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			CHAPTER 1

			The Sometimes Island

			“Here we are,” Mom said, turning the car off.

			In the front seat, Hattie stuck her head out the window, her eyes wide. “Are you serious?”

			“This is Granddaddy’s house?” Bee demanded.

			“Oh no, of course not,” Mom said. “Your brother and I are going there now. This house belongs to a wicked witch who eats little girls for dinner. Out you go!”

			“Mom!” the Snolly sisters groaned in unison. Theodore, their baby brother, gave a snort of laughter from his car seat, as if delighted by the idea of a sister-eating witch.

			Bee poked his tummy teasingly. Dore giggled and waved his tiny fists, which Bee carefully avoided. Dore always seemed to have something unpleasant in his fists—sometimes a sticky glob of food saved from his last meal; other times a dead worm or beetle. Once, he’d had an actual frog, still alive and springy, which had leaped into Hattie’s hair as soon as he opened his hand. None of the other Snollys could figure out where he’d found it. They hadn’t known they had frogs in their dull suburb, which was mostly concrete and shopping malls.

			“Well, three girls are a handful, you know,” Mom said with a sigh. “Your granddaddy will miss you. Not too much, of course—abandoning you to the witch was his idea.”

			“Mom!”

			“All right, all right.” Her hand hovered over the unlock button, but she didn’t press it. “Now, remember what I told you. Your grandfather may be a little different, but he’s still your grandfather. The illness is in the early stages, and it’s slow.”

			The Snolly sisters nodded. Bee didn’t know why Mom kept saying that Granddaddy’s illness was “slow,” as if that was supposed to make them feel better.

			“What are the three rules?” Mom said.

			“Don’t argue with Granddaddy if he says something wrong,” Hattie said.

			“Don’t be too—noisy?” Plum said. Mom nodded.

			“Good luck with that,” Bee muttered. Plum was like a four-foot-tall tornado. Mom looked at her, and Bee sighed. “If Granddaddy gets confused and needs help, come and get you.”

			Mom nodded again. She unlocked the doors, and the Snolly sisters piled out. Literally. Hattie tripped on Mab, their one-eyed black cat, and tumbled onto the ground. Then Plum was so excited for the long drive to be over that she tried to jump past Bee and ended up on top of both sisters.

			“Girls!” Mom said. This was one of Mom’s favorite words. Sometimes it simply meant Come here, sometimes it meant You’re making me laugh so hard, my side hurts, and other times it meant If you keep that up, I’m going to tear out my hair. This time it was a combination of the first and third meanings, Bee thought.

			“Get off,” Bee grumbled, giving Plum a shove. Bee was a whole two years older than Plum, but she was short for a ten-year-old and Plum was tall for an eight-year-old, so they were almost the same size. Additionally, Plum was bony and seemed to have more knees and elbows than most people.

			Bee hitched up her green backpack, which she carried with her everywhere she went, and helped Mom unload the car. The house itself wasn’t what had astonished her, though it was a pretty house, small and seashell-white with lots of windows and a somewhat overgrown garden. It was the where of the house that was the astonishing thing: It sat on the edge of a low bluff overlooking the sea.

			And, oh, the sea! It stretched out and out, blue and green and black all together, wrinkled with waves. A thick fog hovered offshore, stretching its tendrils out like an octopus, and the wind was cool and salty. Below Granddaddy’s house was a perfect beach that went on and on until it faded into the fog.

			“Mom!” Hattie exclaimed. “Granddaddy has a beach in his backyard. In his backyard!”

			“What if the waves hit his house?” Plum said.

			“They don’t,” Bee said. “You can tell by the driftwood down there—see? That’s as high as the tide gets.”

			Plum looked disappointed. Knowing her, she probably liked the idea of being woken up in the night by waves splashing through her window.

			“Look!” Hattie said. “There’s an island out there.”

			So there was. The fog had parted, revealing a dark mound of trees and rocky banks poking up out of the water. The fog closed up again before Bee could get a good look, like a curtain drawing across a window.

			“That’s Fairy Island,” Mom said, bending over the bags in the trunk. Her dark hair was spilling out of its bun. “It’s part of your grandfather’s property.”

			Plum’s eyes bulged. “Fairy Island?”

			“Yes—bit of a silly name, if you ask me. It’s not even an island. Well, sometimes it is.”

			“Granddaddy owns an island?” Hattie demanded. “Is he a millionaire?”

			“Does it have coconut trees?” Plum said.

			“You can’t have a sometimes island,” Bee said. “That’s impossible. Things are either islands or they’re not.”

			“Yes, no, no, and yes, you can,” Mom said, tucking her hair behind her ear. “It’s an island at high tide. At low tide, it’s connected to the cove. And I’m afraid it’s not worth much, Hattie. It’s protected by law, which means you can’t build anything on it.”

			Bee and Hattie exchanged looks. A beach in their backyard, and a mysterious island all to themselves? Things just kept getting better and better.

			“Did you play on the island when you were little, Mommy?” Plum said, pushing up her hairband, which was part of her dinosaur costume—it had a row of papier-mâché horns glued onto it. Plum wore Halloween costumes all year, most handmade by Mom or scavenged at local thrift stores, and the dinosaur costume was one of her favorites. In addition to the hairband, it consisted of a green vest that zipped at the front and had a row of stegosaurus scales made of felt and wire running down the back, and a long green tail stuffed with cotton batting.

			“No, I never really liked going there when I was a girl.” Mom paused, and a frown passed over her face. “I don’t remember why—isn’t that strange? I suppose it was because I preferred to stay inside with my books. That’s enough chattering, now—Hattie, hon, give me a hand with this stuff.”

			Hattie picked up a suitcase and a bag. Bee picked up Mab, who had wandered off to sniff the garden. “You’ll have to be careful here,” she told the cat. “You can’t wander far. Mom says there are wolves and bears in Misty Cove.”

			Mab regarded her with an equal measure of calm and pity in her big green eye, as if to say, Wolves and bears would gobble you up easy, but they’re no match for ME. Bee, on the other hand, wasn’t calm at all—she was bubbling with excitement. Like the others, she’d been looking forward to spending half the summer at Granddaddy’s for months, ever since Mom had started making plans. They hadn’t been to Granddaddy’s house since Bee was little, too little to remember—it was far away, a long drive that included an expensive ferry, so Granddaddy usually flew to Vancouver to visit them.

			Plum did cartwheels up the lawn, which was bumpy from the roots of two towering cedars. “Where does dew come from, Mommy?” she said between leaps.

			“Dew?” Mom paused to adjust one of the bags slung over her shoulder. “That’s what comes out of clouds when they sneeze. I thought you knew that.”

			“Mom,” Hattie groaned.

			“I know,” Mom said, shaking her head sadly. “There is no darkness but ignorance, as Shakespeare says. I must do a better job of teaching you girls the ways of the world. Imagine not knowing where dew comes from, at your age!”

			Plum turned to Hattie. “Do clouds really sneeze?”

			“Of course,” Mom answered. “You think I would lie to my own offspring? Perish the thought!”

			“They don’t sneeze,” Hattie said.

			“Where does it come from, then?”

			“I don’t know. Ask Bee.”

			Bee knew that dew came from water in the air, because she’d read it in one of her science books. But Mom had already given her a wink, and she had winked back, so she said loudly, “Gosh, look at all this dew. The clouds in Misty Cove must have a cold.”

			Hattie groaned even louder. Mom smiled, but then her expression grew serious. “Don’t forget, girls: Your grandfather is still your grandfather. If he misplaces a memory once in a while, it doesn’t change that.”

			“You said that, Mommy,” Plum said.

			“Like two minutes ago,” Hattie said.

			Mom let out a slow breath. “It’s important, so I’m saying it again.”

			Plum nodded solemnly. Bee felt a knot tighten in her stomach, a knot that had been there since Mom had told them that Granddaddy was sick.

			The door of the house flew open, and there stood Granddaddy. His gray hair was as messy as Bee remembered, and he was wearing an apron that said Cookies Are a Food Group. “Alice! Children! Good grief, it’s like having a traveling circus turn up at your door. I’m sorry, but you won’t all fit in the cottage—you’ll have to find a hotel.”

			Mom laughed and hugged him. Despite his gruff voice, Bee could see that Granddaddy’s eyes were warm. He looked and sounded like the same old Granddaddy, and Bee felt relief wash over her.

			Like the other Snolly children, Bee had once been afraid of Granddaddy. He was tall and round and quiet, a large shape in the corner at family gatherings, gazing out from beneath his joined-up eyebrows. He taught junior-high science before he retired, though Bee could never picture him in a classroom full of kids, looming over them all. Then one day at the park near their house, Bee had been stung by a wasp (though afterward, whenever any of the Snollys told the story, the wasp became a bee). Granddaddy had found her sobbing by the pond, and after quietly examining the wound, he had wandered off to the garden part of the park and returned with a handful of different flowers. These he crumbled in his palm with a little water and applied to the sting while Bee watched in amazement. The pain had lessened right away. Later that day, he had shown her his collection of pressed leaves and flowers from around the world, and had taught her how to press her own.

			Granddaddy hugged the sisters first, then gave Dore a kiss. Dore grinned enormously and held out his fist. Before the Snolly sisters could shout a warning, Granddaddy opened his hand, and Dore dropped a large, hairy spider onto it.

			“Ah,” Granddaddy said. Bee couldn’t help admiring how quickly he hid his shock. The spider had alarmingly thick legs. “Thank you, Theodore. But I think we should set this little fellow free, don’t you? I’m sure he’ll enjoy his new home.”

			He bent down and put his hand against the lawn. The poor spider staggered about for a moment and then wandered off in the direction of the roses, swaying as if it had been through a washing machine.

			Granddaddy ushered them into the house. They found themselves in a living room with a lot of old, squashy furniture and a wall of windows facing the sea. The sound of the surf filled the room, and Bee sighed happily. It was like being inside a big, cozy seashell.

			Next to the living room was a kitchen. The counter was entirely filled with chocolate chip cookies in a variety of shapes and sizes, cooling on racks. Plum’s eyes went beady, but Granddaddy deftly blocked her way.

			“Not yet,” he said. “Let’s help your mother with the bags first. Then I’ll need you all to do a taste test. I think I’ve made a breakthrough in my experiments.”

			The sisters grinned at one another. For as long as they could remember, Granddaddy had been on a quest to discover the world’s best chocolate chip cookie recipe. Whenever he visited their apartment, he made batch after batch with slightly different ingredients, insisting that the Snolly sisters provide him with detailed reviews. With some exceptions, they were all delicious (one key exception being the peppermint-and-peanut-butter-flavored batch of two summers ago, which had made Plum sick).

			“We liked your last recipe, Granddaddy,” Hattie said. Bee nodded. When Granddaddy had visited for Christmas, he had baked a batch with cotton-candy icing. They’d been so good, it had been as if an enchanted candy shop had been crammed into each cookie.

			Bee glanced at Hattie. She could tell from the smile on Hattie’s face that she was thinking the same thing—clearly, Mom had been exaggerating. Granddaddy couldn’t possibly be that ill.

			“Why don’t you girls put your things away?” Granddaddy said. “I don’t have enough bedrooms for everyone, so one of you will have to be out in the bunkie.”

			“What’s a bunkie?” Plum asked.

			“It’s like a very small house,” Mom said. “Very small. They’re usually just for sleeping in.”

