” asked Horus.

“Not at a”,” said Zoé&. “We need some Place rea”g

scarg.”
“How about my house?” oHered Horus.

“Nonsense!” said Zoé&. “How about the
gravegard?”
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“Absolutclg, Positivelg, out of the question,” said
Horus Firmlg.

“Butit’s darkj and scary, and there’s all those

dead Peoplel” said Zoé. She was beginning to love the
idea.

“7Z 0&,” whined Horus.

“we'll bring slceping bags,” said Zoé&.
“And ﬂashlights,” said Horus.

“And candles,” said Zo&.

“And 5nacl<s,” said Horus.

“And 5nacl<s,” agreeci Z0E.

“Alright,” said Horus. “But my folks won't like the

idea.”

“You can tell them you're staging at my house,”

said Zo&.

“What about your Parents?” objected Horus.
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“Pll tell them rm staging at your house!” said Zo&.
She clappec] her hands with clelight. “It's all settled.”

“Okag,” said Horus. He was going along, for
Z08&’s sake, but he had a bad Feeling about this.

Author’s Note #11 Deception

When planning to deceive someone,
especially your parents, you must keep in mind
that they were once your age. They have not
forgotten.

On Halloween night) Horus stopped !39 the
Wilson’s to stash his gear and connect with Zo&. She
was far too excited about their upcoming adventure to
be interested in “Trick or Treat”, but she knew Horus

loved canclg, so she went along with him.

About an hour or so into theirjoumeg, Z0&

decided that was enouglﬂ.
“Let’s go,” she said.
“Now?” said Horus.

‘Let’'sgoto the gravcgarcl,” said Zo&.
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So, thcg returned to Zo&’s house, and Pickecl up
their sleeping bags and supplies.

“Where are you going?” asked Zo&’s mom.

“We’re off for a sleep~over at Horus’ house,” said

ZOéE.

“«Oh,” said Zo&’s mom. “Alright, see you in the

moming. Don’t sta9 up too late.”

It was over two miles from Zo&’s house to the
gravegard, on the near side of town. Theg walked
without talking much, until they came to the gate. It was
an old) black, wrought-iron gate, rusted from years of
rain and snow. Theg Pushecl open the gate, and it made

a creakg, CFCCPH SOUI’]CL

“Are you sure you want to sleep here?” asked

Horus.
“Of course,” said Zo&.

“Rig]ﬁt,” said Horus. He oPened the gate a little

wider, and he and Zo& crept in.
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The gravegard was completelg emptg - of the
living, anyway - and the quiet and the gravestones
created a somber atmosphere. Z0& and Horus walked
amongst the stones, lit ]39 the full moon, and read the

inscriptions.

“Simon St. James, beloved husband and Father,
Borni853, Diech9l?_)” read Horus. “Clair Regnolds, Killed
in Car Crash, 1940-1963.”

“Poor Clair,” said Z0€E, “onlg 25 years old when
she died. What about that one over there?” Zoé& read
the name over the grave. “Anthong Newsom, R.|.P” read
Z0&. “R-1-P,” said Zoé&. “Wow! Magbe he got his heart
riPPed out!”

“R-I-P,” said Horus, shakinghis head. “Rest In

Peace.”
“«Oh,” said Zog, slightlg disappointec].

“Where do we sleeP?” asked Horus. He didn’t
look very good. Ghastlg Pale, and s]ﬁakg.

“On the ground)” said Zoég, |oo‘<ing critica”g at
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Horus. He looked like he might throw up, which Zo& was

hoping to avoid.

“But there are dead People buried under the
groundl” said Horus. He was turninga trifle gray in the

Cl’TCC‘(S ancl Forehead, asure Sigﬂ O‘F trouble.

“We don’t sleeP onthe graves,” said Zo&. “we’ll
jus’c Iag out our sleeping bags in the Pathwag between
the graves. Don’t want to disrespect the dead.” Zo&

g P

was a sensible person, and not the least bit disturbed

bg minor details.

Author’s Note #12 Fear

Fear comes with many faces. It’s one thing
to face a dangerous creature or a hazardous
situation, but it’s fear of the unknown that’s
really hard to take.

The doorbell rang at the Heath residence. Mrs.

Heath answered the door. It was Mrs. Wilson.

“Hi,” said Mrs. Wilson. “Sorry to come bg so late. |

jus’c brought these Pajamas over for Zo&.”
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“Pajamas?” asked Mrs. Hea‘ch, somewhat Puzzled.
“Anna, whg would you be bringing Z0&’s Pajamas over

here?” Now it was Mrs. Wilson’s turn to be confused.

“7 0& told us she was spending the night with you,”

said Mrs. Wilson. “Where is she?”

“Horus told us,” said Mrs. Heath, “that he was
sPending the night at your Place.”

“What are those two up to?” asked Mrs. Wilson.

“We’d better g0 looking for them,” said Mrs.
Heath. “rll get Mr. Heath.”

“pl| get my husband,” said Mrs. Wilson, and we’ll

meet you on the corner, straightawag.”

So, five minutes Iater, the four Parents were
standing outside at the corner, wondering where Zoé

and Horus might be.

“Theg took sleeping bags,” said Horus’ dad, “and
Hashlights.”

“Theg must be camping out,” said Zo&’s dad.
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“Magbe they’re in the Park.” The four set out for town,
eagerlg looking for their children as theg went. When
theg neared town, theg thought theg saw lights in the
gravegard.

“Hey,” said Horus’ mom, “there are lights moving
about in the gravegard over thcre. What woulcl someone

be doing in the gravegard this time of dag?”

])}

“Camping said Zo&’s mom. She knew her
claughter. The four of them slipped througlﬁ the half-
oPened gate, stoPPing behind tombstones as theg went
to conceal their presence. Presentlg, theg spied the

forms of the two children, nestled snuglg in their

sleeping bags.

‘Let’s go haul those two home,” whispered Horus’
mom.

“I think 1 have a better idea,” whispered Horus’
dad.

Horus and Zoé had tired of reading tombstones
and had stretched out their sleeping bags and settled in
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to sleeP.
“Pm not sleepgj” said Horus.

“Yeah, me too,” admitted Zo&. Just then) theg

heard a sound. It sounded like a man, moaning.
“Wh-eee-rrre are my ch-iii-lll-dren?” it moaned.
“Did you hear that?” asked Horus.

“Yeah,” said Z0€, genuinelg concerned. Then a

woman’s voice came from a nearbg tombstone.
“Wh-eee-rrre are my sho-oo0es?” it moaned.

“Aye gal” cried Horus and Zoé toget]ﬁer. Theg
buried their heads cleep in their sleeping bags. After a
minute or so, Zoé Peeped out, to see if evergthing was
alright. There was nobodg around, but their shoes were
nowhere in sight! “Horus,” said Zoé& 5|owlg. Horus stuck
his head outside his sleeping bag, long enough to notice

the missing shoes.

“«Ghosts!” said Horus. “And theg’ve taken our
shoes!” Theg both buried their heads in their slecping
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bags again. Suddenlg thcg heard a sort of shrieking

SOUHCJ.

“WH-EEE-RRRE IS MY HE-EEE-AAAD?”

several voices shrieked.

Hours and Zo& were up and running, dragging
their sleeping bags behind them) Hashlig]ﬁts bouncing
wilc”g as thcg made for the gate. Theg shot through,
and ran haleag home in their stocking feet, before they

slowec] toa wa”<.

When theg Fina“g reached Horus’ house, theg
were very tireclj and relieved to be home safe. Theg
slipped quietlg in, and fell asleep in the living room,
sleeping bags still wet with dew.

In the morning, not a word was said. Horus
followed Zoé to the cloor, to say goocnge. Theg
oPened the front door, and found their shoes, neat|9

arranged) on the steps outside.
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Chapter 8 - The Rocket

Z0& woke up one Saturdag moming and felt
Par‘cicularlg satistied with the world. She had no Plans
to sPeak o1c, so she headed over to Horus’ house to
find out what he was c]oing on this fine SPring clag. She
rang the be”, and knocked loudlg a couple of times, but
gotno response whatsoever. So she walked around to

the gate, and truclged into the backgarcl.
“Hello!” said Zog.

“He”o,” said Horus. He was bent down over some
contraPtion in the middle of the garage. Zo€ had no
idea what it was, but she was alwags interested in
mechanical things, and this thing was c[eFinitely

mechanical.
“What’s that?” asked Zoe&.

“A rocket, » said Horus.
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Author’'s Note #1373 Imagination

Things are what they are, after all. But with
a little imagination, anything is possible.

“Doesn’t look like a rocket,” said Zo&, matter-of-

Factlg. “|_ooks more like a wagon to me”.

“It may bea wagon, at the moment,” said Horus a
bit impaticntlg, “but it will be a rocket when 1 finish with

it ltjust needs a few alterations.”

“Where do you put in the fuel?” said Zog, trying
to sound knowleclgeable.

“No fuel”, said Horus.

“We”, where is the gantrg?” asked Zo&. She’d
never used that word in a sentence beFore, and she

surPrisecl herself.
“No gantrg” said Horus.

“We”,” said Zoé&, “how about the fins? A rocket
must have fins.” Zo& had never ac‘cua”g seen a rocket

before, but she had seen Pictures in books and movies.
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“No Fins,” said Horus, “not yet, anyway.

“We”, how are you gonna Hg without fins?” asked

ZOé&.

“This rocket doesn’t Hg,” said Horus. “It coasts,
downhill.” He aPPeared to be working on the steering
linkage to the wheels.

“Rockets don’t coast,” said Zo&.

“This one does,” said Horus, “or at least it will
soon. Pass me those Pliers) will 9ou?” Z0é Passed him

the Pliers.

“When will it be reaclg?” asked Zog, Peering over
Horus’ shoulder. She was begirming to get interested in
this Project.

“Oh, magbe aweek or two,” said Horus. One
thinggou had to gjive Horus. He knew how to take his
time, especia”9 when working ona big Projec‘c. He was

Patient, and steaclg.

“Fine,” said Zo&. She felt she rea”g wasn’t ac]cling
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angthing to the Project. Horus was complctelg occupiecl
with his “rocket”. So she left.

When Zo& got home, she wondered what to do.
She sat down and tried on thejewelrg that she had,
some given to her ]39 various relatives, some that she’d
made herself. She tried on different combinations,
sometimes adding a hat or shoes that she felt might
complement the ensemble. She looked at herselmc, in her
mother’s full length mirror, turning to one side or the
other) and tried on unusual facial expressions or poses

jus’c to see how she looked.

It was getting on toward lunch. Her mother came
bg to look in on her. “What a beautiful girll” said her
mother. “Are you hungrg?”

“Yes, | guess so,” said Zo&.

“r|l make you up a nice chicken sandwich,” said

her mother.
“Thanks, mom,” said Zo&.

Horus completed his adjustments to the steering
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of his rocket. He’d gotten his wheels from a couple of
old wagons, and fastened them to some solid steel axles
with cotter Pins. The axles were mounted on Planks) the
rear Plank bolted Firmlg to the chassis, and the front
Plank ona single large bolt with large flat washers that
Permittecl it to Pivot about 30" left or right. The chassis
was 5 feet long, ran the length of the car, from front to
back. It was made of three sturdg Pine boarcls) bound
togethcr with steel straps.

Horus’ dad helped him with the clesign dctails, but
Horus himself cut all the boards, drilled all the holes,
and turned all the screws. It had taken weeks, incluc[ing
time spent on drawings and Plans that he and his dad
had made, but was now beginning to take shape.

7 0& finished her sandwich, and decided to dash

back to Horus’ house to see how things were going. She
found him where she’d left him) still making acﬁus’cments,
Fitting a small steering wheel into Place at the front of
the “rocket”.

“Is that how you steer it?” asked Zoe&.

Page 107



Wyeknot
“Obviouslg,” said Horus.

“Your caris rea”g great,” said Zog,

enthusiastica”g.
“it’'s not a car,” said Horus. “It’s a rocket.”
“A rocket that coasts downhill,” said Zo&.
“Yes,” said Horus.
“Where do you sit?” asked Zo&.

“There, in the micldle,just behind the steering

wheel,” said Horus.

“There’s no seat,” said Zo&. She wasjust trying to
be helppul.

“There will be,” said Horus.
“There’s no engjne,” said Zo&.
“It coasts,” said Horus.

“It rea”9 should have an engjne,” said Zoé.

Page 108



Wyeknot
“Whatever,” said Horus. He didn’t see the Point,
but he was cluite fond of Zog, so if she thought it
needed an engjne then he thought an engjne would do

no harm.

Z0é& took his agreement as a mission. The rocket
needed an engjne, and she was the one to build it. She
returned home and began cligging through the parts of
various home aPPIiances her dad had collected for her
to work on. She would build an engine for the rocke‘c,
and give it to Horus when it was readg. She found a
compressor motor from an old re{:rigerator, and went to

WOT’l(.

A few dags later, Horus invited Zoé to
accompany him to the large hill on the west side of town.
Theg walked all the way, towing the “rocket” behind
them with a rope that Horus had attached to the front.
It came out that Horus had entered his rocket in a race
that was scheduled to take Place on the very same hill
two weeks hence. This would be a test run to ‘get the
kinks out”, as Horus had put it. Horus and Zoé& clraggec]
the rocket up the hi”, turned it ‘round, and openecl the
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“cockpit”) a clear Plastic cover that sealed in the Pilot

and reduced air resistance when in motion.

Horus climbed in. He had on a bicgclc helmet and
some elbow Pads) and a Pair of swimminggoggles. Z0é
closed the cockpit and Prepared to remove the blocks

under the whcels.
“Reaclg?” shouted Zoé&.

“Reaclg!” shouted Horus. She began the

cou ntclown.

“Ten, nine, eight...” said Zo&. Horus turned and

looked straight ahead.

“Seven, six, five...” said Zo&. Horus stared at the
long road down the hill before him, and gripped the
wheel tightlg.

“Four, three, two, one, ignition!” said Zoé.
“lgnition!” said Horus.

“Blast off1” said Zo&, and she Pu”ecl the blocks

From the rear whecls.
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Horus and the rocket headed down the hi“,

raPic“g ganing speeci. The rocket bcgan to bounce
around, swerving a bit from side to side. Horus held
tight to the wheel, keeping the vehicle Pointccl as

straight as hc could manage.

Author’'s Note #1¢4 The Unexpected

Though things may go as you thought they
would, there are often unexpected difficulties
along the way. Don’t panic. Just keep your
nerve and do what you can.

Just when Zo& thought the rocket might tiP over,
it reached the level grouncl and shot along the roaclwag,
coastingto a stop. She ran down the hill to catch up

with Horus, who wasjust climbing out when she arrived.
“You okag?” asked Zo&.
“Yep,” said Horus. “What a ride!”
“She bounces around a lot,” said Zoé&.

“That she does,” said Horus. “Too light infront.”
That gave Zo€ an idea. She nearlg told Horus, but she
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decided to wait for later. Theg walked home, Pu”ing the

rocket behind them.

The rest of that week) Z o0& worked each clag on
the “engine” for Horus’ rocket. She found a
transformer with a lot of heavg copper wire windings,
and bolted that onto the motor. Then she got some
exhaust Parts from an ancient motorcgcle, and got her
father to help her weld those into Place. On the final
5undag before the big race, Zoé loaded her “engine”

into a sma” wagon and Pu”ed it over to Horus’ Place.
“Here’s your engine,” said Zoé& Prouc“g.

Horus looked at the engine. It was an engine
alright) and it certain|9 resembled the ones he’d seen in
old videos of moon launches. He went over and tried to
lift it up. It was so-o0-oh heavgl “It’s rea”g heavg,” said

Horus, trging not to sound ungrategul.

“Exac‘clg,” said Zo&. “1t'll keep the back end from
clancing.” She had a way with words, and could be relied

upon to say something clear, simple, and to the Point.
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“t dor’t know,” said Horus.
“Try it,” sugges’cecl Z08.

Horus agreecl, S0 theg both lifted the engjine and
mounted it in the rocket, bolting it securelgjust behind
the Pilot’s seat. Theg towed the rocket to the hi”,
working rather harder now to get it up to the top. Theg

turned it around, and Horus climbed in as before.

This time, when Horus took og, the rocket rolled
away, Picking up speecl much more quicklg than before.
Horus noticed the rapid acceleration, and began to
worry. Then he noticed something else. The rocket was
ro”ing smooth and straig]ﬁt, with onlg the slightest
vibration and nojumping or dancing at all. Zo& had been
right!

He rolled to a stoP at the bottom, opened the

cockpit, and waited calmlg for Zoé& to arrive.

“You did it!” said Horus. “Now she rolls smooth
and steaclg, and rea”g fast!” Zo& beamed with

satistaction.
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“You’re reaclg,” said Zo&.

The next Sundag there were several coaster cars
assembled on the hi”, lined up and waiting for their
chance to turn in the fastest time. Horus was Feeling
rather confident, and when theg rolled his “rocket” into
Position, he walked right over and climbed in, eager to
be unclerway. Theg ran the racers two at a time, and
when Horus saw the car theg’d Pairecl him with, his heart
went out to the bog at the wheel.

The other car wasjust a couple of large fruit
crates, nailed toget]ﬁer with two~]39-¥ours. The wheels
were wobblg, and for steering the bogjust had a rope
attached to the front axle} that he could Pu“ onto

control it.

The two bogs got reaclg. The race official

cou ntcd down.

“Three, two, one, go!” said the official, and the
blocks were Pu”ec] from the wheels. Horus’ rocket and
the other bog’s car started down the hill) side ]39 side.
As theg gained speed, the ]309’5 car began to bounce
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around. Horus rocket sailed ahead. Horus hear& a

“snapl” and he heard the bog cry out.

“Oh no!” said the bog. The rope he was using for
s‘ceering had broken, and he was out of control. Horus
looked back over his shoulder. He was sure to turn in an
excellent time, thanks to Zo&’s engjne, but the ]309
behind him was in real trouble. Horus Pu”ed up lightlg
on his hand brake, and waited for the bog to come up
alongside him.

“Use your feet!” shouted Horus. The ]309 heard
him, and braced his feet against the front axle on either
side. He was Plent9 scared, but at least he’d regained
his abilit9 to steer. Theg were racing down the hill at
high speecl now, and the bog and his car were bouncing
Precariouslg all over the Place. Horus thought he might
Hip at any moment.

“Throw me the roPe!” he shouted.
“What?” said the bog. He was rea”g Frighteneci.
“The rope,” repeated Horus. “Throw me the
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roPe.” The bog gathered up the rope, and tossed it to
Horus. The other end was still attached to the runaway
car. Horus Passed the rope several times around his
steering column, then Pu”ec] it tighter and tighter unti
he could Practica”g touch the other 1309. 5|owlg he
applied the brake.

The drag from the other car made the rocket
unsta]ale) but Horus was able to gradua“g bring both
carstoa stoP. He and the bog breathed a sigh of relimc,
andjust sat there as everyone else rushed over to see if

theg were okag.
“You saved me,” said the }309.
“It was nothing,” said Horus.
“Thanks,” said the }309, looking up at Horus.
“You’re welcome,” said Horus.

That evening, Horus and Zo& were sitting and
eating ice cream togetlﬁer, when the toPic of the race

came UP.
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“What was your time?” asked Zo&.
“Didn’t even quali{g,” said Horus. “But 1 still won.”

He and Zo& smiled at each other, and sat and

finished their ice cream.
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Cl‘]apter 9 - Accidental Journey

Horus had alwags been curious about his father’s
expedi’cions. Mr. Heath would often be gone for several
weeks, and Horus used to wonder what new stor9 or
artifact has father would bring home with him when he
returned. One summer, Horus and his father decided to
take a triP toget]ﬁer. Horus hadjust turned eight, and
his Fatherjudgecl that it was time for Horus to see the
world. He booked a triP for two, to Eggpt, Jorclan, and
the H019 Land. He bought Horus some travc”ing
clothes, incluclinga broad-rimmed canvas hat, the kind
that you could easi19 stuff into a knapsack, and Pu” it
out along the way.

Z0é hadn’t sPent much time alone. She and her
best friend Horus always had something interesting to
v, 2 2
do. They shared their adventures, and their clreams,
Y
and whatever came to mind. That summer Zoé found
herself tuming to one side to tell Horus about a
Par‘cicularlg fine idea she’d hacl, onlg to remember that
he was awa ,and beyond any contact until his return six
9 v, Y
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WCC‘(S l"lCI’]CC.

Z0é didn’t know what to do with herself. She
climbed the Great Oak Tree, and tried onjewelrg, and
sat on the Porch in the a&ernoons, having Iong
luxurious conversations with her mother. Occasiona“g,
Mrs. Heath would drop 139 and the three of them would
sit togethcr and imagjne what Horus and his dad were
up to.

“l wonder where theg are,” said Zo&.

“Theg must be mee‘cing strange People, and
enjoging all kinds of unusual situations,” said Zo&’s

mom.

“He said he Planne& to take Horus to see the
great Pgramid at Giza,” said Mrs. Heath. “I climbed it

mgselmc, once, a long time ago.”
“Rca”g?” said Zoé.

“Oh yes,” said Mrs. Heath. “Mr. Heath and |
weren’t married then. We had to bribe the guards to be
a”owed to scale the Pgramic[ and spend thc niglﬁt.”
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“I wish 1 could do something exciting,” said Zoé.

“«Oh Z0€, dear)” said her mom. “You've your
whole life ahead of you. You have many adventures

waiting for you. You'll see.”

Theg sat and watched the humming birds come
and drink from the sugar~water feeders that Z08’s mom

Put out,just for that purpose.

Author’s Note #19 Adventures

Adventures can happen anywhere, anytime.
You only have to be willing to let it happen.
You have choices to make. Follow your heart.

Z0& wasn’t so sure about adventures. She and
Horus had had some unusual experiences, certainlg.
But what about a rea”g BIG adventure? She excused
herself and decided to walk into town.

When she got there, she realized that she had no
Plan. | mean, town wasjust “town”. She’d seen it bemcore)
she’d see it again. What was unusual todag was a Iarge
truck with a trailer behind. The trailer had a brightlg
Painted banner alongsicle) that read:
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“Marvelous Majestic Mgsterg Circus”

“What,” thought Z0&, “is a Marvelous Majestic
Mystery Circus?”

She went around to the truck cab, and found a
big, boisterous man with a thick black beard.

“Hello miss,” he said. He was a wild man, strong
and free, but he had a kindlg smile and a single silver

earring.

“Hello,” said Zo& Politelg. “What’s a Marvelous
Majestic Mystery Circus?” asked Zo&.

“It’s a trave”ing show,” said the man. “I'm Jasper.

Who might you be?”
“Pm Zoé&,” said Zo&.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Jasper. “Our circus is
a trave”ing circus. We Put up the tents, thrill the crowd,

and then move on.”

Seemed simple enough. Z0& was excited.

Page 121



Wyeknot

“How can | see your circus?” asked Zoé&.

“No more shows at this stop,” said Jasper. “We're
a” Packed and readg to move north tonight. 59
tomorrow evening, we'll be a hundred miles from this

Place.”

“Couldn’t ljus‘c have a Peek?” asked Zo&. She was

very curious.

“We”,” said said Jasper, Pll see what | can do.” He
got down from the cab of the truck, and came
alongside, and began unlockinga side door on the
trailer. In a minute or two, the lock was opened, and he

swungopen the door.
“It’s dark inside,” said Zo&.

“Well, here now,just a moment,” said Jasper. He
walked around front again and started a generator
motor at the front of the trailer. “Now whadc]ga see?” he
asked.

Zoe gasped. There were brightlg colored
latforms, trapeze and high-wire apparatus, and a
P P & PP
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fantastic assortment of costumes and sParUes and
feathers. She looked up at Jasper. He smilecl, and

motioned for her to steP inside.

It was another world, all taken apart and Packed
up, but it was all there. Zo& imagined a beautiful woman,
ina glittering costume, sailing though the air high above
the crowd. There were Iarge ba”s, an assortment of
cagec] dogs, and even the ringmas‘cers coat, tails, and
toP hat. Just then, Lo got the uncomfortable Feeling
she was being watched. She looked up high in the
corner and sPotted a Pair of eyes, ?o”owing her every

move.
“Eeek!” said Zog, Pointing at the eyes.

“Oh, that’s Samantha,” said Jasper. “She’s an

ocelot.”

“OS-A-WHAT?” asked Zo&, never taking her
eyes off the beast.

“Ocelot. Sma”, wild cat. Quite tame, rea”g.”

Z0é wasn’t too sure. But it was time to £0. She
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and Jasper s‘cepped out into the street again.

“Come see us, next time we’re in Wgeknot)” said
Jasper. with a ?riendlg wave he turned back to answer a
call on the truck’s radio. When he re‘curned, ZoEé was

nowhere in sight. He closed the doors, and replaced the
lock.

That evening,just as Jasper had said, the truck
Pu“ec[ out, headed north. But it had an extra feature
that Jasper didn’t know about. At lcast) not yet.

Z o0& had been so curious. When Jasper turned to
answer the radio, she slipped back inside the truck for a
last look. She tripped over a metal 1Crame, hit her head
against a large magjcian’s cabine‘c) and the world went
black. when she awoke, she was startled to find herself

in complete dar‘mess.

«Oh my!” thouglﬂt Z0&. “I'm locked inside the
trailer!” She couldn’t see angthing. She sat still,
wondering what to do next. She could feel the rumbling
of the truck as it rolled along the roadwag.
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“Jasper!” she called. “JasPer, helpl Pmin /7ch)
Jasper, in the back of the truck. Let me out!”

Author’s Note #16 Panzc

It’s easy to become frightened in unexpected
circumstances. Just focus on what you have to
do right now, and leave the rest ‘till later.

She listened for a response, any response. All
there was was the rumble of the truck as it sped along,
and the Perfcct blackness of the trailer as Zo& bounced
along with it. She began to cry. Would she die there,
trapped accidenta”g and suffocated to death?

Z0& took a deeP breath, and said to herself
“Hmmm.” It was what her father alwags said when trging
to solve a Puzzle. well, she was trapped, and noboclg
could hear her call. if she was going to suffocate, it
would’ve haPPened bg now, so there must be enough
air to breathe. So, she was otherwise alright) no

immediate danger. But it was so dark!