			“Oh, wow!” Bee raced to the window. Sure enough, at the edge of the sloping lawn beside a path down to the beach was a little one-room building. The roof was covered in moss, and if not for the door and the windows, it would have looked like a shed. An ancient apple tree leaned over it, its branches all pointed away from the sea like a person slowly falling over backward. It was wonderful, Bee thought: a little house just for one person.

			“I don’t know, Dad,” Mom said to Granddaddy. “That thing looks like it’s falling apart. Maybe the girls can share a room.”

			“Nooo,” Bee and Hattie moaned in unison.

			“It’s perfectly safe,” Granddaddy said. “Believe it or not, my parents used to live there. This property has been in the family for generations.” He gazed at the bunkie in a way that made Bee think he was seeing something she couldn’t.

			“Mom can pick a number between one and a hundred,” Bee suggested. “Whoever’s guess is the closest gets the bunkie.”

			“I think the oldest should get the bunkie,” Hattie grumbled. “I’m the only mature one around here. I mean, I’m almost a junior high schooler.”

			Bee rolled her eyes. “You two can guess first,” she added virtuously. Maybe a little too virtuously, for Hattie gave her a suspicious look.

			“Fourteen!” Plum said.

			“Thirty-three,” Hattie said.

			Bee grinned. “Thirty-four.”

			“Well done, Bee,” Mom said. “The number was seventy. You win.”

			Hattie glared at her. “You cheated!”

			“It’s not cheating,” Bee said. “It’s strategy. You’d think you’d know all about that, being the only mature one around here.”

			Hattie threw a sofa cushion at her.

			“What is that smell?” Mom said.

			Suddenly, they were all noticing it. “Smoke!” Hattie exclaimed.

			Mom dropped her suitcase with a clatter and ran into the kitchen. She yanked opened the oven and all Bee could see were bright yellow flames, though when Mom reached inside and pulled a tray out, she realized the flames weren’t actually that big after all. It was a tray of cookies, or what used to be cookies—two were burning, and the rest were black and smoking.

			Mom gave a startled cry. She dropped the tray into the sink and turned the water on, and the kitchen filled with the hiss of steam.

			“How long has the oven been on?” Mom said in a voice that was more high-pitched than usual. “Cookies don’t burn like that in a few minutes.”

			“It’s not on,” Granddaddy said. He was standing in the doorway, frowning, but his expression was strange, as if he was trying to peer through clouds.

			Mom didn’t reply. She just reached out and turned the oven off. The sudden mechanical beep made Bee jump. Don’t argue with Granddaddy, she heard Mom’s voice saying in her head. Mom wasn’t arguing, even though they all knew Granddaddy had left the oven on.

			Bee’s heart was still thundering from the shock of the fire. She remembered how Mom had reacted that time Hattie had made cheese toast in the oven and been distracted by a phone call from one of her friends. Mom had said she could have burned the house down, and Hattie hadn’t been allowed to meet her friends that day.

			“Let’s get a move on.” Mom’s voice was too loud. “Come on, girls, the car isn’t going to unpack itself.”
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			CHAPTER 2

			The Bunkie

			Ten minutes later, Bee flopped onto her bed.

			The bunkie was indeed perfect. Yes, it was drafty, and the rafters were probably full of spiders, but it smelled of wood and salt, and she could lie in bed and gaze at the sea. At their apartment back home, she had to share a room with Plum, and the view was of the other apartment across the alley. Now she had an entire house all her own? She felt like pinching herself. If she weren’t so worried about Granddaddy, she probably would have done a little dance. She could still smell smoke—it seemed to be clinging to her hair.

			In one corner of the bunkie was an old woodstove with a flat top meant for cooking on in the olden days, and in the other was a tin bathtub that Granddaddy said his parents had used to bathe in. Bee wondered how old the bunkie was.

			She placed her green backpack on the nightstand next to the bed. The backpack was her most treasured possession—she prided herself on keeping it well stocked with everything that was useful, from Band-Aids to rope to felt pens to emergency snacks (particularly Tootsie Rolls, her favorite), and nothing that was not. Whenever she discovered another useful item—most recently, duct tape—she carefully found a place for it in the backpack. Hattie claimed it was a magical backpack, for it seemed to hold an endless number of items. She had even given the backpack a name—Misdirection, which was something magicians used to conceal their tricks.

			This was all ridiculous, of course. Bee didn’t believe in magic—the backpack fit so many things because she kept it well organized, of course. Still, Misdirection had stuck.

			The door swung open, and Mab nosed her way in. She gave Bee an indignant meow. Mab didn’t like it when she couldn’t find one of the sisters right away.

			Bee patted the bed, and Mab jumped up. She scratched Mab’s cheek just the way she liked, and the cat curled into her hand with a purr.

			Suddenly, Mab whirled around, her body rigid. She had that pricked-ear posture that suggested she was listening to something.

			“What is it, girl?” Bee said.

			But then Bee heard it. A tappity-tap sound, like raindrops. But it wasn’t raining.

			Bee stood. As soon as her feet touched the floor, the sound stopped. She looked at the old apple tree, wondering if its branches had brushed the roof. Yet the tapping had sounded like it was inside the bunkie.

			Someone knocked on the window. There stood Plum, already in her polka-dot swimsuit, although she had put her dinosaur costume over it. She stretched her mouth wide and pressed it against the glass, revealing a disgusting mess of chewed-up cookies. She giggled and ran off, and Bee ran after her, leaving Mab staring intently at the floor.
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			CHAPTER 3

			Code Shooting Star

			By the time the Snollys had finished unpacking, and Mom had wrestled four snails, two crabs, and one confused ladybug away from Dore, it was past suppertime.

			“I’m famished,” Granddaddy said. “Why don’t we all go to OOO?”

			“To ewww?” Hattie said.

			“No—Oooh. Oh-oh-oh. That’s what we locals call it. Octopus Octopus Octopus is its full name.”

			Hattie looked dubious. “Is that a restaurant?”

			“The best one in town. Come on.”

			Bee and Hattie hung back from the others as they all walked down the road. Puffs of sea mist floated by, as if the waves were breathing on them.

			“We’ve got to do something to help Granddaddy,” Bee said. “He’s all alone here. What if he forgets about the oven again? Or something else important? What if we go away, and he forgets about us?”

			“But what can we do?” Hattie said. “We lost the blue birdhouse.”

			Bee chewed her lip. When Mom had found out that Granddaddy was ill, she had tried to find a bigger apartment that they could all live in together. But the only one they could afford, which had filled the top two floors of a blue townhouse and had a yard full of colorful bird feeders, had been rented before Mom could even fill out an application.

			But Bee was good at plans. She made plans for everything, from mapping out shortcuts to school so that she didn’t have to walk past the neighbor’s scary dog, to making the boy who kept pulling her hair in class move to a different desk (at lunchtime, she had taken the screws out of his desk so that it collapsed when he sat down). Whenever something made her scared or upset, she came up with a plan to make things better.

			Now she was going to make things better for Granddaddy.

			“I have an idea that’s better than the blue birdhouse,” she said.

			“What’s better than the blue birdhouse?” Plum demanded loudly. She had been running back and forth between the two sisters and Mom, Granddaddy, and Dore. “It’s the best house ever. I want to move there!”

			“Shhh,” Bee said. “We can’t move there. Somebody else rented it, remember? But what if we could convince Mom to move here?”

			Hattie’s face lit up. Plum clapped her hands together and let out a shriek that made Mom turn her head.

			“Shhh,” Bee said again. “You don’t get to be part of the plan if you can’t keep quiet about it, Plum.”

			“But what is the plan?” Hattie said. “We can’t move here. Mom would have to quit her job. If she quits her job, she won’t have any money. We need money. Everybody does.” Her face had gone pale.

			“I’ll figure something out,” Bee said. “I just need time to think.”

			“The problem is, we only have three weeks,” Hattie said. “That’s not much time to come up with a proper plan.”

			Bee bit her lip. Dad was coming to pick them up in three weeks to take them camping. The Snolly sisters had all been looking forward to that, but now Bee also felt a pang of anxiety. Hattie was right—three weeks wasn’t much.

			“Maybe we could find Mom a job here,” Hattie said doubtfully. “Though I don’t know how to find jobs.”

			“I have a job,” Plum said.

			Bee snorted. “No you don’t.”

			“Yes I do! My lemonade stand.” She bounced up and down until her horns went lopsided. “I made four dollars last summer.”

			“Four dollars isn’t very much money,” Hattie said.

			Plum thought it over. “I could sell lemonade ice pops too.”

			Bee shook her head. “Mom’s waiting for us. We’ll finish coming up with a plan later. Code shooting star.”

			Hattie and Plum nodded. Shooting star meant keeping something secret from Mom. It was one of the Snolly sisters’ most serious codes, along with blackout (which meant that one of them was in danger) and gummy worm (used to identify enemies). Bee would have liked for their codes to make more sense, but they had agreed to take turns choosing the words and she could never get Plum and Hattie to pick sensible ones.

			

			•   •   •

			Misty Cove had only one street. The street followed the curve of the bay and had a lot of potholes in it, but the buildings were tidy and interesting in an old-fashioned way. The post office was the biggest one and had a conceited look about it, painted bright red with a gable on each side. Bee had never seen a post office that big before, but Mom had said it had been built back in the days when the post office was the most important place in town. There was also a surf shop, which had a carved surfboard with a bite in it outside; the town hall, which was made of logs; a thrift shop called Pirate’s Booty; and a pub called the Musty Cave.

			At either end of the cove was a headland reaching out into the sea like arms flung wide. Turning right at the Musty Cave brought you onto the lane that ran up the southern headland, with the sea roaring on both sides. The headland had three houses on it: a tiny one that Mom said belonged to an eccentric couple who didn’t believe in electricity and kept three grumpy sheep in their yard; a big fancy mansion owned by people who were never there; and at the very end, with the ocean on three sides, Granddaddy’s house. The northern headland had no human homes on it at all, only the dens of wolves and owls and possibly a bear or two, hidden away deep in the trees.

			Looming up behind the village was a forest of dark cedars, mossy from the mist that always hung in the air, even in summer. The cove faced the open Pacific, and the waves were wild and ferocious from their journey across the deeps.

			Everything about Misty Cove was wild, Bee thought. The village seemed out of place, plunked down between the endless dark trees and the endless roar of the sea, as if it had wandered away from the other human villages and gotten lost in the wilderness, poor thing.

			Bee loved it already.

			Octopus Octopus Octopus was, it turned out, not just the best but the only restaurant in town. It was an old-fashioned brick building next to the Misty Cove post office, with a wooden sign that had a rather threatening octopus painted on it. Above the painting were the words Octopus Octopus Octopus Octopus Octopus Octopus Octopus Octopus. Bee wondered if the owner had wanted to add more Octopuses, but ran out of room.

			They were led to a table by a bored-looking teenage boy. There were only eight tables, six of which were full. Granddaddy stopped at each of them for a chat on the way to their seats. He seemed to know everybody in Misty Cove.

			“How are the roses, Vi?” he asked an elderly lady sitting alone in front of an enormous plate of french fries covered in swirls of ketchup.

			“Spotty!” she replied, licking ketchup from her thumb. “It’s been so foggy this year. Can’t grow good roses in the fog.”

			“And yet yours are always magnificent,” Granddaddy said. He turned to the table beside Vi, where two police officers were seated, drinking coffee. “Looks like you two are about as busy as a beaver in a desert.”

			The closer police officer gave a hoot of laughter. “We haven’t had one call today. Except from Roy Shepherd, of course—he’s been hearing strange noises in the woods again.”