Then she remembered. Jaspcr had switched on a
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light when he was showing her the trailer, maybe she
could find the switch. she began to make her way to the
corner where she thought she remembered the switch
would be. Then she noticed two glowing eyes in the
corner of the room. Samanthal! Overcoming her fear,
she realized that Samantha’s cage was right next to the
light switch. She made for the two glowing eyes, Feeling
her way around obstacles) until she was clirectly below.
She reached up, and her hand brushed the light switch.
She Pushed up on the switch) and the light came on.

“Thanks, Samantha!” said Zo&. Now that there
was light, things were looking more hopegul. Z0é
scanned the room, found some of the floor Pacls used
bg the acrobats, and sank into them. Comfortable at
las‘c) she gazecl dreamilg at her surrounclings. “No‘ching
to do but wait ‘il morning,” she thought. She didn’t
know what time of c]ag it was, there being no windows in
the trailer, but she Figured that when the truck came to
a stop, it would be morning, She laid back into the
Paclcling, and fell asleep.

Sure enough) the truck came to a stop the
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Fo”owing moming. She aw?)ke when the stead9 rumble
of the road abrup’clg came to an end, and evergthing
ground to a halt. She Picl(ecl up a short Polc that she
imagined the high~wire artist used for balance, and
began to beat louc”g on the front wall of the trailer.
There was a shugling and clanking outside, and
suddenlg the door swungopen.

“We”, what have we here?” said Jasper. He was
startled to find the light on, and even more surPrisecl
when he saw Zo&. “Whg, miss ZOéE, what are you c]oing

here?”

“I tripped and hit my head,” said Zo&. “ljus‘c had
to have one last look inside. I'm very sorrg.” Jasper

looked a bit upset, but he soon broke into a smile.

“We”,” said Jasper. “No harm done. But, we need
to get you home.” The truck was Parked outside a
diner. Jasper took Zo&’s hand and led her into the diner
to a table ]39 the window. A mic[dle~aged waitress in a

turcluoise uniform stoppecl to take their order.

“What'll it be?” she asked. Zo& was beginning to
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feel a bit better.

“Could | Plcase have a hamburger, some onion
rings and a big chocolate malt?” asked Zo&. The

waitress scribbled on her order Pad.
“How about you, sir?” she asked.

“Make that two of evergthing,” said Jasper. The
waitress disappeared into the kitchen. “Now,
howsabout you give me your Parents’ Phone number?”

he asked Zo&. Zo& wrote it down on a paper napkin,
and handed it to JasPer.

“Don’t budge,” said Jasper. || be right back.”
He got up from the table, and headed off in search of a
pay Phone. When he got back he had some goocl news
to tell.

“We”, I got hold of your mum,” said Jasper.
“Theg’ve been worrying about you since suPPcr’cime
3esterdag. Theg’re coming alright, but it'll take ‘em five
hours to get here, sowe’d best get comfortable.” He

settled back in his seat, and drank some coffee.
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The FOOCJ came and Z0é happllg gobblecl l’lCl"

burger and rings. Slﬂe was hungrgl “Where are we?” she
asked.

“Well, we’re nearlg to Liverpool,” said Jasper.
“Butit’s a gooc[ road ‘“tween here and Wgeknot. Your

folks will be along, soon enough.”
“Do you have any children?” asked Zo&.

“I have a son, and a daughter) not much older than
you are,” said Jasper. “But, | don’t see them often.
Their mother and | divorced a few years back, and |

spend most of my time trave”ing with the circus.”

“Too bad,” said Zo&. “My dadis away quite a bit,
but ’'m alwags happg when he comes home.”

“As it should be)” said Jasper. He was quiet fora
time. Zo& finished her meal, and Jasper made a big
Pi”ow out of their coats. The waitress nodded
approvinglg, and Zoé curled up in the corner of the
booth and fell asleep.

“Z0&,” said a soft voice. “Zo& clarling. Wake up.
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It's time to take you home.” It was her mother. Her dad

was there too, tall(ing with Jasper.

“Thanks for looking after our Zo&”, said Mr.

Wilson.

“Oh, it was nothing,” said Jasper. “Shejust got
caug]ﬁt up in a little adventure, entirelg bg mistake.

She’s a brave lass, that one!”

“So she is,” said Mrs. Wilson. “But it’s time to be

going home now.”
“Good~bge, Jasper,” said Zoé.
“Good~bge, miss, said Jasper.

And with that, Z0& and her Parents turned, and
headed for home.
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Cl‘]apter 10 - Bad Dog

Horus had other friends besides Zo&. Even
though Z o0& was far and away his very best friend, he
sometimes spent time with 13095 his age. Theg had
similar interests. It was great Fun, for example, to gathcr
at the bank of the river Wge on a hot summer’s d89 and

take a rurming leap into the cool water.

Pete was a year older than Horus. Pete and his
Familg had a house in town, right on the river, and
sometimes Horus and Pete would spencl mornings
reac]ing stories or comic books up in Pete’s room and
then relax bg the river in the afternoon, taking
advantage of the rope that Pete’s father had tied to a
large tree limb that hung out over the water. Horus
would grab the rope as higlﬂ as he could reach, run
down the hill, and swing out over the river, lettinggojust
in time to drop into a Par’cicularlg deep hole in the river’s
bottom.

“Sure is a hot one,” said Pete one dag. Actua”g,
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he often made comments about thc weatlﬁer.

“Sureis,” agreed Horus.

Author’s Note #17 The Weather

People talk about the weather, even though
it’s impossible to miss and there’s nothing
anyone can do about it.

“Say,” said Pete, taking hold of the rope swing,

“I'm going on vacation soon. I'll be away a Fortnight.”

“Sounds great!” said Horus. He stood up as Pete
swung out and Ploppec[ into the river. Horus cauglﬁt the
rope as it swung back in, gripped it tightlg, took a big
run, and swung out over the river, the murkg surface

gleaming in the afternoon sun.

“Spulashl” went Horus into the river. The two
bogs swam leisurelg in the sha”ows, dipping down until

jus’c their heads were showing.

“Howcﬁa like to take my paper route while I'm
gone?” asked Pete.

“What do you mean?” asked Horus.
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“It’s easy,” said Pete. “Youjus‘c ride around on

your bike and deliver the newspaper.”
“l dunno,” said Horus.

“You can even make a little money while 'm gone,”
said Pete. “You can keep my share of the collections.
Once a week you collect the money for the paper. You
goto the front door and say ‘Collect?’ Theg bring the
money to the door and put itin your hand. It’s easy!”

“Alright,” said Horus. He rea”g didr’t care about
the money, but he wanted to help his friend Pete.
Besides, he thought it might be fun.

So, a couple of weeks later, Horus found himself
ric]ing the streets on his bicgcle with a sadc“cbag full of
newspapers. Pete had taught him the route, and written
down the house numbers on a Picce of paper that
Horus had in his back Pocket. Most times, Horus could

jus’c throw the paper up on the Porch or doors‘cep.
Sometimes, he’d have to get off, and climb some stairs
or walk a narrow a”eg to get to the door. And one time,

he met a bad clog.
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Author’s Note #18 Dogs

Dogs are, by and large, friendly, even to
strangers. They do, however, seem to have an
abiding mistrust of mailmen and newsboys.

Pete had warned Horus that he could expec’c an
occasional dog to come after him. Mostlg, if you stood
your ground, and spoke as if you were old Friencis, the
c[og would settle for a good shoulder rub or some
scratching ‘round their ears. Even umcriendlg dogs

would usua“gjust bark Iouc”g and defend their turf.

Horus had spied a large Dalmatian a time or two
that Plaged with the children out in the front 9arc1. He'd
seen what might be a menacing look in the dog’s eyes,
but came and went without incident, and thouglﬂt no
more about it. On Saturc]ag, he climbed the three steps
to the front Porch) knocked three times on the screen

door, and said “Collect!”.

The oldest of the children) a girl of twelve in a Pink
t-shirt and a clirtg blonde Pongtail, came to the door.
The Dalmatian was there two, growling menacinglg) and
two of the younger children had hold of his collar,
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holding him back. The oldist counted out the money,
and had cracked open the screen door to hand it to
Horus when the dog suc]cienlg lungecl forward. The
screen door flew open, knocking Horus backwards over

the Porch rail.

He landed on his back in the grass, with the clog
on his chest, snapping and c]oclging, trying to bite
Horus in the throat. lnstinc‘civelg, Horus got his fists up
in front of him, and kept the clog at bag, occasiona”g
striking him right on the tip of his nose. Failing to reach
his throat, the clog settled for his leg, and bit down hard
on Horus’ thigh.

The children Pu”ed the dog from Horus’ chest.
He got to his feet and made a hastg retreat back to the
roacl, where he Pu”ed down hisjeans. Two red holes
showed on his bare thigh where the clog’s teeth had
sunk in. He hurried home, and told his folks what had
happened.

Horus’ father was concerned. The bite wasn’t

bad. Two neat holes) nothing more. What worried him
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was whether or not the dog had been Properlg
vaccinated against rabies. He washed the wound, and
took Horus’ with him in the car to the house where he’d
been bitten.

When theg got there, both Parents were home.
Theg were quite uPset about what had happenccl, and
immecliate|9 aPologizecl. Horus’ dad inquired) and soon
discovered that the dog had had all of the proper
shots, so there was no serious harm done. That being
se‘c‘cled, Horus and his dad headed home. But Horus
would have to deliver the paper the next dag.

The 5unda9 paper was Particularlg heavg, and
Horus’ bicgcle was loaded. He aPProachecl the house
with the Dalmatian, and found the clog was alread9 out
in the front 9arcl. The dog saw Horus, and came
running, barking ancljumping. But Horus had come
Preparecl. He had a small Plastic scluirt gun, filled with
ammonia from his mom’s laundr9 supplies. He waited
Patientlg forthe clog to arrive, and gave him a couple of
squirts of ammonia, right between the eyes. The clog
howled, and beat a hastg retreat. Horus smiled) and
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finished delivering the papers.

When Pete returned from vacation, he wanted to
know how things had gone. “How'd you get on,
delivering papers for two whole weeks?” asked Pete.

“Very educational,” said Horus.
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ChaPtcr 1~ Higl’l Tea

Horus and Zoé liked to have tea Parties in Horus’
backgarc] from time to time. Though Z0& was most|9
responsible for set’cing these up, theg were alwags held
at Horus’ house) on account of the Great Oak Tree,

which Provided shade and a sense of grancleur.

708 hadjus’c finished reading Alice In Wonderland,
and found the concept of “High Tea” to be Par’cicularlg
interesting, She brought it up the next time she and
Horus got toge‘cher.

“Have you heard of High Tea?” asked Zoé&.
“You mean, like atea Partg?” said Horus.

“Not at a”,” said Zoé&. “I mean a SERIOUS tea
Partg, with formal clress, and all the proper tableware.”

“Sounds stu{:ncg,” said Horus. He was never one to
adhere to details, when it came to society. He Pregerrecl

a relaxed, informal attitude toward one’s conduct with
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others, and with life in gencral.

“l don’t see any reason,” continued Zog, “whg it
shoulc[ ]DC stugg. It’s about a sense of charm and

ceremong.”

Horus didn’t like the sound of this, but Zo& was
his best friend, and he could hear in her voice that she

was very keento explore the idea. “Well, what would it

be like?” he asked.

“We”,” said Zoé&, brightcning no‘ciceablg, “there
would be small cakes and cookies, and savory meat
dishes and Pies, and tea, of course.” Horus Pic‘cured
the spread in his mind. He and Zo& sittingon a blanket
under the Great Oak Tree amidst lots of tasty tidbits.

Author’s Note #19 Anticipation

We often picture how things will be in the
future. Generally, what actually happens is
quite different.

“Alright then,” said Zo&. /|| get started on the
guest list, and you start rouncling up tableware.”
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“Tableware!” said Horus. “Where am lgoing to

find tableware?”

“The same Place EVERYONE finds tableware.

Kitchen cupboards) china cabinets, here and there...”

“Our mothers won’t let us use their fine china!”

]J)

said Horus. “No way!

“«Oh, theg’“ be invited, of course,” said Zoé&. “It’s
all in how you Present things.”

Horus was clubious, but he didn’t want to leave all
the work to Zoé&. His mom could surelg Part with a few

CliSl"lCS ‘FOF’ an aFternoon. He WOUlC] ]ClﬂCl a wag.

Invitations were another matter. Zo& wanted
evergthing to be in order, and she didn’t want to leave

angone out. ngl’lt awag ShC came UPOH a snag.

Priscilla Pots asked about bringing her cat. She
said she’d love to attend, but wouldn’t think of Ieaving
“Boots” behind. Her cat was called “Boots” because
she was black and white in various Places} but her two
hind feet were pure white, which made her look like she
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was wearing boots.

“Pets!” thought Z0&. “At atea Partg?”
Unconventional) to be sure, but Zoé couldn’t think of
any Particularlg strong reason whg Pets couldn’t
attend, Properlg washed and attired, of course.

Z0é also wanted there to be roughlg the same
number of bogs and girls, but found there was a
genuine shortage of bogs that she knew who would
attend a tea Partg. She thought the matter over for a
couple of clags. “It’s all in how you present things,” she
thought. She ﬁna”g decided on alternate invitations for
the 13095.

Author’s Note #20 Presenitation

It is a surprising fact that people react to
things not as they are, but as they are
presented. People will warm to almost
anything, if it is presented in the right way.
Try it.