			They laughed together in a way that puzzled Bee. “Noises in the woods?” she asked Granddaddy. “That sounds scary.”

			“The thing about woods,” Granddaddy said, “is that they’re full of strange noises, every single one. Some people just aren’t cut out to live next to them.”

			Bee couldn’t help noticing there were a lot of people in Misty Cove that Dad would call characters, like the woman in their building back home who went everywhere with her pet cockatoo on her shoulder. Bee didn’t see any cockatoos in OOO, but there were several people with interesting hair colors, including bright purple with green stripes; two women sitting across from each other with their eyes closed, meditating; and a group of teenagers in wet suits who seemed to be playing some sort of silent game involving invisible musical instruments.

			“There you are!” A woman burst through the back doors alarmingly, almost slamming the Snollys into the walls. “Thought you’d keep them from me, did you?”

			“They only arrived today, Rainstorm,” Granddaddy said. “Ladies and Dore, this is Rainstorm Galaxy, the owner and head chef of OOO.”

			Rainstorm grinned at them. She had an enormous quantity of grayish blond hair that looked as if it hadn’t seen a comb in years. Her skin was tanned and leathery, and she was dressed in so many layers of sweaters and shawls and skirts and leggings that Bee couldn’t guess where they all ended and she began. “Lovely to meet you all. Your grandfather’s told us so many stories about you girls that you’re rather famous around here. And Alice! I remember you coming in here when you were just a teenager.”

			Mom extended her hand, but instead of shaking it, Rainstorm clapped her on the shoulder. “Let’s see . . . Theodore, of course. Then there’s Hattie, Plum, and—ah, the middle-sized one beside me must be Phoebe.” Rainstorm gave Bee a slightly gentler clap on the shoulder. “What a pretty thing you are! And clearly an Aquarius too. I’m right, aren’t I? I always get along with Aquariuses. What’s your birthdate?”

			Bee found it hard not to groan. There was nothing sillier than astrology, in her opinion. “March fifth,” she said.

			“Ah!” Rainstorm clapped her hands together. “A Pisces! Yes, my dear, you are quite clearly a water sign. I knew it.”

			“Not really,” Bee said. “You thought I was an Aquarius.”

			“What’s the special tonight, Rainstorm dear?” Granddaddy said.

			“Octopus!” Rainstorm said. Granddaddy joined in as she went on, “Octopus, octopus, octopus!” They burst out laughing.

			“There you go,” Granddaddy said, nudging Bee. “Can’t visit OOO without getting the full experience.”

			Bee wasn’t sure that the full experience was entirely necessary in this instance, but she kept that to herself. She stared at her menu. “Does everything have octopus in it?”

			“Why not?” Rainstorm said, which struck Bee as a particularly unhelpful reply.

			“I’m a vegetarian,” Hattie said, frowning. “I guess I’ll just get a milkshake. That can’t have octopus in it.”

			Rainstorm nodded. “Little to none.” She paused. “Wait—which milkshake do you mean? Chocolate or vanilla?”

			Dore chose that moment to let out one of his ear-splitting seagull squawks. Far from looking alarmed, Rainstorm beamed.

			“Marvelous!” she said. “Does he do any other sounds?”

			A dog woofed somewhere outside. Dore let out his own woof, so realistic that several customers turned to stare at him. Dore could impersonate anything. His favorite sounds were cat sounds—he could purr so well that it was often difficult to work out whether the sound was coming from him or Mab. It was probably why he was the cat’s favorite Snolly.

			Rainstorm laughed. “Isn’t that just like a Juniper? Well, well, I’ll be back soon with your food.”

			She gathered up the menus and bustled off.

			“We didn’t order anything,” Hattie said.

			Granddaddy waved this aside. “Rainstorm has her own way of doing things.”

			“She’s weird,” Plum said.

			“I hope you mean that as a compliment, daughter dear,” Mom said. “As I’ve told you, there’s nothing wrong with standing out from the crowd. Taking the road less traveled by, as the poets say.”

			Plum was frowning. “I don’t want her to put an octopus in my milkshake.”

			“Why did she call Dore a Juniper?” Bee said. “That’s a tree.”

			“It’s also our old family name,” Granddaddy said.

			“But our family name is Snolly,” Plum said. They had the same last name as Granddaddy, because Mom had kept the name Snolly when she got married, and then she and Dad had decided that the four of them would take Mom’s last name instead of Dad’s.

			“Yes,” Granddaddy said, “but my grandmother’s name—before she got married and changed it, which most women did back then—was Lucy Juniper. She’s rather famous around here. She was a little—unusual. Our family has a reputation for that sort of thing.”

			“You’re not unusual, Granddaddy,” Plum said.

			“Well, sometimes it can skip a generation.” He tilted his head toward Mom, wiggling his eyebrows. She rolled her eyes.

			“Now, where did I put my wallet?” Granddaddy patted his shorts.

			“It’s right here, Dad.” Mom pointed to the wallet Granddaddy had placed on the table when they came in.

			“Thank you, Alice,” Granddaddy said. “No need to look at me like that. Everyone misplaces things on occasion.”

			Granddaddy’s voice had a sharp edge to it. Suddenly, the restaurant seemed cold, and Bee felt a knot form in her stomach. Hattie’s gaze was flicking from Mom to Granddaddy. Plum didn’t seem to notice anything amiss—she was gazing into the distance with a frown, and Bee could almost see her imagining a milkshake dotted with suckers. Dore woofed again. He was always most partial to the sounds that attracted the maximum amount of stares.

			“Mab!” Hattie exclaimed. The cat hopped into her lap with a feline grunt. She must have slipped in without them noticing. “You’re not supposed to follow us into restaurants.”

			Mab gave her a wide-eyed look of pretend innocence and kneaded her leg.

			“It’s all right,” Granddaddy said. “We’re lucky if folks remember to put on shoes around here. A cat won’t raise many eyebrows.”

			Rainstorm reappeared a few moments later. Unfortunately, she had brought milkshakes, three vanilla and three chocolate.

			“Thank you,” the Snollys mumbled. Bee was the first to brave a sip.

			“It doesn’t taste like octopus,” she said with relief.

			“The octopuses in these parts are sweet-tasting,” Rainstorm said. “Something about the water, or maybe it’s the currents. Anyway, they go with everything.”

			“Oh,” Bee said faintly. She had really been hoping Rainstorm would say that the milkshake didn’t taste like octopus because she hadn’t put any in.

			Rainstorm pointed at Mab, who had folded herself up in Hattie’s lap. “Do you know this one?”

			“Sorry, Ms. Galaxy,” Hattie said in the over-polite voice she always used to sweet-talk grown-ups. “She’s ours. She follows us everywhere.”

			Rainstorm smiled. “Isn’t that just like a Juniper? Black cat following you around. Little witch’s familiar, is she?”

			Hattie and Plum grinned, predictably pleased by the comparison. They both gobbled up books about witches and magicians like candy. Bee said, “We’re not witches.”

			“No, I’m sure you’re all perfectly ordinary.” Rainstorm gave an exaggerated nod. “Just as the Fairy Islands are perfectly ordinary islands.”

			“Islands?” Bee said. “You mean there’s more than one?”

			“The other two are very small,” Granddaddy said. “More like islets, really.”

			“What’s so strange about them?” Hattie leaned so far forward she got milkshake in her hair. Mab sniffed at her with interest.

			“Has your grandfather told you nothing?” Rainstorm gave Granddaddy an astonished look. “Really, Harry. They’re going to hear stories eventually.”

			“Yes, and most likely from you, Rainstorm dear. The stories are just that, girls—stories. Local superstition.”

			“Why are they called the Fairy Islands?” Hattie said.

			“Those aren’t official names,” Rainstorm said. “They don’t have official names, neither in our language nor the local First Nations tongue—those are the people who were here first; Misty Cove’s part of their traditional territory. Fairies are what the early colonizers called those islands.” She paused, and her voice got quiet. “Something funny happens in the waters around them at night when the moon’s out. I’ve seen it myself. A sort of glittering, like a doorway to another world.”

			Even Mom looked intrigued. Bee exchanged a look with Granddaddy. He seemed to be suppressing a smile, and winked at her. She hid her own smile and winked back.

			“Very poetic, Rainstorm,” Granddaddy said. “I should note, though, that plenty of things can explain such a phenomenon. The moonlight reflecting on the water, for instance.”

			“Or bioluminescence,” Bee said. “Fireflies have bioluminescence—that just means they light up—but some algae do too. I have several species of algae in my collection back home—”

			“Oh boy,” Hattie muttered, rolling her eyes. “We’re back to smelly green things again.”

			“Has anyone seen any fairies?” Plum demanded. She was downing her milkshake in steady slurps, octopus forgotten, her gaze fixed on Rainstorm.

			“That I can’t say,” said Rainstorm, which Bee guessed meant No. “But the Fairies are a funny place. An in-between, elsewhere sort of place. Caught between land and sea, islands and not-islands. All such places are sources of magic—everybody knows that.”

			“Oh, everybody,” Granddaddy agreed. Bee smothered a laugh behind her hand.

			“Don’t let this old skeptic put you off,” Rainstorm said, poking Granddaddy in the arm. “I’ve traveled all over the world, and rarely have I seen a place with as many stories attached to it as the Fairies. Your family’s part of those stories, and I think that’s something to be proud of. Why, at least half of the tales are about old Lucy Juniper—she’s a real legend if I ever—”

			“Thank you, Rainstorm,” Granddaddy said. His tone was light, but a frown had come over his face at the mention of Lucy Juniper. “My grandmother was a firecracker, all right. But I’m not sure the girls need to hear the tall tales people tell of her—they’re not all kind, as you know.”

			Rainstorm sniffed at that, but she didn’t argue. She gave Mab a pat, then went to check on another table.

			Hattie leaned toward Bee. “We have got to go to those islands.”

			Bee nodded. She glanced at Granddaddy—he was still frowning slightly. Every fairy tale had a bit of truth in it somewhere—that’s what Mom always said. What truths were the Fairy Islands hiding?
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			CHAPTER 4

			Probably Just a Mouse

			The food arrived quickly. Bee’s hopes that she might find something without octopus in it were quickly dashed—even Hattie’s french fries had rubbery rings piled on top of them. Granddaddy had an octopus burger, which he claimed was delicious, while Mom got a big bowl of octopus chowder.

			Bee poked at her octopus shepherd’s pie, trying to eat only the potatoes and peas. It wasn’t that she disliked octopus—in fact, OOO’s octopus was, as Rainstorm had promised, tasty and slightly sweet. But trying to enjoy octopus after someone puts it in your milkshake is like trying to enjoy peas after finding them in your cereal.

			“Why do the Misty Cove octopuses taste sweet, anyway?” Bee said.

			Hattie shrugged. “Maybe it has to do with the weather.”

			“But it doesn’t make sense,” Bee said. “Some things are sweet and other things aren’t. Have you ever heard of sweet broccoli?”

			“No.”

			“That’s because it doesn’t exist. You wouldn’t put broccoli in a milkshake—”

			“Ugh, Bee,” Hattie said. “I’m trying to eat.”

			“How is that worse than octopus?” Bee said, annoyed. “Just think of all those tentacles swirling around, mixing with the ice cream—”

			“Bee!”

			They walked home afterward through the twilight. The sea bubbled against the shore, and another fog was rolling in, sunset painting it a lovely soft pink like cotton candy. Granddaddy carried Dore, who was fast asleep. Plum ran ahead with Mab, doing more cartwheels.

			“Isn’t that just like a Juniper,” Bee muttered to Hattie, mimicking Rainstorm Galaxy’s voice.

			“Don’t be mean,” Hattie said. “I liked her.”

			Bee scoffed. “You’d like anyone who called you a witch.”

			“Let’s go to the Fairy Islands tomorrow,” Hattie said. “We can figure out the Granddaddy plan there. It sounds like a good place for coming up with secret plans.”

			Bee nodded. She couldn’t agree more.

			Before bed, the sisters took turns talking to Dad on the phone. He lived in Vancouver with his girlfriend, Christine, who ran a chocolate shop that made the best fudge Bee had ever tasted. It could almost compete with Granddaddy’s orange-sherbet chocolate chip cookies for Best Dessert. (Almost.)

			Dad and Mom had split up before Mom found out that she was going to have Dore. They had split up once before that, for two years, so Bee was used to only seeing Dad on weekends. She still missed him, of course, and she was looking forward to seeing him at the end of July. He and Christine were taking the Snolly sisters camping in the Rocky Mountains.

			“Did you sell the tree book?” Bee asked.

			“Hmm? No, we haven’t,” Dad said. Bee could almost see him cleaning his glasses, which he often did when he was thinking. Dad wrote poetry for a living, which he often joked only paid enough of a living for a chipmunk, or a squirrel in a good year, so he also worked in a used bookstore. He was to blame for Hattie and Plum’s obsession with books about fairies and magic. But he had also given Bee most of the science books in her collection, so she supposed it balanced out. Her latest favorite was the first edition of a book called Planet of the Trees. It was expensive, and Dad couldn’t afford to buy it from the shop, but if books didn’t sell in three months, the bookstore owner sold them at a discount.

			“I must confess,” he said, “the reason the book isn’t selling is because I’ve hidden it. I put it in the military history section. Only old Mr. Zelner goes there.”

			“Oh, good!” Bee said.

			“Not good.” Dad heaved a sigh. “It was rather dishonest of me. The action of an ignominious rogue. Do you know that one? I-G-N-O—”

			“I know, Dad,” Bee said. “You taught it to us last year.”

			“Did I? How about rogue?”

			Bee rolled her eyes. She often wondered how a person as sensible as her could have ended up with such dramatic parents. Mom was louder than Dad, and Dad was more absentminded, but apart from that, they were a lot alike.

			They talked about books for a while, and Bee told him all about her plans for her specimen collection. Then Dad asked to talk to Mom, and Bee handed over the phone.

			“I read your latest poem in Trilogy magazine,” Mom told Dad. Dad said something that made Mom snort with laughter.

			Bee felt that little prickle of sadness she always did when she was away from Dad for a while. But he would be there in three weeks. And she was looking forward to camping.

			Granddaddy lit a fire in the backyard, and they all crowded around it, even Mom, who was still yawning from the long drive. And even though the Snollys were certain they couldn’t eat another thing, particularly because their stomachs were still rumbling from the milkshakes, they each managed to devour half a dozen roasted marshmallows. Bee gazed out at the dark sea and wondered what their campfire would look like from Fairy Island.

			Back in the bunkie, she flopped down on the bed, trying to feel luxurious about all the space she had. But the bunkie was a different place at night than it was during the day, and she found herself wishing she had let Hattie have it. There were no streetlights in Misty Cove, and the only light outside came from the stars. The trees on the headland were black and endless, and the sea’s whoosh could be hiding any number of footsteps or growls. The light from the little bedside lamp only made it halfway across the bunkie.

			Tap tap. Tappity-tap.

			She sat up slowly. Before, she had wondered if the sound was coming from inside the bunkie. Now she was certain that it was.

			What’s more, she was equally certain that it was coming from under the bed.

			Hattie would have screamed. Plum would have gone tumbling and crashing out of the bunkie and across the lawn to the house. Dore would have squawked. But Bee—who was, after all, the only practical one in the family (apart from Granddaddy)—told herself that it was probably a mouse, and she crouched on the floor by the bed and lifted the blankets up.

			But there was nothing under the bed, not even a dust bunny.

			“The mouse must be under the floorboards,” she told herself. “There’s probably a mouse hole outside.”

			She went back to the house and collected Mab, boneless from sleep, and brought her back to the bunkie. For company, she told herself—no other reason. The cat settled on the foot of the bed without protest, and Bee drifted off to the sound of her quiet feline snores.

			Bee was so deeply asleep, in fact, that if the tapping started up again—tapping that, in truth, sounded a lot like fingers—she didn’t hear it.

			And if Mab woke just after midnight to crouch at the edge of the bed, staring down at the floor with a growl in her throat, Bee wouldn’t have known about that, either.

			But, of course, it was probably just a mouse.
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			CHAPTER 5

			Little Fairy and Ghost

			The morning dawned bright and clear. The waves woke Bee early, and she seized Misdirection and skipped down to the beach with excitement in her belly. She wanted to start her Misty Cove Sample Collection, and it would be easier without any distractions. Or, more specifically, without her sisters.

			She poked around in the grass at the edge of the cove. Here the driftwood formed huge piles like the castles of messy sea-giants. She had only just started when she found a plant she’d never seen before. It was what Hattie would have called some kind of boring grass, but it didn’t look like regular yard grass. It had delicate white flowers surrounded by a fan of leaves. Bee looked in her plant book and found that it was called awlwort. It was a tough little plant that could grow right out of the water if it felt like it.

			Bee picked a few pieces and tucked them into a paper sample pouch. She wrote down the name, date, and location (about 50 steps from Granddaddy’s path, by the log with the face in it). Then, feeling pleased with herself, she went back to her search.

			Granddaddy joined her just after she found another new plant, a lovely flower called a pink sand verbena.

			“Very nice,” he said. “Remind me later to show you the patch of yellow sand verbena by those bluffs. Well, I’m off for my morning dip. Care to join me?”

			Bee was torn. On the one hand, there was her sample collection. There was also the fact that she wasn’t the sports-obsessed Snolly—that was Plum. But on the other hand, there was the blue sea shining in the sun, and the opportunity to have Granddaddy all to herself for a while. He seemed like the same old Granddaddy again, and it was possible to believe that the fire in the oven had never happened. She ran to change into her swimsuit and followed him into the water. Several surfers were already out there, their laughter weaving in and out of the crash of the waves.

			The sea was cold, so the best thing to do was to get it over with all at once. Bee took off at a run, right past Granddaddy, and threw herself with a whoop into the water. The cold felt like being squeezed by a giant fist. She swam and kicked about for a bit, and slowly it got better.

			Mab watched them from the beach, her green eye round and worried. The sea was a terrible beast, noisy and salt-scented and entirely untrustworthy. She didn’t approve of this at all.

			“It’s all right, Mab,” Bee called. Mab gave a mournful mee-row.

			Bee treaded water. She liked the way the sand felt against her toes. It reminded her of dough, and that reminded her of being in the kitchen with Mom while she made bread. She tried kneading the sand with her feet.

			Granddaddy swam for a little while, going back and forth with big splashy strokes. Then, to Bee’s delight, the two of them trooped out to Fairy Island, which was attached to a shoal at the edge of the headland. Bee felt a thrill at the prospect of being the first of the Snolly sisters to set foot there.

			The tide wasn’t out all the way, and in places the water was almost knee-deep. Fairy Island loomed before them, its green cedars sparkling with sea-spray. It wasn’t very big—maybe as long as three blocks back in the city, and half as wide, an ideal size for exploring. A little mist hovered around the trees like a delicate scarf. Even Bee had to admit that the island looked like pure magic.

			The sandstone rock that wrapped around Fairy Island was too steep to climb in most places and too slick with seaweed in others. But Granddaddy showed her where, just beyond the nearest rock shelf, there was a cleft where you could clamber up onto the island.

			Above the sandstone was a little grassy area where some of the trees had been cut down, leaving old stumps behind. Granddaddy sat upon one of the stumps with a contented sigh. Bee wanted to explore the island, but she knew if she did so without Hattie and Plum, Hattie would be furious. Hattie didn’t get angry often, but when she did, the other Snollys kept their distance. Mom would whisper that Hattie was having one of her fire-breathing days, and Bee and Plum would find reasons to be somewhere else.

			It was a nice view from Fairy Island, out over the seashell-curve of the shore and the blue mountains to the north. Behind them, the ocean went on and on until it rolled over the horizon. Bee watched the surfers in the distance with their bright surfboards. Granddaddy stretched out his legs with a grunt and smiled at the view. But under the smile, he looked a little sad.

			Bee eyed Granddaddy. He had always been quiet—a warm, welcoming sort of quiet like summer twilight, when all you wanted to do was lie on your back and listen to crickets. But he seemed even quieter now.

			She remembered what Mom had said about Granddaddy living alone. Mom thought he might have to move into a nursing home, a big building with a lot of other older people. That was part of the reason they were there—to see how sick Granddaddy was. Bee felt that this was a terribly sad reason to visit someone, and she usually tried not to think about it. She wondered if Granddaddy was trying to do the same thing.

			“Granddaddy, what about that Lucy Juniper?” she said. “Did she really live out here by herself?”

			Granddaddy stirred. “You mean your great-great-grandmother. I always thought of her as Granny. That’s what my mom called her when she told me stories.”

			“But great-great-grandmother takes so long to say,” Bee said with a sigh. “All right. Did Grand-Granny really live out here?”

			“That she did. She had to, you see. The locals didn’t trust her. It was safer for her to be out here, with only the sea for a neighbor.”

			“Why didn’t they trust her?”

			“Well, on account of her being a pirate.”

			Bee sat up so straight, she almost fell off the stump. “A pirate?”

			“And a darn good one too.” Granddaddy paused. “Too good.”

			“What did she steal?” Bee demanded. “Did she bury her treasure on Fairy Island? Has anybody found it? Did—”

			Granddaddy laughed, holding up his hands. “Before you get too excited, she wasn’t the sort of pirate you find in stories. You see, my granny lived through the Great Depression—a bad time, a very poor time, especially for places like Misty Cove. Most folks here made their living fishing and tree-cutting, but suddenly nobody could afford to buy their fish or wood anymore. Some people starved. And it was especially bad for your grand-granny, for her husband died young, leaving her with a baby to raise on her own—my mom. Now, my granny was quite the inventor. She took her husband’s old fishing boat and she pulled it apart and put it back together again, and made it into the fastest, quietest fishing boat you’ve ever seen. She’d been a good hunter all her life, and so she decided to hunt something else: rich folks.”

			Bee’s mouth hung open. “But—but that’s better than the pirates in stories. So she only stole from the rich?”

			“As much as possible. Misty Cove might’ve been poor back in the day, but it’s always been beautiful, and there have always been plenty of rich folks cruising up and down the coast in their fancy boats. Your grand-granny would wait until they put into some harbor nearby for the night—she knew the coast like the back of her hand. Then she’d sneak up beside them in that quiet little boat of hers and rob them blind. She’d be gone before they even knew she was there.”

			Bee clapped her hands with delight. “What did she take? Gold? Jewels?”

			Granddaddy smiled. “Anything she could get her hands on. But mostly the loot was quite dull—food, money, blankets, that sort of thing. She’d keep what she needed for herself and her daughter and give away the rest to the villagers. What she couldn’t use or give away, she’d sell to the men on the supply ships that stopped at Misty Cove.”