The girls invitations went like this:

Your presence is Politelg rcqucs’ced at High Tea, on the
twenty—seventh of May, at ‘1—Pm‘ Tea and snacks will be
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servccl, formal attire recommended.

The bogs invitations went like this:

May Madness! Come to the afternoon rounduP beneath the
Great Oak Tree. Food and tea Providcd Dress up, Put on
your best and be with the rest!

“That should do it,” thought Z0&. “Now, what to
do about the pets? Can’tjust have a bunch of animals,
clamaging the decorum.” She thought and thought
again, and then she had an idea. She attached an

addendum to the invitations, which went as follows:

Pets welcome, Properlg attired. All animals
Present must have a proper co”ar, ata minimum. Hats

strong|9 encouraged.
“pll be granc],” thought Z0E.

We”, the responses trickled in, one 139 one, but a
week before the great event, Horus was still without the

proper table settings.

“Horus!” said Zoé&, not unkinc”g, we rea”g need
that stuff.
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“I know,” agreecl Horus, clropping his head a little.
“When I asked my mom, she brought up our recent

career as Pirates.”

“we'll ask again, together,” said Zo&. Zoé and

Horus headec] over to hlS l’IOUSC.

When theg arrived, Mrs. Heath wasjust Finishing
up some dishes in the kitchen. When she saw the two of

them) she knew exactlg what was up.

“ know what 9ou’re going to sag,” said Mrs.
Heath, “and the answer’s still no.” She wasn’t angry, but

she had made up her mind on this issue.

“But,” said Zo&, “it'l] be lovelg. Just think of all
those bogs and girls sitting down together fora proper
tea.” She hoped Horus hadn’t mentioned the presence
of clogs and cats at the Partg.

“Z0E) said Mrs. Heath. “you know I'd do almost
angthing for you, but...”

“It wouldn’t be any of your rca”9 fine china,” said
Z0é quicklg, “lust some nice tableware and dishes. My
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mom’s going to lend us some...”
“Zoé..” interrupted Mrs. Heath.

“I mean,” said Zoég, aPologcticang) “she might loan

us some dishes, if you do too.”

“Oh, J suppose can spare a few things for an
amcternoon,” sighed Mrs. Heath. “Lord knows, it’s hard

to say no to you two.”

Aweek before the High Tea, Zoé reviewed the
situation. Of the twelve children who’d attend, over half
of them intended to bring their pets.

“Oh, bother!” thouglﬂt Z0&. “All those clogs and
cats! What have | created?” Nonetheless, she was very
excited about the Prospect of the uPcoming event, and

overall she felt confident that things would turn out well.

On the cla9 of the Partg, Z o0& and Horus gatherec[
togethcr all of the teacups and saucers, Plates and
silverware in a small wheelbarrow and broug]ﬁt them to
the level spo’c beneath the Great Oak Tree. Zo& spreacl
a Iargc checkerboard cluilt out on the ground, upon

Page 44



Wyeknot
which she laid a pure white linen tablecloth. Theg set
Places for twelve, and began bringing in the tea and
snacks. Mrs. Wilson had Provided scones and
strawberrg tarts, and Mrs. Heath had Providecl some
savory meat Pies and some cheese and biscuits. Once
the Places had been set, thcg both stood back and

looked out over thc arrangement.

“Needs Howers,” said Horus, and he clipped afew

from his mothcr’s gardcn and Placed them in the center.

“Trulg lovelg)” said Zog, Feeling very satisfied with
herself.

At about 5:+5Pm) guests bcgan to trickle in. The
first to arrive was Priscilla Pots, with her cat “Boots’.
She wore an elaborate lace dress, all in white, with a

small white Parasol.

“Quite nice,” said Priscilla. « hopc you invited the
right sort of People.” She sat down on the ground and
Proceec]ccl to stroke her catin the shacle.

Next to show was Horus’ buddg Jake.
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“Wanted to get here earlg)” explained Jake. “To
enjog the Fancg eats!” He sat down, riglﬁt next to
Priscilla, who seemed milc”g annoged. “What do you
think of this High Tea?” he bcgan. When she didn’t
answer, he decided to try again. “'m Jake,” he said.

“Charmed.” Said Priscilla ﬂa’tlg. It wasn’t Personal.
In a town as small as Wgeknot, thcg’d spotted each
other now and t]ﬁen, but theg’cl never actua“g spoken.

“m Priscilla, Pricilla Pots.”

The standish twins, Cinclg and Sandra were next
to arrive. Theg were accompanied 139 a small
Pomeranian with reddish fur. Theg seated themselves

across the quilt from Priscilla and Jake.

“Hello,” theg said in unison. “We heard that pets
were invited, so we brought ZsaZsa along.” The
Pomeranian looked out from beneath her Pink Polka-
dotted bonnet and eged Boots the Cat. Her upper liP
curled a little, baring her teeth.

Next came John Little and his younger brother,
James. Theg took their Places at the far end of the
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quiltj and set a large German chocolate cake with rich)
dark brown icing, In the center. “My mum made it,” said
John. “If its one thing my mum knows, it's cake.” Their
c[og, a sleek black Labrador named Gunther, curled up
commcortablgjust behind thcm, and looked like he might
goto sleep. The 13035 had Placed afestive collar on
their dog, which he tolerated goodmaturedlg, but it
made him look a little like the “Beefeaters” in London.

Mary came in quietlg, smiled broacﬂg at Zoé.
“What a beautiful tea!” said Mary cnthusiastica”y. She
had a deep dish crowded with Cornish Pasties, which
she Placec] near the emptg Place at the head of the
quilt. She sat at the corner next to Jake, who was glacl

to find that she was interested in conversation.

Joe Masters shuffled in, Iookinga bit
embarrassed. “I didn’t bring any snacks)” he said, but |
have a few sweets. With that) he emp’cied both of his
Pocke‘cs, and gathered up several Pieces of candg that
had fallen out. He sat down next to the twins. “Here
SPo‘c,” said Joe, and he whistled once. A medium-sized

Dalmatian came ‘round, licked his face, and sat down
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beside him. Joe Placec] ared Plas’cic fireman’s hat on

SPo‘c, which looked rather aPProPriatC.

“Lovelg,” said Zoé& thoughhcullg, and she took the
candies from Joe and arranged them attractivelg ona
small white dish.

Lilg Stonegarden showed up shortlg a{:ter,
carryinga basket of assorted cookies and biscuits,
which she set alongsicle the cake, and then snugglec] in
between the two brothers. She had brought along
“Captain Jack”, a blue~green Parrot with a saucy
vocabularg, Perched comfortablg on her rig]ﬁt shoulder.
John and James watched the Parrot rather nervouslg)

especia”9 his sharp beak.

Z0é& took the Place at the “head” of the c]uilt, next
to Mary. Horus helped her Place a Iarge tea service on a
silver trag near the head of the c]uilt, where Zoé& could

reach it and “Pour out” tea.

Duke Charlemagne arrived stglishlg late, with a tin
of expensive chocolates from Sweden. He was

impeccablg clressed, with a bow-tie and waistcoat and
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jacket. He took a seat next to ZOE, and Horus took the

onlg seat left, next to Priscilla.

“We”,” said Z0€E, looking out over the assemblg,
“we’re all here. Welcome!” She bowed slightlg and
reached for the Iargc teapot. “| et’s have some tea,
shall we?” Zo& began Pouring tea into some rather
Fancg china cups and saucers, and Passed the cups

around.

“The tea isjust rlghtl” said Mary, taking a siP after
everyone had been served. She took a large turtle from
a Pocket in her apron, and Placed him on the quilt in
front of her. “I call him Tut Tut,” said Mary, and the
turtle started off , walking across the tablecloth.

Priscilla sippecl her tea, and Put‘cing Boots down
on the quilt, Pluckecl a biscuit from the tray. “Boots and
| adore Parties,” said Priscilla. Boots began to walk
back and forth in front of Priscilla, glaring up at Zsa Zsa
and Purring to herself. She turned away, and began to
lick her paws.

Zsa Zsa had seen enough. Her temper Hared, and
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she lcaped over the sPread) mouth wicle, teeth Hashing)
intent on giving Boots a good niP or two. Horus saw
what was happening, and instantlg sprang into action,
scooping up the startled cat ancljumping to his feet to
Protect her.

Guntlﬁcr, who’d been on the eclge of a very nice
nap, awoke to the commotion nearbg and ran forward.
His leash was still wrapped around John’s wrist, and as
he rounded the corner the leash Pressecl hard against
Priscilla’s back. she fell forward, and landed, face-first,

in the chocolate cake.

The twins scurried around, trging to control Zsa
Zsa, while “Captain Jack” the Parrot, Hew to the saFetg
of alow hanging branch in the tree above. Priscilla sat
up, her face and chest now covered in dark brown icing,
and began to cry. Li|9 observed the going’s on, and
giggled, in spite of herself. Spo’c saw his opportunitg
and shaking his fireman’s hat off, Proceed to sample

some o1C the meat Pies nearest him.

Jal(e, tried to get hold of Zsa Zsa and succeeded
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in stepping on Duke’s box of Swedish chocolates. He
lost his balance and fell, knocking over several teacups
leavinga largc dent in the tin. Zog, surveged the scene
in total disbelief as the tea party unraveled in

Pandemonium.

Mary grabbed a large cloth napkin and led
Priscilla inside to help her get cleaned up. By the time
the two girls retumed, the animals had been controlled
and People had returned to their seats. Zo& was
dumbstruck.

“Where’s Tut Tut?” asked Mary. Theg looked
down, and saw the fireman’s hat slowlg making its way
across the disaster. Joe reached over, and li{:ting the

hat, revealed the turtle, undisturbed, still going fora
walk.

“We”, that’s a party to remember!” said Zo&.
Evergone laughed. Theg collected up the cups, o0&
filled each one, and thcg all sat down to a nice cup of

tea.
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Cl'laptcr 12 - Wigwam

Horus and Zo& were sitting together on the floor
one afternoon at Zo&’s house. Zo& was taking aPart an
old blender, and Horus was readinga book about
Native Americans in the Old West. Horus had come to a
story about the Apache} and he was thinking about
tomahawks and war Paint and wild Ponics and bows and

arrows.

Zoé had a soldering iron and was cletac]ﬁing the
motor where it was connected to a Plastic control Panel
Fu” of buttons. The smoke from the solder rose into the

air, and it gave Horus an idea.

“Native Americans didn’t need much,” he said.
“Just a tent to keep out the rain and a fire to cook their

food. No rooF, no door, no carpets, no stove.”

“Yeah,” said Zo&. “No car, no garage,just Ponies
to ricle, and bows and arrows to hunt down something

to eat. Simple.”
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Author’s Note #2171 The Old Days

People often dream of days gone by, when
things were more interesting. They seldom ask
why the people from those times invented the
things we have today.

“We could build a teepee.” said Horus. Zoé&
looked up from her blender. It was usua”g Z0& who

came up with wild ideas. A teepee?

“Sounds like fun,” said Zog, “but where will get
deerskin, and Poles, and sinew, and, you know, stuff
like that?”

“We wouldn’t need to make evergthing ourselves,”
said Horus. We could use tarps forthe covering and we
can make the Poles from trees that we’ll cut in the

woods.”
« » ’d .2
Hmmm.” said Zoé.

“We”,” said Horus, we can use a hatchet to trim

the Poles, and some rope to bind the top. L

“And old shoelaces to tiP up the seams!” said
Z0&. She was clemcinitelg warming to the idea.
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“And we could grinc[ up some Plants from the field
behind your house and make war~PaintI” Horus was

rea”9 excited.

“What about bows and arrows?” asked Zo&. Her

father had a shotgun, but that was deFinitelg off limits.
“Bows and arrows?” asked Horus, startled.
“To hunt animals, for food,” said Zo&.

“Well,” said Horus, “we’”just have to make some.

That's what theg did in the old clags.

“let’s get started!” exclaimed Zo&. She Put down
her soldering iron and looked right at Horus. “I’'ve can

geta hatchet from the garage.”

“Me too,” said Horus. “Pll meet you down at the
eclge of the woods in fifteen minutes.” Fifteen minutes

later, theg strode into the woods.

Theg found some young maple trees, and began
to chop them down with their hatchets. It was hard
work. After half an hour, of intermittent chopping, theg
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managed to bring down a sapling whose trunk was
about four inches thick and about 20 feet Iong. It hit
the grouncl with a crack and a whoosh) as the young
branches co”apsecl under the weight. In less than an
hour, theg had chopped off all the branches and were
left with a Iong, thin Pole.

“How many of these will we need?” said Zog,

catching her breath.

“Don’t know,” said Horus, “at least eight) magbe
twelve.” It took them a couple of dags to cut and trim
twelve young trees, but at last theg had a stack of
Poles, which theg clraggec] back up to the house, one at

atime.

“Where’d you get the trees?” asked Horus’ dad.

He was home for a few weeks cluring the summer.
“Cut ‘em ourselves, in the woods,” said Horus.

“What for?” asked his dad.

“We’re buildinga teepee,” said Horus. His dad
looked impressed, and nodded.
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“All right then)” said his dad. “Just don’t cut down

the whole forest!”

Theg headed over to Zo&’s house together, to

look for a covcring. Z0&s dad was out in the garage.

“Dad,” asked Zo&, “do we have any deerskin?”
Her dad was accustomed to his claughter asking for
odd things, but this was a new one.

“Deerskin?” asked her dad. “What for?”

“We need a covering, for our teepee,” said Zoé&, as

though People in Wgcknot made teepees every clag.

“We”, no,” said her clac], “but | suppose you could
use the old tarps from the loft.”

“Thanks dad!” beamed zoé.
“How you going to cut them up?” asked her dad.
“«Cut them up?” asked Zo&.

“Well,” said her dad, “theg’re not the right size or

shape fora teepee.”
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“«Oh, said Horus, “we’”just use some of the big
knives from the kitchen.

“t don’t think so!” exclaimed Zo&’s dad, a bit
alarmed. “Here,” he said rummaging through his
toolbox, “use this.” He handed Zo& a small utilit9 knife,
with a sliding anglecl blade. “But be careful. 1t’s very,
very sharP.”

“Okag)” said Zo&. Theg rummagec] through the
old canvas tarps in the loft above the garage, and came

up with five Pieces that looked like theg might to thejob.
“t don’t think it’s enough,” said Horus.

“The teepee gets narrower toward the toP,”
explained Z0&. ‘'l do.” Theg dragged the tarps over
to Horus’ backgarcl and sat down to draw up a Plan for
the teepee. Horus had several books on the topic) and
brought out one that actua”g showed a cliagram of a
couple of semi-circular swaths that when wrappeci
around the Poles would form a sort of cone~shaped
tent. It even showed Places for the door ﬂap and the

vent at the top to let out smoke.
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Theg got the Iargest markers theg could find and
copied their design from the paper on the clinoard to
the Pieces of canvas tarp, which theg laid out flat in the
sun. Theg looked over the lines theg’d macle, and

measured them one more time with a tape measure.
“Ought to make a fine teepee,” said Horus.
“You reckon?” said Zoé.
“Let’s cut,” said Horus.

Pl cut them,” said Zo&. Horus held the tarPs
s‘ceaclg while Zo& went along the marked lines with the
utilitg knife. None of the tarps were Iarge enough to

make a teepee ]39 themselves.

“We'll have to sew the Pieces toget]ﬁer, » said

Horus.

«pi geta needle and some heavg thread.” Said
Z0é&. She disappearecl through the gate. She found her
mom in the kitchen, baking some bread.

“Mom,” said Zoé&.
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“Yes clear,” said her Mom, tenclerlg.

“| need to borrow thc strongest needles and

heaviest thread 9ou’ve got.”
“What for?” asked her Mom.
“Horus and | are makinga teepee,” said Zo&.

“«Oh, right,” said her Mom, and she brought Z0é&
some extra heavg needles and very thick black thread.

“Thanks mom!” said Zo&. She gave her mom a kiss
and headed back to Horus’ house.

Zo& and Horus sat down togcther at the Picnic
table in the backgard and started to sew the Picces of
tarP. Trg as theg might, thcg couldn’t get the needles
through the heavg canvas. Horus tried gripping the
needles with a Pair of Pliers. SHor‘clg, all five needles had

snapped in two and were USCICSS.

“How’d thcg do it?” asked Horus, shaking his
head.

“l have an idea,” said Zo&. She returned a few
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minutes later with her soldering iron and an extension

COI"CJ .

“Good idea,” said Horus. He marked dots along
the edges every few inches, while Zoé heated up the
soldering iron. When theg were reaclg, Horus held up
the tarp and Zoé burned hold through each dot with
her iron. It took quite a while to burn all of the holes, but
at last theg finished.

“What'll we use to lace ‘em together?” asked Zoé&.
“The Indians used sinew,” said Horus.

“Well,” said Zog, “sinew is going to be pretty
tough to find ‘round here.”

“v|l think of something,” said Horus. It was getting
clark, so the decided to call it a dag and meet again

tomorrow.

The next c]ag, Z0é& hurried througlﬁ brealocast,
then ran to Horus’ house. 5he was eager to find out if

he’d solved the Problem.
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“Pve got it1” said Horus. He held up two fists full

O1C 5hoe|aces.

“Where’'d you get ‘em?” ask ZoOE, eyeing him

critica“g.

“Never mind,” said Horus. Theg began lacing the
Pieces together, and ]39 mic]-moming theg had a nice,
broad, circular covering, with a small circle in the middle.
Theg laid out the Poles in a radial pattern, with the thin
ends overlapping slightlg at the center and the thick
ends sPread out evenlg around the circle. Theg tied the
Poles together at the center with a bit of rope, and laid
the tarp over the Poles. Theg were very excited.

“Time to put it up,” said Horus.

“How are we going to do that?” asked Zo&. “It’s
rea”g heavg, and we haven’t gotacraneora winch or

angthing.”

“Neither did theg)” said Horus. “The lncliansjust
got the tribe together and Pushec] toward the middle.”

“We’re a little short on Indians,” said Zoé&. “How
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about our Parents?”

“Rig]ﬁt,” said Horus. Theg both headed inside to
ask. About ten minutes later, 7 o0& and her mom and dad
and Horus and his mom and dad were standing na
circle. Theg all bent down, and grippecl the base of the

Pole nearest them. “Readg?” asked Horus.
“Reaclgl” shouted the gang.

“Push!” said Horus, and theg all began to Puslﬁ
the ends of their Poles toward the middle. The center
gave an little Ieap, and then rose steadilg, Forming an
ta”, evenlg rounded cone, with the tarp stretched tightly
around it and the tips of the Poles sticking through the
hole at the top.

“Okagl” shouted Horus, and they all Planted the
base of their Poles Firmlg on the grouncl with a satis{ging
“thumP”.

Theg all steppecl back. There before them stood

a teepeel

“Wow!’ said Horus.
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“Wow!” said Zoé&.

“Can| sleep in the teepee tonight’?” asked Horus.
“Okag,” said Mr. and Mrs. Heath.

“Me too?” asked Zoé.

“Sure,” said Mr. and Mrs. Heath.

Zoe and Horus Pu”ed back the HaP over the
entrance, and stepped inside. It was kinda dark, and
smelled like fresh grass and olcl, moldg canvas. But it

was a teepee! And it was theirs.

Theg sat down on the ground. After a while Zog
looked at Horus. “What do we do now?” she asked.

“let’s Put onwar Paintl” said Horus.
“We’re not going to war!” said Zoé.

“It’s alright)” said Horus, “we can still wear war

Paint. And we need headdresses.”

“Headdresses?” Zoé looked confused.
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“Headbands, with feathers stuck in them,” said

Horus.

“l have fots of feathers!” said Zo& cheerfu”g. “
Picl(ed them up in the woods.”

“Great!” said Horus. “We can use our mom’s

makeup to Paint our Faces.”

So theg got the sashes from a couple of old
bathrobes and sewed feathers into them. Theg used
egebrow Pencils, Iipstick, and egeshac]e to decorate
their faces. Horus had three slanting red stripes on
each cheek, and Zoé& had blue shadows on her

jawbones and a large black circle on her fore head.
Theg tied the sashes around the top of their heads.

“You look Prettg ferce!” said Horus.
“You too,” said Zo&.

Horus’ Mom came out and took afew Pictures.
She returned a few minutes later with some chicken

sandwiches. Zoé reached for a sandwich.
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“We can’t eat that!” shouted Horus.

“Why not?” asked Zoe&.

“We’re Indians!” said Horus. “We eat deer and

rabbits!”

“Where are we going to get deer and rabbits?”
asked Zoe.

“We have to g0 hunting,” said Horus.

“My dad wor’t let us use guns!” said Zog,

alarmed.
“We’ll use bows and arrows,” said Horus.
“Where will we get bows and arrows?” asked Zo&.
“We'll make thcm,” said Horus.
“That could take time,” suggested Z08.

“All the more reason to get started right awag,”

said Horus.
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Author’s Note #22 Hunting and Gathering

Most pre-industrial societies were either
farmers or hunter-and-gatherers. It’s easier to
say than it is to do.

Z o0& and Horus went down to the woods and cut
some springg yew branches. Theg sat all afternoon,
shaving off the bark and trimming their bows. Theg even
cut the straightcst ash branches thcg could find,
carmcung ro”ing and trimming them into shafts for
arrows. Theg collected fallen bird feathers, and Zo&’s
dad showed them how to sPlit the qui”s and fletch the
arrows. Theg didn’t have arrowheads, so Horus
improvised and used the Points off a set of darts from
his garage.

Theg strung the bows, notched the arrows, and
tried them out. The bows were too springg) and the

arrows ﬂew less than twentg feet.

“We’re not going to get any deer with these,” said

Horus.

“How about rabbits?” asked Zoe.
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“Nope,” said Horus. “This huntingthing is a lot
harder than| thought.”

“'m hungrgl” said Zoé&.
“Me too!” admitted Horus.

“There’s onlg one thing to do,” said Zo&. “Go to

the teepee, Horus.”
“What about 9ou?” asked Horus.

Pl meet you there in ten minutes,” said Zo&, and
she ran o1C1C toward her house. Horus walked over to the

teepee) stePPed inside, and took a seat on the ground.

Zoe aPPeared ten minutes later, with a large
basket under her arm. She sat down and oPened the

basket rcvealinga small tablecloth and a whole basket
full of food.

“Chicken sandwich?” said Zo&. Horus smiled.

“Two, Please!” he said.

Page 167



Wyeknot

C]’laptcr 13 ~ Sing

Z0é and her friends were out in front of her house
one fine Spring afternoon. Two girls were holcling a bit
of rope, and the other girls were taking tumsjumping.
As each girljumped, the rest sanga little nonsense

song, which went like this:

Miss Norncg had a babg.
His name was Ting Tim.
She put him in the bathtub,

To see if he could swim!

Horus was sitting his backgarcl, doing nothing in
Particular. He heard the girls singing, and decided to g0

around to the front and see what theg were up to.

“Hi Zo&! said Horus brightlg as he spied her, right
at the top of herjump.

“«Oh!” said Z0€&, as she steppecl forward out of
thejump rope. “Hj, Horus!” she said, trotting over to the
fence, still catching her breath.
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“Whatcha doin’?” asked Horus.

“Oh,jus’cjumping rope with a few friends.” She
and Horus turned and watched the girls. Theg were still

singing:
He drank up all the water,
He ate up all the soap.

He would’ve swallowed the bathtub,

But it wouldn’t g0 down his throat!

“What’s that theg’re singing?” asked Horus.

“Oh,just anold rhgme. Evergbodg knows it, and it
helps them keep time with rope.”

“But, it doesn’t make much sense,” observed

Horus.

“No, of course not” said Zo&. “That’s not the

Point.”
“But, it’s si”g” said Horus.

“It's fun!” said Zoe.
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“Does look like fun,” said Horus. “Do you think 1
could do it?”

“Sure!” said Zoé&. “Easiest thing in the world,
jumping rope. Would you like to trg?”

Author’s Note #27 Nonsense

Nonsense is a playful and relaxing relief
from excessive seriousness. Try to engage in a
little nonsense every day.

“I dunno,” said Horus warilg.

“C’mon,” said Zoé&. “It's easy!” She took his hand
and led him around the gate to where the girls were
jumping. Theg looked up brieﬂg. “Girls) this is my friend,

Horus.”

“HI HORUS,” theg all said togetlﬁer, continuing to
jump.

“Horus wants to trgjumping roPe,” said Zo&. The
girls looked cloub’mcuL but theg s‘cop the rope so Horus

could aPProach. “You stand thcre,” said Zog, Pointing
ata sPo’cjus’c outside the loop. The girls started
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swinging the rope again, slowlg. “When the rope comes
down in front oFgou,justjumP into the middle of the
circle,” explained Z0&. “And when it comes arouncl,just

iump up a bit and let it pass under your feet. Ready?”
Jump up P Yy Yy

Horus watched the rope pass over and under a
couple of passes, trging tojuclge the speed and timing.
He waited until it hadjust gone bg, thenjumped into the
center. When the rope came around again, he waited
until it was nearlg at his feet, and thenjumped mightilg
into the air. The rope Passed swi{:tlg beneath his feet.
He’'d made it!

Horus was very excited, so excited that while he
was celebrating, he Forgot to watch the rope. Soon, it
came ‘round again. Caught 133 surPrise, he Ieaped, but
too late. The rope hooked his trailing leg, and he came

crashing down on his head.
“Ow!” said Horus, getting to his feet.
“It takes a little Practice,” said Zo&, “until you get

the rhgthm.”
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“Now you tell me,” said Horus, rubbinghis head. I
think l’”just sit here awhile and watch.” And he sat down
ona Iarge rock and watched the girls resume their game.

Again, they were singjing;

Miss Norncg called the doctor.
The doctor called the nurse.
The nurse called the lady,

With the a”igator Purscl

Horus listened, and then it dawned on him. 1t
wasn’t their ropejumping that interested him. It was
their singing! He imagincc] himself, singing ajogful tune,
surrounded 139 a crowd of admirers. He listened a little

more:

In came the doctor.
In came the nurse.
In came la&y,

With the a”igator Purscl

Horus stood up to £0.

“Don’t you want to trg again?” asked Zo&.
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“No, thanks,” said Horus. “Gooc[-bge) ladies.”

“‘GOOD-BYEY theg said. Horus trotted on home
and sat in his backgarcl. He was alone, and so he tried
to sing the song he’d heard. His voice was very soft, and
kind of squeakg. He tried again:

“Miss Nomeg had a babg...”