			“But—” Bee stopped, puzzled. “But if she gave away what she stole, why didn’t people in Misty Cove like her?”

			“They did—at first. But then one night, Granny made a mistake. A big one. Maybe she got too cocky, and it made her careless. I don’t know.”

			Bee drew in her breath. “She killed someone.”

			“No,” Granddaddy said. “But she did something almost as bad. Thing is, Granny had a code. She never stole from the locals, and she never stole anything that a person couldn’t afford to lose. One dark winter’s night, she left my mother sleeping in her crib and went out in that stealthy boat of hers. She came upon a ship moored by a rocky island just north of here—funny place to stop, for it was being battered and bashed by the waves. But then, some tourists are funny folks who don’t know much about sailing. Granny snuck on board and found a whole load of crates full of flour and sugar and canned goods. Now, that should have made her stop and think twice, but it didn’t—she hadn’t robbed a ship in months, and she was desperate for food. So she stole the lot of it.”

			Granddaddy let out a long sigh, his gaze drifting over the waves. “The next day, a body washed up on the beach. It was old Matthew Fox, who operated one of the supply ships. Everybody in town knew him, everybody liked him. He was what you’d call an old salt—loved the sea, probably spent more time on the water than he did on dry land. Granny hadn’t recognized his boat in all that rain and darkness—and besides that, he was way off course. Old Matthew had trouble with his heart, and odds are he was already dead in his cabin when Granny robbed him. His boat must have drifted north onto a shoal and got stuck there.”

			“Oh no,” Bee breathed.

			“Oh no indeed,” Granddaddy said. “The villagers found out that Granny had stolen old Matthew’s cargo, and that was bad enough. But worse, they assumed she’d killed him. She was a pirate, after all.”

			Bee shook her head. “Did they tell the police?”

			“No. Much as they hated her, she was one of them, and she’d done them a few good turns in the past. But they shunned her. Some of the men threatened her in the street. That’s why she had to move here, where she lived out the rest of her days alone. Eventually, she sent my mother to stay with relatives down south, because she was afraid for her safety. Granny only lived another ten years or so after that, but she developed quite a reputation in that time.”

			“Was she still a pirate?”

			“No, she gave that up after what happened to poor Matthew Fox. She planted a garden and became an herbalist—you know, someone who makes medicines and whatnot from plants. Sold them to the few friends she still had in Misty Cove, and even to some of her enemies—her potions were that good. That’s what people started calling them: potions. And it wasn’t long before she got a new name—the Pirate Witch of Fairy Island.”

			Plum and Hattie would have fainted with delight, but Bee was disappointed. “But she wasn’t really a witch.”

			“No, honey,” Granddaddy said. “You see, witch was a word people often used for unusual women who lived on their own, back in the day. Although there have always been stories about the Fairies. People say they’re magical, that it’s a kind of magic that gets inside you. People think it got inside my granny.”

			“But you don’t think that,” Bee said hopefully.

			“I think fairy tales are interesting. Because at the root of every fairy tale is science.”

			Bee nodded. “That’s like something Mom says.”

			Granddaddy smiled. “And who do you think taught her that? Science is always there, like the seed of a flower, but people only see the plant that sprouts from the seed, and they call it magic. Take sea monsters, for instance. Hundreds of years ago, people didn’t know about creatures like giant squid, so they called them monsters and came up with all sorts of stories about them destroying ships. I often wonder what strange and wonderful science lies at the heart of the Fairy Islands.”

			Bee found this all much more interesting than tales of witchcraft. She looked around. “Where was Grand-Granny’s house?”

			“She had her garden on Fairy Island, but her house was on Little Fairy. C’mere.” He stood and motioned her to the other side of the clearing. There the land fell away in a sheer drop. The incoming waves threw themselves against the island, salting Bee’s face with spray.

			Off the western edge of Fairy Island was a narrow neck of rock covered in barnacles and seaweed. And there at the end of it, like a fish caught on a line, was another island. It was rounded and small, with a dense tangle of forest. A little bay with a sandy beach curved around the sheltered side, giving the island the shape of a crescent moon.

			“Oh,” Bee murmured. She liked the looks of Little Fairy Island even more than its bigger neighbor. “But I don’t see a house.”

			“No—I’m afraid the forest has taken it. I’ve never found as much as a floorboard.” He pointed. “And that over there is the third and final island of the Fairies. Locals call it Ghost.”

			Bee followed the invisible line off his fingertip. She could just make out a rocky shoal beyond Little Fairy Island. Waves sloshed over most of it, and several seals lay in a peaceful flop on the only dry area, where there was a small band of grass and a few bits of driftwood. Together the three islands formed a sort of curved pathway leading out to sea.

			“That’s an island?” Bee said.

			“Well, it’s not much to look at now, but at the lowest tides—which happen only a few times a year—it’s much bigger.” He rubbed his stomach. “Well, I think it’s time for breakfast, what do you say? There are some lovely mushrooms on Fairy Island that would do nicely in an omelet. Here, I’ll teach you which ones are edible.”
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			CHAPTER 6

			Sleepy but Weird

			Bee flopped down in the sand next to Hattie, her stomach gurgling. After a breakfast of omelet and waffles, she and Plum had stuffed themselves with Granddaddy’s cookies. As it turned out, there was a reason people ate dessert after dinner, not breakfast.

			“Can we go to Fairy Island now?” Plum said.

			“Later,” Bee said. “The tide’s coming in.”

			Bee felt a shiver of excitement. An idea was bubbling up inside her—an idea for the Granddaddy plan. She’d been thinking about it ever since he had told her about Grand-Granny, but she needed to mull it over a little longer before she told Plum and Hattie.

			“Can I borrow a knife?” Hattie asked Bee.

			Bee opened Misdirection and pulled out her Swiss Army knife. She hesitated. “Be careful with that. Mom says it’s expensive.”

			That wasn’t the real reason her Swiss Army knife was important to her, though. It had been a gift from Dad to congratulate her for winning the third-grade science fair (her entry had been a miniature greenhouse made from recycled plastic). She felt a little thrill of pride and happiness whenever she looked at the knife. Many of the things Bee kept in Misdirection had stories like that attached to them. Practical things could be special too.

			Hattie took the knife, not seeming to notice Bee’s hesitation. She sat cross-legged, gazing intently at the pile of sand in front of her as if waiting for it to transform itself into a castle. She had two full buckets of the good wet sand already waiting. “Do you have a ribbon?”

			Bee nodded smugly. She opened Misdirection again and fished around. “What color?”

			“Hmm. Silver. Or purple.”

			Bee handed her a silver ribbon. “What are you making?”

			“That’s the thing,” Hattie said dreamily. “I don’t know. I’m waiting for the sand to speak to me.”

			“The sand?”

			“I’m an artist,” Hattie said. “Sometimes artists need to wait for inspiration. That’s what Mom says.”

			“Of course she does,” Bee said. Mom directed plays at the community theater in town—sometimes she acted in them too. “That doesn’t mean you have to have a conversation with a bucket.”

			“I’m going to win the sandcastle competition easy,” Hattie said as if Bee hadn’t spoken. Bee sighed. Hattie was always saying things as if Bee hadn’t spoken. Sometimes, Bee had to repeat herself three times to get the words through Hattie’s skull. Bee wished Hattie wouldn’t do that, but fortunately she had come up with an amusing way of dealing with it.

			“Sure you’ll win,” Bee said. “You’re the best at sandcastles. Also, your ears look like you stole them from an elephant.”

			“I’m going to practice every day,” Hattie continued, perfectly oblivious. “Each day, a different sandcastle. The prize money is as good as mine. One hundred and seventy-five dollars.” She said each number slowly, as if savoring them.

			Plum and Bee snorted into their hands.

			Bee gazed up the beach. Misty Cove’s beach was a long, curving expanse of white, with driftwood scattered everywhere. The waves came in threes, with the third being the biggest, clawing at the beach as if trying to drag it into the ocean. Several families were camped out on the sand, and the smell of someone’s barbeque drifted on the breeze. Several logs over, a boy with bright blue hair was walking back and forth with a metal detector.

			“Who’s that?” Bee said.

			“Dunno. He’s been here for ages,” Hattie said, shading her eyes. “It’s a smart idea. He’s found a lot of coins.”

			She sounded envious. Bee could almost see her doing the math in her head—the likely cost of a metal detector versus how much money she could find with it. Hattie was a whiz at math.

			“Hard at work already, I see,” Granddaddy said, appearing behind them. “What industrious grandchildren I have—I must speak to your mother about that. You see, hard work during summer vacation is forbidden when you’re staying under my roof.”

			“We’re not working hard,” Bee said. “Only Hattie cares about that stupid sandcastle contest.”

			“It’s not stupid,” Hattie said. “Just because something isn’t green and stinky doesn’t make it stupid, Bee.”

			“Stinky!” Bee said, offended. “My specimens don’t stink.”

			“Right, that skunk cabbage smelled like roses. Thanks again for leaving it on my bed.”

			“I care about the stupid sandcastle contest!” Plum said. Hattie groaned. Plum was trying to make a copy of Hattie’s sand pile, but as she was building it with the dry white sand, it kept collapsing. “I’m going to make a sandcastle village, with knights and queens and kings and moats everywhere.”

			“Commendable ambition,” Granddaddy said.

			“It’s not,” Bee said. “It’s ridiculous. She’ll get as far as one turret and then she’ll trample it.”

			“You’re always such a sourpuss,” Hattie said. “I’m sure you’ll do a good job, Plum.”

			“I’m not a sourpuss,” Bee said. “I’m just realistic, unlike you two.”

			Plum glared at Bee. “Why would I trample my village?”

			“Because you trample everything. My diorama, for example.”

			Plum’s jaw dropped. “I said I was sorry!”

			“I know you did. But I still don’t understand how a person manages to do a somersault on top of another person’s desk.”

			Plum added another handful of sand to her pile. “I like somersaults.”

			“You like anything that makes a mess.”

			They probably would have kept up their squabbling if Mom hadn’t come down the path. She was in her bathing suit and sundress and had one of her scripts tucked under her arm, along with a baby monitor. “Children!” she said. “I hope you’re not polluting your grandfather’s ears with your bickering. Is that any way to thank him for the lovely breakfast he cooked up this morning? Not to mention all those cookies you demolished in a matter of seconds.”

			“I wasn’t bickering,” Hattie said. “It was Bee, as usual.”

			Bee rolled her eyes. “Right, you were too busy chatting with your buckets.”

			Mom let out a dramatic sigh. “A thankless child is sharper than a serpent’s tooth.”

			“King Lear,” Granddaddy said, nodding. “Not one of my favorite plays. Give me Romeo and Juliet over some sulky old king any day.”

			Mom gave him a narrow look. “You prefer mushy romance to a timeless exploration of madness and the meaning of life?”

			“Hey, Mom,” Bee said. “You’re not bickering, are you?”

			Mom calmly placed her script on the sand and then lunged at Bee in a carefully executed tickle ambush.

			The sea fog began to clear, and Bee could make out the dark jut of Fairy Island off the headland.

			“Why is your island called Fairy Island, Granddaddy?” Plum said. “Does the water really glitter?”

			Granddaddy gave her one of his long, pretend-serious looks. “You’ll see.”

			Even Hattie looked up from her sandcastle at that, and it was almost impossible to distract Hattie from money. She’d collected a lot of it over the years, but she rarely spent any. She kept a sack full of coins, bills, and little treasures under her bed like a dragon’s hoard.