Trg as he might he couldn’t get the rhgthm or the
tone. His notes were all over the Place. He’d never rea”9
tried to sing before. His mom sang sometimes, and even
his father had occasiona”g sung a simple song or two
while working in the 3ard. Whg couldn’t he? He decided

to ask his mom, and headed into the house.
“Mom,” said Horus.

“Yes, dear,” said his mom. She alwa95 seemed
reac]g to talk with him. He loved that about her.

“Can you teach me to sing?” asked Horus.
“Evergone can sing,” said his mom.

“70& and her friends can sing,” said Horus. “But |
Page 175



Wge\mot

can’t.”
“Youjust need Practice,” said his mom.

“But how do | start?” asked Horus.

“Mrs. Wilson sings In the choir,” said his mom.

“Magbe she teach youa few things.”

“Z0&’s mom?” thought Horus. He'd never
considered asking Z0&’s mom for angthing before. He

felt a little embarrassed. His mom saw his hesitation.

“She’s alwags singing something or other,” said

his mom. I think she’d be Pleasec] to teach you, hcgou
asked her.”

Author’s Note #24 Singing

Singing, like dancing, should be done for the
sheer pleasure of it. Don’t worry about how
you sound, or what others think of it. It’s not
them you are singing for.

Horus made up his mind. He rea“g wanted to
learn how to sing. S0, next morning, he found himself on

the front s‘cePs of Zo&’s house, knocking on the door.
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“Oh, hello Horus,” said Mrs. Wilson. “<Zo&’s still

sleeping. She should be getting up Prettg soon. Whg

not come back in an hour.”

“Actua”g,” said Horus, summoning, his courage,

“rd like to talk to you, ifzgou have a minute.”

“Sure,” said Mrs. Wilson. “C’mon in.” Theg both
sat down in at the kitchen table. “What’s up’?”

]J)

“vd like to learn to sing exclaimed Horus.
“Everyone can sing,” began Mrs. Wilson.
“And r'd like you to teach me.” Said Horus.
“What could I teach you?” asked Mrs. Wilson.

“I don’t know,” said Horus. “When | sing, it sounds
all squeakg and out of tune. And 1 don’t get rhgthm at

all”

“We”, of course I'll teach 9ou)” said Mrs. Wilson
kin&lg. “It's the easiest thing in the world.”

“When can we start?” asked Horus.
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“Well,” said Mrs. Wilson, “let me hear you sing.”

Miss Norncy had a babg.‘.

“I see,” said Mrs. Wilson. “This might take a while.”
Theg both laughed.

“Begin bg counting,” said Mrs. Wilson. “One, two,
three, Four, one, two, threc, four...” Horus began to
count. “Nice and even’, said Mrs. Wilson. “Tap your

foot as you go.”

“One, two, three) four...” said Horus. He felt
better alreadg.

“Come back tomorrow, and we’ll work on your

breathing,” said Mrs. Wilson. “Remember to Practice.”
“Thanks!” said Horus. “And, Mrs. Wilson...”
“Yes?” asked Mrs. Wilson.

“Please don’t tell ANYONE that gou’re teaching

mel”

“I understancl,” said Mrs. Wilson.
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Horus returned the ﬁollowing afternoon.

“Ok, Horus, sing for me,” said Mrs. Wilson.
Miss Norney had a babg.‘.

“Hmmm,” said Mrs. Wilson. “You are holdinggour
breath high in your chest. Breathe deeplg, all the way

from your abdomen.
“What’s an abdomen?” asked Horus.

“Just start below your be”g~button, and work
your way up. il your lungs with air.”

Horus took a deep breath. His shoulders liFted,
and his be|19 rose.

“Now, sing!” said Mrs. Wilson.
Miss Norney had a bab\lj‘..

“Think about the notes you are about to sing.
Hear the song in your mind,” said Mrs. Wilson. ‘Keep

Practicing. See you tomorrow.”

All afternoon, Horus Practiced breathing and
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singing, singing and breathing. He wasn’t sure, but he
thought he was making progress. He Practiced most of
the evening, and then settled in for a goocl night’s sleep.

The next aFtemoon, Horus returned to Mrs.

Wilson.

“Show us what 9ou’ve learnec],” she said. Horus

showed her his breathing.

“Very goocl)” said Mrs. Wilson. “Now, sing!”

Miss Norncy had a baby‘..

“Wait a minute,” said Mrs. Wilson. “Where’d you
get that son 7?7

“l heard the girls singing it while thegjumped

rope,” said Horus.

“What do you feel when you sing that song?”
asked Mrs. Wilson.

“Nothing,” said Horus.
“That will never do,” said Mrs. Wilson. “To sing,
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we”, we must find a song that you can feel something
for, right down deeP In your bones. How about this
one?” She began to sing;

Love, it’s been a dozen seasons
Must | wait a dozen more?
And P've 96{: to know the reasons

KcePinggou from my door.

“Lovelgl” said Horus. “It’s much better than ‘Miss

I’

Nomey’s Babg

“Thankigou)” said Mrs. Wilson. “Pll teach it to
3ou.” She and Horus went over the lgrics several times.
He was surprisecl to find that he learned the tune very
quicklg.

“Much bet’cer,” said Mrs. Wilson. “See you
tomorrow.” She gave Horus a written copy o1c the song,

SO hC COUICl Prac‘cice on }"HS own.
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Within a couple of weeks) Horus had mastered the
song, and his voice was strong and his breathing was
s‘ceaclg. But he took great care to onlg sing when no one
(except for Mrs. Wilson) was around. Hejust didn’t feel
reac]g to share that part of himself with his friends.

Then, at school, a Poster went up:

Wyelmot Elcmcntary
TALENT SHOW

Sign up todag and be Part of the fun!

“| wonder,” thought Horus. “Whg shouldrn’t 17 Pve
been Practicing for weeks.” He thought about it all
afternoon. “rll do it!” he decided, and wrote his name on
the listjust before Ieaving for the dag. By the time he
got home, doubts bcgan to creep in. “Now I've done it,”
he thouglﬁt “How am | going to face all those People?
What will theg think of me?”

The next three weeks went a lot faster than Horus
expected. He Practiceci and Practiced, and Mrs. Wilson

encouraged hlm and giVC l‘nm comments on hOW to
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improve his technique. But, would it be enouglﬁ?

At last, the evening of the talent show arrived.
Horus sat quietlg) his chair in the front row with the
other Pencormers, waiting to take the stage. Sucldenlg,

he heard a voice, from far off it seemed...”

“Horus Bluestone Heath,” it announced. “Singing,
“The Road will Bring You Home’”. Horus climbed the
stcps, and walked to the center of the stage, where a
spotlight shone on a single microplﬂone. It was very
quiet. He steppecl forward, into the light, and began to

sing. L

Love, it’s been a dozen seasons,
Must | wait a dozen more?
And I've yetto know the reasons,

KcePinggou from my door.

Well the road took you aroamin’,
And the road took you away.
But the road will bringgou home and

It's with me you will stag.
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Now with ev'ry red sun’s risin’,
And the Fa”ing of the tide,
My eyes look to the I'lorizon,

Wantinggou by my side.

Well the road took you aroamin’,
And the road took you away.
But the road will bringgou home and,

It's with me you will stay.

He stood there, waiting for a moment for the
world to fall apar‘c. Then, the room began to erupt with
applause. Theg were all clapping, clapping for him! He
rea”9 Cou/c/singl
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Chapter 14 - The Loss

Z0& and Horus lost a classmate the other clag.

Theg weren’t there when it happenec[. Claire
s‘caged a little late at school, to finish an art Prcﬂect, a
bit of Potterg for Mrs. Fleur’s art class. Mrs. Fleur said
that Claire showed Promise as an artist. Claire finished,
hoppcd on her bicgcle, and headed home. That was the

last time theg saw her.
“Hi Horus!” said Claire.
“Hi Claire!” said Horus. “What’s uP?”

“No‘ching much,” said Claire. “Got a new pot nearlg

done. Just got to add a little glaze and she’s readg for
the kiln.”

“Pmno good atart,” said Horus.

“Sure you are,” said Claire. “Mrs. Fleur said
evergone’s gota bit of artist in their soul. Youjust gotta

let it out!”
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“I think 1l stick to literature)” said Horus. “See

you at lunch.”

Horus turned the corner and headed down the
ha”wag. Claire was like that, alwags eager to encourage

others.

At lunch that day, everyone was ina Particularlg
shing mood. It was nearlg Easter, and theg would geta
couple of clags off for SPring Break. SPirits were high)
and the conversation in the room was so loud one could
barelg think. Even the teachers seemed a bit distractecl,
what with blossomsjumping out on all the trees, and
Fruitg Per{:ume in the Fresh, clean air. Birds were singing,
and the sun was making its way north again, bringing

green grass and flowers evergwhere.
“Hi Zo&!” said Clair, at afternoon recess.
“Hi Claire!” said Zo&.
“Wannajump roPe?” asked Claire.

“Sure thing,” said Zoé. She and Clair walked hand
in hand to a large Paved area where a Pair of fourth
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grade girls alreadg had a long rope going, Claire and
Zoéjumped in together, laughing, enjoging the freedom
of being outside, healthg and happg.

“What fun!” said Claire, out of breath. The two

sat down ona bench to rest.

“That was greatl” said Zo&. “What are you
Planning to do for Easter?”

“My Familg and I are takinga trip to London!” said
Claire, excitedly. “We're going to Buckingham Palace,
and the Tower Bridge, and evergthing. There’s going to
be a big Paracle on the Mall Easter Sundag.”

“Wow!” said Zo&. “I've never been to London.”

“Dad goes there a lot on business,” said Claire.
“But this is the first time he’s taking the whole {:amilg

along. ?

“Sounds brilliant!” said Zoe&. “Hope you have a
wonderful time.” Zoé headed back inside. Claire was like

that, alwags eager to trg new experiences.
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Author’s Note #29 Accidents

Accidents happen. There’s no one to blame.

“Another cup, Tom?” asked Laura the waitress at
the OK Diner. Tom Murphg looked up from his emptg

CO‘H:CC CUP.

“Sure, whg not?” said Tom. He looked down again
at the surface of the table. Tom ran deliveries in a small
lorr9 all over town. It was a long clag’s wor|<) but come
three o’clock you could find him at the diner. 1t had
been that way fora long, long time.

“Why so down in the mouth?” asked Laura with a

gentle smile. “Somethin’ on yer mind?”
“Don’t you know what clag itis?” asked Tom.

“I'm sorry,” said Laura quicklg. “Didn’t realize.

How many years it’s been, now?”
“Three years, to the dag,” said Tom.
“Poor Fiona,” said Laura.

“It happenec[ S0 quicklg,” said Tom, nodding
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slowlg. “One dag afine strong lass, and the next in her

sickbed. Two weeks later) she was gone.”

“Tom, you and your wife are still young, You can
have another child.”

“No, not for us,” said Tom. He raised his cup and
drained it. “G)bge, Laura,” said Tom, and he rose and
turned for the door.

“Where’s Henrg?” asked Lilg. She was watching
the Hoover twins for the dag. The two bogs had been
out in the backgar&, Plaging with the Familg dog, a Feis‘cg

Cairn Terrier named Henrg.
“t dunno,” said John.

“Out in back,” said Jim.

“l don’t see him,” said Lilg. She stepped out in
back and called. “Henrg! Henrgl” No sign of Henry. She
circled around to the side gate, half open, banging

lightlg in the wind.

“E)ogsl” shouted Lilg angrilg. “Pyve told you not to
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open that gate. Now Henrg’s loose) and we've gotto go

looking for him.”

“Sorrg,” they said) and looked down at the floor.
She hurriedlg put on theirjackets, and headed for the

Front cloor.

“We”, come on!” said Lilg rather sternlg. She shut
the door behind thcm, and the three headed down the
street ca”ing for Henry.

Author’s Note #26 Cause and Effect

No one thing causes another. Everything
that happens, happens in a rich context of
effort and chance.

That dagj Claire decided to take the old west
roacl, fora change. She braced her feet against the
Peclals. The breeze was blowing the scent of apple
blossoms) and the sun hung low in the late afternoon
s‘<9 ahead. She breathed in the fresh air. She felt the
warmth of the sun on her face. She thought about
London, and her mother and father, and the exciting

times ahead.
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That dagj Tom decided to take the old west road,
to complete the clelively of several bottles of milk to the
orphanage on the eclge of town. The trees cast
shadows that Plaged on his windshield. The lorrg
bounced along the rough road. He hung his arm out the
window and smoked a cigarette. He thought about his
deliveries, and the supper that would be waiting for him
at the end of the dag.

That dagj Henry, enjoging his newfound freedom,
trotted down the narrow road, stopping now and again
to sniff the grouncl or water an occasional tree or bush.
He heard the other dogs bark behind their closed gates
and high fences, and thought how wonderful it was to
be a clog and to be free.

1))

“Henrgl” called Li|9 and the bogs. “Henrg. Henrg

clisappearcd around thé corner.

Claire was riding along the shoulder of the road
when the lorrg came up alongsi&e her. Henrg rounded
the corner, and when he spotted the lorrg) began to
bark Ioudlg. Tom looked at the dog,just before it ran
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into the street. Quicklg, Tom braked the lorrg and
swerved to the left. It happened so fast. His side-view
mirror clipped the handlebars on Claire’s bicgcle. She
veered sharplg, screamedjust once, and fell beneath
the rear wheels. Tom stoPPed, andjumped from the
truck, too late. There was Claire, lging in the road,
Henry sniﬁzing helplesslg }39 her side.

Theg rushed her to the hosPital, but there was
nothing to be done. She died on the way there. Her
mother and father came down later to be with their

claughter. There would be no triP to London.

“I miss Claire,” said Zog, sitting on the Porc]ﬁ with
Horus the Fo”owing clag.

“I miss her) too,” said Horus.
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ChaPtcr 15 ~ Missing

Zoé had a cat, named Marble. She was a calico
cat, with white and black and orange splotches
scattered all over her Furrg boclg. She had quick, 9e”ow
eyes, and whiskers that tickled when you rubbed noses
with her. She had lived at the Wilson house for seven
years, and was Part of the Familg.

70é called her cat Marble ‘cause when she was
jus’c a kitten, Zoé liked to roll a marble across the
hardwood floor, right in front of her. The cat would
stare at the marble intentlg) crouch down until she was
motionless, and then pounce, on|9 to send the marble

skittering away, with Marble in hot Pursuit.

Z0€& was very fond of her cat, and Marble often
slept in bed with her, climbing up on her legs or tummy,
and then Purring loucﬂg. Sometimes Marble even came
up close to her face, her breath brushing Z0&’s cheek,
and then lick Zo&’s nose or chin with that sanclpaper

tongue.
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Author’'s Note #27 Worry

When something goes wrong, it seems like
we can’t help worrying. But it doesn’t change a
thing.

“Where’s Marble?” said Zoé to her mom one

morning.
“What do you mean?” asked her mom.

“Pve been looking all over the Place,” said Zog,

“for almost an hour. | can’t find her angwhere.”

“I'm sure she’s arounc],” said her mom. “She’s
Proba]alg out chasinggrasshoppers in the field.” True,
Marble loved to hide in the tall grass and then pounce
and leap as the grasshoppers took off in Flight. But, try
as she might, Z o0& didr’t find Marble anywhere.

“Well, magbe she’ll turn up tonight at bedtime,”
thought Z0é. Butas Zoé Put on her Pajamas, and
tucked herself into bed, there was still no sign of
Marble.

That night, 7 o0& had a dream. She was standing bg
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the road in front of her house, looking for Marble.

“Marble, Marble} where are 3ou’?” she called.
Then she saw a blurred image appear in the field across
the road from her. The image grew sharper as it came

nearer. It was Marble.

“Oh, Marble, Marble!” called Z0E&, “where have

you been?”

A truck came down the road. Marble bcgan to

Cross.

“No! Marble, no! Go back!” The truck was almost

upon her.
“Go back! Marble! Go back!”

“What’s wrong, Z0&7” said Zo&’s mom. She sat

down on the bed and Put her arms around Zo&.
“Mom, Marble’s going to be hit 139 atruck!”
“ltwas a clream) Z0é&. Just a clream,” said her mom.

“«Oh mom,” cried Zo&. “Where is Marble?”
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“t don’t |<now,” said her mom. “We’ll look for her

tomorrow. Good night, ZOE. Trg and get some sleeP.”
The next moming, Z0& came down to breakfast.
“Why the long face?” said her mom.
“Where’s Marble,” said Zo&.

“Oh, Z0&,” said her mom, sitting down beside her,
“don’t worry. She’ll turn uP.”

Z0é& checked Marble’s bowl. still full. she went
from room to room, ca”ing “Marble, Marble, here kittg~
kittg”. Where was that cat?

She went outside and walked around in the open
field behind the house. She looked out front ]39 the
road. She even went next door to Horus’ house) and
stood in the backgard looking up at the Great Oak
Tree. Then she saw a Pair of eyes, Peering from the

shadows UﬂClCF the rose ]DUShCS.

7 o0& walked slow|9 toward the bushes. The eyes

were staring at her. “Marble?” she said, stooping low to
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geta better look. Suddenlg the eyes sprung right at
her. She gasped, and stumbled as whatever it was
darted Past her. She looked up from the grouncl. It was
a Iarge, dark grey tomcat. He was sleek and strong and
as still as a statue. He crouched rig]ﬁt in front of her,
gazing Fixecﬂg into her eyes. The he suddenlg turned
and disappeared through a hole in the fence. Zoé sat
there in the grass fora minute, then gotto her feet and
stared back into the limbs of the Great Oak Tree.

“Marble, Marble}” cried Zo&.
“Whatcha doin’?” said a familiar voice.
«Oh! Hi Horus. I'm searching for my cat.”

“We”, let’s take a Iook,” said Horus. He was
alwags wi”ing to help. 70é loved him for it. Theg both
started climbing.

“Marble, Marble}” called Zog.

“Here kitt9~‘<itt9)” said Horus. But after about
ten minutes, thcg decided that Marble wasn’t up in the

tree.
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“she’ll turn uP,” said Horus.

Author’s Note #28 Despazr

Things may not work out in the end, but
there’s never a good reason to give up early.

7 0é& knew that neither her mother nor her best
friend knew what would haPPen. Nor could theg help
her find Marble. She would have to wait and see. 59 the

next day, she was frantic.

“Where is she?” thought Z0&. Her mom saw the

WOT’I’H on her 1Cace.

“Heg,” said her mom. “It'll be okag. Is there

angwhere you haven’t looked gct?”

“No,” said Zo&. “I mean, I've looked in every room

in the house, even the closets and CuPboarcls.”
“How about outside?” asked her mom.

“ looked out front ]39 the road. I looked out back
in the field. 1 looked in the Great Oak Tree. I looked in
the woodshed. I looked in the ga...” Z0é& stoppecl and
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looked at her mom.

“| haven’tlooked in the garagel” said Zoé. She
was on her way in a Hlash. she Pried open the old

wooden side door and entered the garage. It was dustg,
and clirtg) and dark, and smelled old inside. She walked
about, looking over and under things.

“Marble, Marble} here kittg~l<i‘ct9,” said Zoé&
hopegu”g. Then, she heard something.

“Meow,” it said.

“Marble! Is that you?” asked Zog.
“Meow,” it said.

“Marble! Where are you?” asked Zo&.

“Meeeoocowww,” it said. Zoé looked above the toP
shelf. Way back, in the corner, she saw a Pair omcge”ow

6965.

“Marble!” shouted Zo&. “What are you cloing up
there?” She climbed up the old Iaclcier, and Peeked over
the toP shelf. Marble was curled up onan old rug, with
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four little kittens tucked under her. Two of them were
calico, and two of them were dark gragl

“Kittens!” exclaimed Zo&. “I should’ve guessed!”
Z0é& ran back to the house an told her mom. The two of
them came back and careFu”g helpe& Marble and her
kittens into a clean basket with a soft Pi”ow. Now she’d

have to come up with some names!
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Chaptcr 16 - Unknown

Z0é& sat with her dad on the Porch on Sunclag
afternoon. He’cljust finished te”ing hera great story
about a famous writer of the l9th centurg. She loved the
storg, and rested her head on her dad’s shoulder,just
happg to be there. She looked up, and thought she saw
something in her father’s face. Not sadness, exactlg,
but something like it.

“What’s wrong, Dad?” asked Zoé&.

“Oh, nothing, > said her dad. He looked out at the
field of grass, swaginggentlg in the late-afternoon sun.

“Didn’t you like the storg?” asked Zo&.

“Sure 1 did,” said her dad. He tried to smile, but
didr’t quite make it.

“Are you unhappg with me?” asked Zo&.

“«Oh no, Zoé&,” said her dad, |oo‘<ing right into her
eyes. ‘I love you, Zo&.” That made her feel quite a bit
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better.

“Okag,” she said. Theg sat there,Jus’c the two of
them, for a while. Then her dad, gotup and went inside.

The next moming ZOE, her mom, and her dad, sat
at the breakfast table, eating bowls of catmeal

Porriclge, Z0&’s favorite.

“I was thinking,” said Zo&’s mom, “magbe we
should walk up to Hallard’s Hill toclag. Pll Pack some
chicken, and some Pie, and we’ll make a Picnic at the
top. wWhat do you two think?”

“Sounds greatl’ said Zoé&.

“Wonderful iclea)” said Zo&’s clac], “wlﬁg dor’t you

two go on. 've got some work to finish.”
“«Oh, dad,” said Zo&. “Come with us!”

“No, I don’t think 50,” said her dad. « rea”g need

to clean the garage.”

“Okag,” said Zo&’s mom, “but we’ll miss 9ou.”

Page 200



Wge\mot
Author’s Note #29 Happiness

Happiness isn’t about what you have. It’s
about how you feel.

S0, Zoé and her mom had a Picnic, and her dad
cleaned the garage. That evening, Zo& noticed her dad,

staring out the window at dinner-.
“What’s up Dad?” said Zoé.
“«Oh, nothing,” said her dad. “Just thinking.”

“Whatcha thinking about?” asked Zo&. Her mom
looked up at hcr, and then at her father.

“Things,” said Zo&’s dad. “You know, this and
that.” Zo&’s mom looked down at the table. Nobodg
said angthing.

After dinner, Zo& went looking for her dad. she
found him, sitting out on the front Porch.

“Dad,” said Zo&.

“Yes, Zoé&,” said her dad.
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“What’s wrong, Dad?” said Zoé&.

“m unhappg, Z08&,” said her dad.
“How come?” said Zoé&.

“Well,” said her dad, “I've been a teacher for
twenty gears.”

“Yeah, | ‘mow,” said Zoé&. “And 9ou’rc a rea”g
good teacher.”

“We”, I guess | thought rdbe doing something
lmloorfantwith my liFe)” said her dad. “Magbe change

the world, in some way.”

“But, you are changing the world,” said Zog,
“evergclag, right here in Wgelmot.”

“Pm Practica”9 unknown,” said her dad. “Nobodg
outside Wgeknot even knows I exist. No one will notice

when I'm gone.”

“Mom and 1 will notice,” said Zo&. “Mom and | think

about you evergdag.”
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“Nobodg knows me,” said her dad.

“We do,” said Zo&.

“Nobodg cares about who | am, what I've done...”

said her dad.

“Mom and | LOVE YOU!!” said Zoé&. She threw
her arms around her dad’s neck. “A LOTI!?

Her dad smiled. It was a sad, quie‘c smile.

Next morning, after brca‘ocast, 7 0& sat with her
mom and hclped her fold the clean clothes.

“Mom,” said Zoé&.
“Yes, Zo&” said her mom.
“Dad is unhappg,” said Zoé.

“| know,” said her mom. “Most men reach a Point in
their lives when thcg wonder if that’s all there is. Your
father thinks that what he does isn't imPortant. Magbe
he should have done something more exciting, more

impressive with his life.”
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“That's it!” said Zo&.

“What?” said her Mom.

“We’re going to make him famous,” said Zo&.
gong

“How?” asked her mom.

“We're going invite all the teachers, and all the
kicls, and all their Parents) and throw a surprise Partg
for Dad,” said Zo&.

“What a wonderful idea!” said her mom.

S0, Zoé and her mom went down to the school
and explained her idea to the Principal. He agreed to
arrange for all of the teachers to take a couple of hours
off for the celebration. She got the list of parents for
Mr. Wilson’s class, Plus some lists of old students from
years gone 139. Evergone would meet the {:o”owing
Tuesdag.

That Saturdag, Z0& went to work. She and her
mom went to town, with a list of names and addresses.
When she gotto the first house on the list) she
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wondered if she could rea”9 do this. She walked up the
front s’ceps and knocked on the door. A man in his
twenties oPeneci the door.

“Yes?” he said looking down at Zoé.

“Samuel Collins?” asked Zo&.

“That’s right,” said Sam. “And who might you be?”
“Pm Zo&,” said Zo&, “Zo& Wilson.”

“Oh, you're Matthew Wilson’s daughter, aren’t
you?” he said.

“Yes, that’s right)” said Zo&. “Didn’t you have my

dad as a teacher when you were in school?”

“Sure did,” said Sam. “Taught me evergthingl
know about math. Whg?”

“Well,” said Zog, “we’re havinga little party for my
father at the school, next Tuescla9 afternoon. To
recognize his contribution to the community. Could you

come?”
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“¢|l be there,” said Sam.

And so it went. Zoé visited parents, students, and
former stuclents) all clag until her feet hurt. She’d
gotten at least twentg to agree to come. She wondered

about hOW WC” her mom had dOﬂC.

Her mom met her at the OK Diner late that
a&ernoon, and theg traded stories over tea and small

dishes of ice cream.

“We”,” said her mom, “I must say | didr’t realize
how Popular your fatheris in Wgeknot. I must have
about twenty People showing up, what with students
and their parents and...”

“I've got twenty as welll” said Zog,
enthusiastica”g. “«Oh mom, it’s going to be great.”

On Tuesc[ag, Mr. Wilson’s class seemed to bubble

over with excitement.
“What’s going on?” thought Mr. Wilson.

Then, around ?_Pm, Mr. Wilson got a message from
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the office. It said he was recluired foran emergency
meeting, and should report to the Principal’s office
immec]iatelg. Mr. Wilson ask Miss Quimbg to look after
his classj and reported to Mr. Simmons’ office as
requested. But when he got there) it wasjust Mr.