			“If you can tear yourselves away from your toil for a few hours,” Granddaddy said, “I thought we might go surfing.”

			“Surfing!” Plum leaped to her feet so fast, she tripped over her crumbling sandcastle, which crumbled entirely away, and sprayed sand all over Bee. “I’ll go!”

			“Good, good.” Granddaddy turned to Bee. “And you?”

			“Oof,” Bee said, flopping onto her back. She wanted to try surfing, but her stomach had other ideas. If only Granddaddy hadn’t put marshmallows in the chocolate chip cookies. It was a known fact that it was impossible to resist a cookie with marshmallows in it. Or seven cookies.

			Mom was gazing at Granddaddy. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, Dad. Your doctor said—”

			“My doctor encourages me to exercise,” Granddaddy said. “No better exercise than surfing, if you ask me. I might be a little less agile than I was during my competition days, but I’m perfectly able to teach the girls how to handle a board in the shallows.”

			A crease formed between Mom’s eyes. She looked like she was going to speak again, but Plum started chattering to Granddaddy about her swimming lessons and how she’d learned to do somersaults off the high-diving board.

			Hattie was watching Mom, an almost-identical crease between her eyes. Of the three of them, Hattie looked the most like Mom, with her straight black hair, small, sharp features, and winter-pale skin. Bee had chestnut hair and golden skin and a whole bunch of freckles, like their dad. Plum was a mixture of everything, freckly and pale and dark-haired altogether, and somehow the unusual combination made her look like a mischievous elf.

			“What?” Bee muttered to Hattie. “Does Mom think Granddaddy’s forgotten how to surf? What about all those competitions he won when he was young?”

			“It’s not just about forgetting,” Hattie muttered back. “Remember? Granddaddy gets confused sometimes. You saw what happened before.”

			Bee clenched her hands in the sand. But as Granddaddy listened to Plum chatter away, he met her eyes and made a snip-snip motion with his hand. Bee nodded, feeling a little flutter of relief. Granddaddy was still Granddaddy. He hadn’t forgotten their secret code for collecting specimens.

			Bee had wanted to be a botanist—a plant scientist—ever since Granddaddy had given her a book called 500 Plants of the Pacific Northwest by Dr. Macey Applebee (who had a bee in her name, just like she did, which Bee would have said was fate if she believed in something so silly). She had set herself a goal of collecting a hundred specimens by the end of the summer. Adding in the specimens she’d already collected from the park back home, that would get her to almost two hundred specimens in total.

			“Come on, girls,” Granddaddy said, interrupting her thoughts. “If you want to learn surfing, you should learn it now—the sharks get hungrier later in the day.”

			Bee giggled and followed him out into the sea.

			

			•   •   •

			Bee and Plum spent the afternoon in the water, with Mom watching from the sand. The waves weren’t too big, and the water was safe as long as you avoided the rip currents at either end of the beach. Granddaddy taught them how to stand up on a surfboard, and after a few hours they were able to keep their balance long enough to ride the waves all the way to shore.

			“You missed out,” Bee told Hattie, shaking out her wet hair. Her legs were a little rubbery, but in a good way. Normally, Bee preferred her books and her specimens to going outside. But maybe that was because, back home, outside wasn’t a big roaring ocean full of mist and sun sparkles that made her feel like a mermaid (not that she believed in mermaids).

			“Hmm?” Hattie stepped back, revealing a perfect sand sculpture of a wolf’s head. Its muzzle was tilted to the sky, eyes half-closed as it warbled a silent song. Bee could almost see the full moon hovering in the sky above, though it was still full daylight.

			“That’s pretty good,” she said grudgingly. “But I thought it was a sandcastle contest.”

			“Some people build castles. But you can also do animals, or boats, or people. You can build whatever you like, as long as it’s made of sand. Last year the winner made a giant otter attacking a city.”

			“Wow,” Bee said. “What are you going to make?”

			“I haven’t decided yet.” Hattie put the finishing touches on the wolf’s fur with Bee’s knife. “I think I’ll practice making a bunch of different sculptures, and then on the day of the competition, I’ll do whichever one I liked best. You have to build the whole thing from scratch in six hours or less.”

			Granddaddy and Plum came up the beach, Granddaddy dragging the surfboard behind him. Plum did cartwheels all the way from the water’s edge to the dry sand. It was often hard to get a good look at Plum, because she was almost always a whirl of motion, except when she was asleep. Her coach said she might be good at soccer one day, if she would stop simply running up and down the field during games.

			“I like surfing better than anything,” she declared, flopping onto her towel. “Why don’t we have an ocean by our house, Mom?”

			“It’s difficult to move oceans, my dear,” Mom said. Dore had woken from his nap, and he sat in the sand, playing with a hank of seaweed. Bee shuddered to think of the strange beach insects he might smuggle home in his fists. Mab crouched beside him, keeping a wary eye on the waves. Every once in a while, Dore would let out a piercing screech that sounded eerily like the seagulls wheeling overhead.

			“Ah, the famous Junipers!” said a voice behind them.

			Bee turned. A young woman was making her way over the sand. She had dark hair pulled back in a messy ponytail and oversized, black-framed glasses. She was holding a camera in one hand and a spiral notebook in the other.

			“Hello,” Granddaddy said. “Alice, is this a friend of yours?”

			Mom didn’t answer—she was looking at the woman with the glasses, whose smile had slipped from her face. Bee realized that she and Granddaddy knew each other, and that Granddaddy had forgotten who she was. Bee’s heart started to thud, and she felt clammy all over for some reason, like when she wore a raincoat on a summer day.

			The young woman smiled again, but it wasn’t as wide as before. “Kyra Yu,” she said, shaking Mom’s hand. “I’m a reporter for our local paper, The Foghorn. Well—the reporter, technically. A small-town paper like The Foghorn can’t afford to pay more than one of us these days.”

			“What?” Granddaddy was frowning at Kyra. “What happened to Ramona?”

			Kyra blinked. Mom shot her a quick look and said, “Dad, would you mind grabbing me a lemonade?”

			“Of course, honey,” Granddaddy said, and made his way up the path to the house.

			“I’m sorry about that,” Mom said to Kyra, but she was already shaking her head.

			“There’s no need for apologies,” Kyra said. “Everyone in Misty Cove loves your father, and we don’t take offense when he has one of his slips.”

			Mom was worrying her lip between her teeth. “Does it happen often?”

			“He forgot who Rainstorm was the other week,” Kyra said. “And they’ve known each other for half a century. I don’t mean to worry you.” She seemed to notice that the Snolly sisters were watching closely, and she gave them a quick smile. “Most of the time, he does all right. Still—it’s nice that you’re here.”

			Mom nodded, her eyes following Granddaddy. Hattie and Bee exchanged looks. Yes, they were here to look after Granddaddy—but for how long?

			“I don’t suppose I could get a comment for The Foghorn?” Kyra said, brightening as she examined Hattie’s sandcastle. “We’re doing an article on the sandcastle competition. Preparations, local reaction, that sort of thing.”

			Hattie sat up straighter. “I could give a comment, Ms. Yu. If it’s all right with Mom, that is. It would be such an honor to have my name in your newspaper.”

			Kyra smiled—all grown-ups did, when Hattie used that voice on them. Bee clutched her stomach with pretend nausea.

			While Hattie yammered on about the sandcastle competition, managing to work in several mentions of how hard she’d been practicing and how much it would mean to her to win—Bee suspected she was hoping the judges would be reading the article—Bee’s thoughts drifted. Kyra seemed much more practical than Rainstorm Galaxy, and who would know more about the mysteries of the Fairy Islands than a reporter? When Kyra thanked Hattie for her time and walked away, Bee followed her.

			“Have you worked at The Foghorn for long?” Bee asked.

			“A couple years,” Kyra said. “I used to work for a big-city paper. Somewhere things happened, you know?” She sighed and looked out at the sea. “If I didn’t love this place so much, I’d be back there like a shot.”

			Bee thought about the story of Lucy Juniper and Matthew Fox, and Rainstorm Galaxy’s talk of the magic of the Fairy Islands. “Things don’t happen in Misty Cove?”

			“Well, some things do,” Kyra said. “Little things. Odd things. Look at this.” She pulled out her phone and showed Bee a photo.

			Bee leaned closer. The photo was of a large orange-and-white cat lounging in a sunbeam, looking very pleased with itself in the usual way of fat housecats.

			“That’s Rosie Cotton,” Kyra said. “Missing until yesterday. Prudence Clearwater called to tell us that she suddenly appeared on her doorstep.”

			“Doesn’t that happen all the time?”

			“Yes and no. In this case, Prudy swears it’s the same cat who disappeared thirty-five years ago.”

			Bee shook her head. “She must be confused.”

			“Of course,” Kyra agreed. “It’s only a story because we’ve had people calling us about the same thing for decades. Usually happens once every few years. It’s not always a cat. Sometimes it’s a dog, or a wheelbarrow. Once it was a wishing well.”

			“That’s weird.”

			“That’s Misty Cove,” Kyra said with a laugh. “Sleepy but weird. I keep telling the mayor that should be our slogan. We can have it on the signs as you drive into town.”

			“I heard some people think the Fairy Islands are magic,” Bee said.

			“Yup.” Kyra nodded. “Half the folk in town believe that. The other half laugh it off, but they still keep their boats well away from the Fairies all the same. Some people say the magic from those islands drifts into town with the fog—that depending on which way the wind’s blowing, you can expect any number of strange things to happen.”

			Bee followed Kyra’s gaze over the water. The fog hovered offshore in long tendrils. Sometimes it would drift apart, forming a gap that looked like a door.

			Kyra adjusted her glasses and looked down at Bee. “What’s with all the questions, anyway? You working on a school project or something?”

			“I’m just—um, interested in history.”

			“Well, you’re welcome at our office anytime,” she said. “Our archives go back to the 1800s.”

			Bee thanked her. Mulling all this over, she went to rejoin her family. There she stopped dead.

			“Hey,” she said. “Where’s my backpack?”

			She had left the green backpack propped against a log. Now it was gone! She spun around, frantically looking in all directions.

			“An eagle swooped down and snatched it,” Hattie said, looking solemn. “I think he smelled the Tootsie Rolls.”

			“What?!” Bee cried.

			“Oh, calm down, Bee,” Hattie said. “I moved Misdirection behind the log. It was in the way of my sand pile.”

			Bee hopped behind the log, and sure enough, there was her backpack. She hugged it to her chest, her heart thudding. She’d had Misdirection for so long that it was like a friend. Mom and Dad had given her the backpack for Christmas one year when they all still lived together in the apartment, and then Dad had helped her find the first items in her collection: spare shoelaces, tissues, and a package of toothpicks.

			“That’s not funny,” she said fiercely. She opened her mouth to say more, but Mom snapped, “Girls, what did I say about bickering?”

			Granddaddy was busy waxing his surfboard. His hair stuck up in every direction, he had a sunburn on his nose, and he looked as cheerful as Bee had ever seen him. Bee’s anger melted away. Granddaddy always had that effect on people—it was hard to be in a bad mood when you were with someone who seemed to carry a quiet happiness around with him.

			She put Misdirection on her back and gave Hattie a look. After what Kyra had said, she was even more eager to go back to the Fairy Islands. Hattie raised her eyebrows in a silent question, and Bee nodded.

			It was time to get to work on their plan.
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			CHAPTER 7

			Code Licorice

			“Wow,” Plum murmured.