Simmons and himself.
“What’s uP?” asked Mr. Wilson.

“Oh, 1 decided we should all meet in the gym’ said
the Principal. Theg Proceedecl to the gym, but as the

doors openecl, there was a loud chorus of voices.
“SURPRISEY everyone called.

All of Mr. Wilson’s students) and all their Parents)
and all the other teachers were there, sitting in Folding
chairs. Mr. Wilson was escorted to an empty chair, right
in front. Mr. Simmons stepped to the microphone) on

the small stage.

“We'd like to celebrate a most excellent teacher,”
he began. “Mr. Wilson has taught us all how to do math

and science. But, he has also taught us how to be
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hones‘c) hellmcul, courteous, and kind. Agoung man
s‘cePPecl up to the microphone.

“Mr. Wilson taught me evergthingl needed to
know about mathcmatics,” he said. “But more than that,
he taught me how to be a good person. | understand
now how imPortant it is to treat others well, and 1'll never
Forget.” The young man smiled at Mr. Wilson. Then
another man s‘cepped up.

‘I got into a bit of trouble when 1 was here at
school,” he began. “But Mr. Wilson talked some sense
into me, and showed me how to get along. Who knows
where 'd be todag without his help.” Everyone smiled,
and a gounggirl stePPcd up. She seemed a bit
overwhelmed ]39 the crowd but then blinked her eyes
and began to sPcak.

“I was {:ailing at math last year,” she said. !
thought | wasjust stupicl. with a little coaching from Mr.
Wilson, I got the hang of it. This year has been a breeze.
Mr. Wilson taught me to believe in mgselmc. Now | can do

angthingl put my mind to, if 'm wi“ing to work at it.
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Thanks.” she steppecl clown, and gave Mr. Wilson a
hug. Everyone aPPIauded and cheered.

Mr. Wilson stepped up and faced the crowd.
There were old stuclents, new stuclents, Parents and
teachers. And he knew every one of them. “Thank 3ou,”
he said. “Thank you all?

And he smiled.
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Chapter 17 - Sitting

it didn't happen very opten, but Zo&’s mom and
dad were going out for the evening, Theg had arranged
for Angela, a teenage girl from the local higlﬁ school, to
babgsit.

“| don’t need a sitter”, said Zoé&.
“You’re nine years olcl,” said her mother.
“Exac‘clg,” said Z0€, “l can look after mgselF.”

“Well,” said her mother, “you are most certainlg
independent) and wise bcgonci your years.” She kissed
her clauglﬁter. “Angela will be around)just in case you

need her.”

Author’s Note #70 Adults

No matter how much you know, adults still
want to look out for you. It’s their job.

So, about five in the evening, Angela showed up-.

Zo&’s mom gave the sitter a few last instructions, and
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then she and her husband were off. Angela smiled at
Z0&, and then went to the Iiving room and spreacl out
her school homework. Zo& sat down on the living room
floor and began to take aPart a small motor her father
had brought her from an old washing machine.

“Watcha doin’?” asked Angela.
“Taking apart an old motor,” said Zo&.

“Why dor’t you go and get sometlﬁingto Put
under it, so you don’t stain the rug,” said Angela.

Z0& was annoged. That wasjus‘c the sort of thing
her mom would say. sill, Angcla was right. Z0& went
out to the garage, and came back with an old Piece of
canvas tarp. She spread the ‘carp out, Placed the motor
in the middle of it, and resumed taking it apart. She’d
gotten through the outer casing, and was ac]miring the
bright copper windings on the armature, when the
doorbell rang,

Zoé sprang to the door, Angela close behind her.
She threw open the door. It was Horus! “Higa Z0&!” said
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Horus.
“Hot dogl” said Zoé. “C’mon in?”

Horus looked at Angela, and she waved him

inside. He followed Zo& into the living room, and sat

down beside her.

“Taking apart a motor, eh?” said Horus.
“Yep,” said Zoé&.

“lsn’t that a Piece of the teepee we made?” asked

Horus.

“Yep,” said Zoé&. Horus leaned over and examined
the interior O{: the motor as Zoé spread more Parts out

on the tarp.

“Is that from a motorcgcle?” asked Angcla)
Pointing at the motor on the floor. She couldn’t resist

being curious.
“Washing machine,” said Zo&.

“Rocket,” said Horus.
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“Flging saucer!” said Angela.

“What?” said Zoé&.

“Flging saucer,” said Angela, mattcr~o¥~{:actlg,

“and we’re aliens.”
“From another countrg?” asked Horus.

“From another Plane‘c,” said Angela, “far from

here.”

Horus and Zoé looked at each other, widefeyed.
Theg had no idea that Angcla had an imagjnation. She
was Practica”g a grown-up person, and spoke mostlg
about bogs and Parties and c[ating. Here she was

talking about Hging saucers from outer spacel

Author’'s Note #3731 Expectations

Just when think you know someone they
may surprise you. All of us are unique, but we
are more the same than we are different.

Ange[a saw them both staring at her. She didn’t
say angt]ﬁing more, but simplg waited. Then she laughed

])J

and said “Let’s be aliens
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“‘OKP theg both shouted.

Angela went to the kitchen and filled a mixing bowl
with sifted flour. Everyone stuck their hands in the flour
and then Pat‘ced their faces until their hands and faces
where mostlg white. She then had Horus and Zoé sit still
while she colored their upper and lower egelids with
blue eye shadow from her makeup kit, then satina
kitchen chair so theg could do hers.

“What about antennae?” said Zo&.

“Rig]ﬁt you are,” said Angela. She went to the
kitchen drawer and Pu”ed out a roll of aluminum foil.
She laid out three broad sheets of foil on the kitchen
table, and all three of them set to work. Each of them
made a close~1citting cap the size of their head, with
wires from the disassembled motor attached on top for

antennae.
“What about rag~guns?” said Horus.

Angela was not keen on guns, but she didrn’t want

to be difficult, so she went to the garage and got three
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small Hashlights. Once theg’cl been wraPPed in
aluminum foil, theg could be switched on or off for a
ray-gun effect. The sofa became their ﬂging saucer,
and an old computer kegboarcl and toy s’ceering wheel
became their controls. Theg hadjust reached Saturn

when there was a sound at the front door.

Mr. and Mrs. Wilson were retuming home. As theg

entered the Iiving room, Mrs. Wilson shrieked.

“Egadl” cried Mrs. Wilson. “We’re being invaded

bﬂ aliens From outer SPBCC!”

“r|l save 3ou!” cried Mr. Wilson. He s‘cepped

toward the couch menacinglg.

The aliens flashed their ray guns at him, and he
fell down, gasping for air before he died.

Angela removed her helmet as Mrs. Wilson handed
hera Five-Pound note. Mr. Wilson Plaged dead, then
grabbed both kids when theg came closer for an

impromptu wrcsting match.

“What have you done with the children?”
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demanded Mr. Wilson.

“Kidnappedl” exclaimed the aliens.
“Bring them back, at once!” said Mr. Wilson.

Angela, Z0&, and Horus disappeared into the
bathroom, where Angela removed their caps and
washed their faces, first with cold cream and then a little
soap and water. Theg cmergecl from the bathroom, and
Angela and Horus headed for the front door.

“Goodmight Mr. and Mrs. Wilson” said Angcla.
“Goodmight Z0&,” said Horus.

Peace settled over the Iiving room, and the whole

household was soon tucked into bed and fast asleep.
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Cl’\apter 18 ~ l:airg Farewell

Horus and Zoé& were sitting around one
afternoon. Horus noticed that Zoé& hadn’t said angthing

for quite some time.

“Hey Z08&,” said Horus. “What’s up with 3ou?” Z08&
was gazing out the window toward the woods behind the
house. Slﬂe turned her gaze back to Horus.

“Remember the time we went looking for

leprechauns’?” asked Zo&.
“Sure,” said Horus.
“In the woods, along the creek?” asked Zoé.
“Yes,” said Horus.

“We”,” said Zog, “you rememberyou Put your
head a’cclo into a hole beneath a big, black, gnarlg tree,
and you got stuck.”

“| remember!” said Horus.
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“You found some‘ching that dag,” said Zoé&.

“A silver spoon,” said Horus.

“A silver spoon,” repeatecl Zo€. “Have you still

got it?”
“Yeah, s0?” said Horus.

“WHERE IS IT?” said ZOE, so louc“g that Horus

near|9 fell over backward.
“t dunno,” said Horus, “In my room somewhere.”

“Did you ever stop to think how a spoon found its

way down in a hole at the bottom of a tree?” asked Zoe.
“No,” said Horus.

“We”, I c]id,” said Zoé. “Someboclg Put that spoon
there, for safe kceping.”

“Who?” asked Horus. It was a sensible question.

“WHO?” shouted Zo&. “Horus, you are rea”g

dense!”
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“Who?” asked Horus. He was accustomed to
Z0&’s occasional outbursts. She didn’t mean angthing

bg it.
“FAIRIES!” said Zoé&.

“There’s no such thing as fairies.” Said Horus

calmlg.

Author’s Note #3732 Faziries

Few believe in fairies nowadays. TV and
movie writers often depict them as benign,
lovely, floating sprites. They should know
better.

“We”, who else would Put a silver spoon down a

hole in the ground?”
“Leprechauns?” suggestecl Horus.

“Get real,” said Zo&. Horus blinked at her a

couple of times. She was serious.
“Magbe some kid put it there,” offered Horus.

“What kid do you know who would stick their
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head down a hole in a tree?” said Zoé.
Horus stared at her.

“I mean,” said Zo& quicklg, “someone other than

you and me.”
“Nobodg,” said Horus.

“Exac‘clg,” said Zo&. “Fairies like shing things.

Fairies live in the woods. And fairies aren’t afraid of

]))

angthing. Horus lookecl at the grounci.
“So0?” said Horus.

“So,” said Zog, “remember those tiny Flickering
lights we saw near your bedroom window |ast nightjust

as it was getting dark?”
“Fireflies,” said Horus.
“m not so sure,” said Zo&.
“Sparks from the chimneg,” said Horus.

“Fairies,” said Zoé&, “and | think theg were looking
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for something.”
“A silver spoon,” said Horus.
“Bingo!” said Zo&.

“So what?” said Horus. “Who cares about a bunch

of fairies angwag? | et them get another spoon.”

“Fairies,” said Zoé&, “are not the sweet, Frienc”g)
hummingJaircl type you see in the movies. Fairies have a
mean streak, and could be clownriglﬁt dangerous if
treated bac”g.”

Author’s Note #3373 The Right Thing

It can be too late to go out and play, and it
can be too late to go to the movies, but it’s
never too late to do the right thing.

“Fine,” said Horus. “What do you suggest?”
“Put the spoon back,” said Zoé.
“Bother!” said Horus.

“Todag,” said Zoé.
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“OK, later,” said Horus.

“Rig]ﬁt now!” said Zoé&. As I've mentioned
elsewhere, Z0é& could be rather stubborn once she’d
made up her mind. Horus knew this, but rea”9 wasn’t in
the mood for another triP to the woods. still, if it would
make Zo& happg...

“Alright,” said Horus. “Let’s go get the spoon.”

Horus and Zo& went uPstairs to Horus’ room and
began opening drawers and digging through the Piles of
stutt on thc Hoor.

“We'll never find it,” said Horus.

“Here it is,” said Zoé&, shoving aside a bowl with a
startled goldﬁsh init. “Let’s go!”

Theg headed down the old dirt road that ran from
the back fence to the creek, steppecl into the woods,
and began looking for the oak tree. The sun had nearlg
gone in for the clag, and theg still hadn’t found it.
Evergthing looked different in the ?ading twilight. Theg
suddenlg realized theg were lost.
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“Where is that tree?” said Zoé. Theg both sat
downona Iog, unsure of what to do next. Then, quite
uncxpec’cec”g, some tiny lights flickered near a Pile of

rocks.
“L ook there,” said Horus.
“I see it,” said Zo&. “Let’s go.”

Thegjumped up and headed toward the Pile of
rocks. The lights were gone. Then theg saw some more
lights near an olcl, burned stump. 59 the time theg
reached the stump, the Iights had disappeared again.
But no sooner than when theg had reached the stump,
theg saw some lights near the bottom of a large) gnarlg
oak tree. Theg followed the Iights) onlg to lose them
again as theg aPProached the tree.

“ Nowwhat?” said Horus.

“Look,” said Zoé&.

Several small lights could be seen coming froma
hole at the bot’com of the tree.
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“THERE!” shouted Zo&. Sure enouglﬂ) it was the

very same hole that Horus hac] gotten stuck in Iong ago.

“What do 1 do?” asked Horus. Theg both kneeled

next to he hole.

“Toss it in,” said Zo&. “Hurry Horus!” Horus
reached into his Pocket and brought out the silver
spoon. He took one last look in the Failing light, and
tossed it into the hole.

“O-K,” said Horus slowlg. “But it’s dark now. How

will we find our way back?”

As theg Peered into the darlmess, theg were
astonished to see a single ﬂickering Iight. As theg
walked toward it, theg saw anot]ﬁer, and ano‘cher, and
another. It was slow going, but within minutes theg
emerged from the dark woods onto a moonlit dirt road,

and a few minutes later theg reached Z08’s back door.
“Thanks,” said Zoe.

“See ya tomorrow,” said Horus, and he turned for
home.
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THE END
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