			“Double wow,” Hattie said.

			The Snolly sisters were on Little Fairy Island, standing on the perfect beach. The sun was warm and the trees blocked most of the Pacific wind. It was like being in paradise.

			“Look at all these shells!” Plum exclaimed, stomping up and down the beach.

			Hattie flopped onto the white sand with a sigh and made a sand angel. “I can’t believe we own an island. Three islands!”

			“We don’t own them. Granddaddy does.”

			“They’re still ours. He’s our Granddaddy.” Hattie’s eyes narrowed. “I can’t wait to tell Misha about this. You know she told me that we don’t have a real house? She said that apartments don’t count.”

			“That’s stupid,” Bee said. “Our apartment counts. We’ve lived there since I was a baby. And our apartment is interesting. Mom has her veggie patch on the balcony, and you can see the dog park across the street.”

			“And Ben!” Plum said. She loved the neighbor’s dog, a big German shepherd who let the smaller dogs jump all over him.

			Mab sat in the shade at the edge of the beach and glared. She hadn’t enjoyed the journey to the Fairies. Even with the tide all the way out, the sand was wet and stuck to her paws. Worse, the sand was full of tiny clam holes, and the clams had a nasty habit of spitting out a stream of water whenever they felt Mab on top of them. It was almost as if, in their tiny clam minds, they sensed an ancient enemy.

			Bee opened Misdirection and pulled out the little net she used to trap butterflies back home. It only took a minute for her to nab one of the brown minnows flickering through the shallows. She tossed it in Mab’s direction, and the cat lunged after the flopping fish in a whirlwind of excitement and claws, her bad mood forgotten.

			“All right, everyone,” Bee said. “Code licorice.”

			Hattie stared at her. “You’re not supposed to use that except—”

			“Except in the most serious situations,” Bee finished. “I know. What’s more serious than helping Granddaddy? Dad will be here in three weeks, which means we only have three weeks to figure this out. We’ve got to move fast.”

			Hattie nodded slowly.

			“It’s good that we have three weeks,” Plum said.

			“Why?”

			“Three is a magic number,” Plum said, as if it were obvious.

			Bee rolled her eyes. She led Hattie and Plum to a driftwood log by the forest’s edge.

			She tried not to think about the dense forest at her back. There probably weren’t any wolves or cougars in it. It was a very small forest, after all—probably too small to be properly called a forest. The problem was, it looked like exactly the kind of place where you could find wolves and cougars, and bears too. It looked like the kind of place you could find anything. Something about those big dark trees, which jutted defiantly out of the ocean all covered in salty moss like battle wounds, made Bee understand why the Fairy Islands had so many stories attached to them. She couldn’t imagine anybody living here, especially alone.

			She squeezed Misdirection’s straps. The backpack always made her feel braver.

			“I think I’ve come up with a plan to convince Mom to move here,” she said.

			Plum opened her mouth, but Bee cut in. “You’d better not be about to say something about lemonade ice pops, Plum.”

			Plum closed her mouth.

			“Now,” Bee said, “I’ve told you what Granddaddy said about Lucy Juniper—”

			“The pirate!” Plum exclaimed. “Our granny was a pirate! I want to be a pirate.”

			“She wasn’t our granny,” Hattie said. “She was Granddaddy’s granny. Our granny lives in Montreal. And our other granny, who was married to Granddaddy, died when you were little. Only I remember her.”

			Plum frowned. “Mom says you shouldn’t brag about stuff like that.”

			“Hello? Licorice,” Bee cut in. “As I was saying, we now know that our grand-granny Lucy Juniper, ex-pirate, lived here in the Fairy Islands. We also know that she stole from the rich. She must have kept some of her loot, right?”

			“Maybe,” Hattie said. She was still trying to be skeptical, but Bee had seen how her eyes lit up at the word loot.

			“So I say we find it,” Bee said. “And then we use it to help Granddaddy.”

			“Yeah!” Plum clapped her hands. In honor of their visit to the Fairy Islands, she had worn her fairy costume, a swishy green dress with wings attached to it and a crown of artificial flowers. “Granddaddy can buy a new blender!”

			“No, not the blender,” Bee said. Granddaddy had been complaining about his old blender that morning. “Although I don’t suppose blenders are very expensive. If there was enough treasure, he could buy one. But I mean that we can give the money to Mom, and then she can quit her job. And we can move here.”

			Plum gave a shriek. “Yes!”

			Hattie was quiet, mulling it over. Bee bit back her annoyance and waited. As the oldest of the Snolly sisters, Hattie had a large amount of power over their adventures (unfair, Bee thought, but then it was also unfair that she should be two years older than Plum but only one inch taller). Plum copied much of what Hattie did, and she would usually agree with whatever Hattie decided. That often left Bee outvoted.

			Hattie interrupted her thoughts by saying, “I think it’s a brilliant idea.”

			Brilliant? Bee’s jaw dropped. “You do?”

			“Yes. It’s too bad that we won’t be able to keep the treasure for ourselves.” Hattie drew a long breath, as if the idea actually hurt. “But Granddaddy needs our help. He’ll like living with us, I know he will.”

			“Especially if we have treasure,” Plum said.

			Hattie grinned at Bee. “I’m glad you thought of something. I’ve been sad about Granddaddy ever since Mom told us he was sick, but this makes me feel a bit better.”

			Bee shrugged and fiddled around with Misdirection. Inside, though, she was glowing. Hattie didn’t compliment her very often, and she’d almost forgotten how nice it felt when she did.

			“Let’s look now!” Plum said. She went tearing up the beach with her wings flapping behind her. The crown flew off her head, and Mab pounced.

			“Wait,” Hattie called. Plum reversed course and raced down the beach, raced past them, then raced back. When people met Plum, they often joked that she must have just eaten a lot of sugar.

			“We need a plan,” Hattie said. “We can’t just go running around the islands willy-nilly. We’ll never find the treasure that way.”

			Hattie looked at Bee, and Bee felt that proud glow again.

			“Right,” she said, reaching into Misdirection and pulling out a notebook and pencil. “Let’s get to work.”
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			CHAPTER 8

			Three Thieves

			“You go first,” Hattie said.

			“Why do I have to go first?” Bee demanded. “You’re the oldest.”

			“Because this was your idea. I don’t want her offering me another milkshake.”

			“You think I want one?”

			The three Snollys were outside OOO, arguing. The sleepy little village was even sleepier on a Sunday morning. Across the street, an old lady walked her dog, which kept pulling at its leash, trying to drag her over to the Snollys to say hello. A few tourists in swimsuits hung around outside the surf shop, the only place that was open. Another fog had drifted in off the sea, and everything was blurred and glittery with damp.

			Plum stuck her face against the window. “It’s all dark inside.”

			“That’s because they don’t open till suppertime on Sundays. There’s probably someone in the back.” Bee drew a deep breath and rapped her hand against the door.

			Plum kept her face to the glass. “I don’t see anyone coming.”

			Bee rapped again.

			“Maybe we should break in,” Hattie suggested. “We can use a bobby pin like the kids in that movie.”

			“Oooh, yes,” Plum said.

			“That’s ridiculous,” Bee said. “We’re here to talk to Rainstorm Galaxy. Why would we break into her restaurant?”

			“Because she’s in there, she just can’t hear us. I can see a light on in the kitchen.”

			“She won’t want to talk to us if we break in like thieves!”

			“We’ll say the door was open. Come on, I have to go to the bathroom!” Hattie hopped up and down. “Don’t you have a bobby pin?”

			Bee pressed her lips together, torn between arguing with Hattie’s ridiculous plan and proving that she did, in fact, have a bobby pin. She’d never not had something in Misdirection just when it was needed.

			Her pride won, and she fished around in the green backpack for a bobby pin. “Here.”

			Hattie seized it and shoved it into the lock. “Hmm,” she said. “Now what?”

			“Move it around,” Plum suggested.

			Hattie rattled the bobby pin around in the lock. “It’s not doing anything.” She knelt and squinted into the lock. “Bee, give me a flashlight.”

			Bee reached into Misdirection again while Hattie muttered and fiddled with the bobby pin. Her hand had just closed around the flashlight when she became aware that someone was standing behind them.

			Rainstorm Galaxy leaned against a lamppost, arms crossed, smiling. “Give her the flashlight,” she said encouragingly. “I’ve always wanted to know if that trick works.”

			Bee leaped back a step, colliding with Hattie. “I—we weren’t—I mean, we were, but—”

			“So, you have something to talk to me about, do you?” Rainstorm Galaxy said. “You weren’t sick in the night? Because there’s a bug going around, you know. Nasty stomach bug. Nothing to do with my restaurant.”

			She was talking rather quickly. Bee said, “No, we’re fine. We just wanted to ask you about the Fairy Islands.”

			“Oh!” She looked relieved. “Well, you came to the right place. I know all about the Fairy Islands. But first, why don’t you girls come inside for a milkshake?”

			“That’s okay,” Hattie and Bee said in unison.

			“Yes, please,” Plum said.

			Rainstorm Galaxy grinned at her. “Good choice, little fairy. How about I add extra chocolate this time?” She tweaked Plum’s flower-crown and unlocked the door, then bustled into the back, from which soon arose an alarming series of bangs and crashes.

			Hattie and Bee stared at Plum. “What?” she said. “I like octopus milkshakes.”
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			CHAPTER 9

			Like Folds in a Couch

			Rainstorm Galaxy took them to the Misty Cove Museum, which was up the street from OOO. It seemed to be the last building in the village—the road ended at a big cement block a few yards ahead, the trees folding together into a rustling wall. Bee liked how the village seemed to blend into the wilderness at the edges. Some of the lawns were tidy, while others had mushrooms and cedar saplings poking out of them. It was like Misty Cove was locked in a long, slow wrestling match with the forest.

			The curator called out a greeting as soon as Rainstorm walked in, and happily welcomed “the Juniper kids” inside. There were only a few other people there—three kids peering into a display case full of stuffed hawks while their parents stared at their cellphones, and one of the ladies who had been meditating in OOO, who now seemed to be meditating in front of a map of tectonic plates.

			Bee looked around while Rainstorm chatted with the curator. The museum was a small, one-room building that smelled of cedar. The display cases were crammed full of a mixture of First Nations artifacts and old farming and navigational instruments, and there was also a science section that covered the plants and animals of the area.

			Mab followed them into the museum, sniffing at the displays. She seemed pleased that the sisters had chosen an activity far away from her nemesis the sea.

			Bee gazed at an aerial photo of Misty Cove. The three Fairy Islands looked tiny, but for some reason, she couldn’t stop staring at them. The photo had been taken at dusk, and Bee thought she could make out something glittering in the water between the islands—just like Rainstorm had said.

			“They draw the eye, don’t they?” Rainstorm said behind her, and Bee jumped. “That’s part of their magic. The pull will be especially strong for you Juniper girls, I imagine, given your family ties to the place.”

			“Did Lucy Juniper get her magic from the Fairy Islands?” Hattie said.

			“The Fairy Islands are magic,” Rainstorm Galaxy said. “Just like all in-between places. The kind of magic that seeps into your bones. Your great-great-grandmother lived there for years. She may not have been a witch when she moved there, but she certainly became one. And I’m willing to bet she passed some of that magic on down to you lot.”

			Bee shook her head. What a bunch of nonsense! Predictably, Hattie and Plum looked delighted. “We’re not witches,” Bee told her for the second time.

			“That cat might say otherwise,” Rainstorm Galaxy said, pointing at Mab. “I don’t know anybody else with a black cat following them everywhere. Bit strange, don’t you think?”

			“We rescued Mab from under a bridge when she was a kitten,” Bee said patiently. “That’s why she follows us around.”

			“What magic can I do?” Plum demanded, and Bee groaned.

			“Well, I don’t know, little miss,” Rainstorm said. “Magic isn’t always obvious, you see, and it doesn’t always involve casting spells. Is there anything you’re particularly good at?”

			“Wrecking other people’s homework,” Bee said. Plum went red and looked down at her feet, and Bee felt a twinge of guilt. Her annoyance had made her sound meaner than she wanted to.

			“Don’t be like that, Bee,” Hattie said. To Plum she added, “You’re good at a lot of things, Plum Pudding. You’re the best at every sport—your gym teacher said so.”

			Plum cheered a little at that. “Even softball,” she said proudly. “But I have to stop running when I get to home base.”

			Hattie turned to Rainstorm. “We want to know more about the Fairy Islands because we want to know if our grand-granny buried any treasure there.”

			“Ah.” Rainstorm Galaxy let out a sigh. “I wish I could help you there, girls. The thing is, you’re not the first ones to ask that question. Over the years, a number of people have snuck over to the Fairy Islands to look for Lucy Juniper’s loot. Nobody’s ever found anything.”

			“Maybe they aren’t looking in the right places,” Bee said.

			“Well, maybe. But there aren’t many places to look. Those islands are pretty small. If you ask me, I think she probably spent everything, or gave it away before she died. She was a generous soul, Lucy Juniper, not that she ever got much credit for it.”

			Bee’s heart sank. But Hattie, as usual, hadn’t been paying attention. “I bet the treasure’s hidden by magic,” she said.

			“Will you stop?” Bee said. “The islands aren’t magic. I guarantee that there’s a scientific explanation for every strange thing that’s ever happened there.”

			“You’re very sure of yourself, aren’t you?” Rainstorm said, smiling. “What’s your scientific explanation for this?”

			She led them to another display case. It showed a grainy black-and-white photograph of a skeletal ship beached on Fairy Island. Below it were a number of artifacts, including a compass, a glued-together china plate, and some narrow pieces of wood that looked like they came from a railing. Everything was very old. The Wreck of the Seafarer, 1870, the sign said.

			“A shipwreck!” Plum said. “Were they pirates too?”

			“Oh, no,” Rainstorm said. “The Seafarer was a British ship sent to map the coast.”

			“What happened to it?” Hattie was examining a little pile of silver coins in the display with a greedy light in her eye. Bee could see her head filling up with treasure chests full of gold and silver as clearly as if there were a cartoon thought bubble above her.

			“Nobody knows,” Rainstorm said. “The ship ran aground late at night. Twelve of the men on board drowned—the whole crew, apart from the first mate.”

			“What?” Hattie said. “How is that possible? You can walk to Fairy Island at low tide.”

			Rainstorm had a knowing gleam in her eye. “How indeed? The first mate swore a brutal storm sprang up just as they came into the cove. Somehow they ran aground and tore a hole in the hull. Many of the sailors went mad, the first mate said, claiming they saw lanterns shining in the distance. They jumped into the waves and swam out toward them. Those men were never seen again, and their bodies have never been found.”

			“Ohhh,” Plum breathed.

			“So they got caught in a storm,” Bee said. “And they panicked. That isn’t so strange.”

			“But there was no storm,” Rainstorm said. “Not according to the folks who found the first mate in the morning. It had been a clear summer night with barely a breath of wind.”

			“Ohhh,” Hattie and Plum said together.

			Bee snorted, ignoring the shiver that went down her spine like a snowflake sliding below her shirt collar.

			Rainstorm beckoned them to the next display. It showed a painting of a ship, which lay on its side on a beach, its mast broken.

			“Is that—” Bee began.

			“Little Fairy Island,” Rainstorm said, nodding. “This is the Paloma, a Spanish ship that ran aground in 1789. No survivors, even though it crashed on a calm, clear night, with a full moon, no less.” She pointed to the display behind them. “Here’s a more recent one. The Hawkeye, a fishing boat that washed up on Little Fairy in the ’50s. Same story there. Captain swore there was a terrible storm, though all the villagers said the weather was fair.”

			Bee read the signs on the displays, hoping that Rainstorm Galaxy was wrong. But there it all was, written out in neat black text.

			Plum was yammering questions about ghosts, nearly beside herself with excitement. Rainstorm laughed. “Well, I can’t say I’ve ever seen a ghost myself, but I wouldn’t be surprised if there’s one or two wandering around those isles, looking for their lost ship. Strange things have been happening on the Fairies long before your grand-granny came to live there, and strange things kept happening long after she left. It’s the nature of in-between places. They’re like folds in a couch—all sorts of things slip through and collect over the years.”

			Rainstorm wandered over to a display on the opposite wall, and Plum and Hattie followed. Bee heard a display case creak open behind her, and turned to find a boy rearranging the artifacts. He had a clipboard with him, and whenever he moved something, he added a note to a column. He looked like he was around twelve, Hattie’s age, skinny with brown skin and bright blue hair.

			“Hey,” Bee said, “I saw you looking for coins on the beach.”

			“Oh, I look for coins everywhere,” the boy replied, not glancing up from his clipboard. “The park. The school bleachers. I’ve found thirty-seven dollars in less than a month. I’m only volunteering here because my mom said she’d give me a hundred dollars if I did something for other people this summer.”

			Bee was strongly reminded of Hattie.

			“Why do you need all that money?” she asked. “Or do you just collect money so that you can keep it in a locked box under your bed and you only open it when you want to stare at all your loot?”

			He gave her a funny look. “Who would do that?”

			“Oh, I don’t know.”

			“Well, it’s not any of your business why I need money.” As he spoke, his gaze strayed to the display case again. In it were several miniatures of historic sailboats.

			“That’s true,” Bee said. “Sorry. Sometimes I say whatever I’m thinking, even when I shouldn’t.”

			The boy seemed to snap out of his daze, and he smiled at her. “That’s all right. I’m Ashley.”

			She held out her hand. “Phoebe Snolly.”

			“Snolly?” the boy repeated. His smile vanished, and he looked at her hand as if it smelled bad.

			“What?” Bee demanded.

			“If you’re a Snolly, that means you’re one of the pirate witch’s granddaughters. Your family’s famous around here. I bet you think you’re royalty or something, huh?”

			Bee didn’t know what to make of this, but her loyalty to plain facts made her say, “Technically, I’m her great-great-granddaughter.”

			“Sure. Whatever.”

			Bee squinted at him. “Why do you keep looking at me like that?”

			“Like what?”

			“Like I smell bad or something.”

			He went red and glared at her, as if she should have pretended not to notice. Bee thought that most people probably would have, but Bee said what she thought, even if it got her in trouble—which it often did. “I’m not,” he said.

			“You’re doing it right now!” Bee cried.

			“That’s just the way my face looks. It’s always like this.”

			“Oh, really,” Bee said skeptically.

			“Yep.” He wrinkled his nose at his clipboard, as if to prove it.

			She folded her arms. “Do you believe all those silly stories about witches and magic storms?”

			“Dunno.” He tucked his blue hair behind his ear. “I’ve seen a couple ghosts, though. Guess I believe in them.”

			Bee’s mouth fell open. She would have thought the boy was making it up, only he didn’t seem at all interested in whether she believed him or not. He picked up a stuffed beaver from the display and made another mark on the clipboard.

			“You’ve seen ghosts in Misty Cove?”

			“Yeah. Never at this time of year. The ghosts like the cold. They like storms and long nights. Winter’s when they’re out wandering the Fairies. Some of the stories are about your grandmother, since she died there.”

			“Great. Great. Grandmother,” Bee said, putting a period between each word.

			“Whatever.” Ashley turned his back on her. Bee didn’t care. When Ashley went to look at the cabinets on the other side of the museum, glaring at her over his shoulder, she glared right back. If Hattie or Plum had been there, she would have used the gummy worm code.

			Bee turned back to the photo of the Hawkeye, frowning. She didn’t believe in ghosts, or imaginary storms, or any of the rest of it. And maybe Lucy Juniper hadn’t left any treasure on the islands, but something told her they had to look anyway.

			At the root of every fairy tale is science, she thought, like the seed of a flower.
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			CHAPTER 10

			Plum

			The Snollys couldn’t go to the Fairy Islands that afternoon because of the tide, but Plum didn’t mind. When they got back to the cottage, Mom and Granddaddy had lunch ready, and Granddaddy had three new kinds of chocolate chip cookies for them to try.

			“This one,” Bee said decisively, pointing to the batch of pumpkin-pie chocolate chip cookies.

			“Uh-uh,” Hattie said. She waved a cheesecake chocolate chip cookie. “These are the best. I like them even better than the marshmallow ones.”

			“What do you think, my Plum?” Granddaddy asked.

			Plum thought about it. She wanted to agree with Hattie—she liked it when they agreed. But she had to tell Granddaddy the truth. “I like the Halloween-candy chocolate chip cookies best,” she said. “But the cheesecake ones are second-best,” she added.

			“Well!” Granddaddy rubbed his chin and looked solemnly at the cookies. “Mixed reviews, it seems. Perhaps my daughter can break the tie.”

			“I like plain chocolate chip cookies,” Mom said. “No need to add anything when they’re perfect as they are.”

			“Oh dear,” Granddaddy said. “Back to the drawing board.”

			After lunch, while Mom made Hattie and Bee help her paint Granddaddy’s fence, Plum ran circles around the backyard with Mab. The backyard didn’t look like any backyard Plum had ever seen. It sloped down toward the sea, and she felt as if she could leap into the air and fly over those blue waves if she ran fast enough. The end of the lawn was crowded with blackberry bushes, the berries just starting to darken. There was an old apple tree all covered in moss and a tall cedar with an eagle’s nest in it.

			Mab pounced on beetles and worms and things too small for Plum to see. But the cat wore herself out after a while and flopped onto her side in the shade.

			Plum picked wild roses and stuck them in her hair. When she ran, the petals flew behind her like a spell. She did it over and over again, until Mom, passing by with an empty paint bucket, laughed and asked what she was doing. Plum shrugged as if she didn’t know, but inside she was smiling. For Plum had a secret that she hadn’t told anyone.

			When she put on her fairy costume, she became a fairy.

			It happened with all of her costumes. Mom didn’t know, for Plum always pretended to be an ordinary girl whenever she was around. But she knew that if she went to the Fairy Islands in her fairy costume, the fairies would know she was one of them.

			Granddaddy asked Plum to help him with dinner, so she reluctantly abandoned her flower-spells and went inside. But he gave her some dough to knead for rolls, and that was fun too, for she could scatter the flour around and pretend she was making magic potions. She thought that all fairy food was probably enchanted, so she enchanted the rolls, whispering spells that would make them extra fluffy.

			“I think someone’s had a little too much sugar today,” Mom said afterward, eyeing the flour on the walls and floor. “Maybe tomorrow Granddaddy should take a break from cookie baking.”

			“I had a milkshake, Mommy,” Plum said, because she was a good fairy and she didn’t want Granddaddy to be in trouble. She knew how terrible it felt to be in trouble, like the time she’d ruined Bee’s diorama.

			“Did you,” Mom said, giving Hattie a narrow look. Clever Hattie chose that moment to point out the flowers she’d picked for Mom that afternoon.

			Plum liked having dinner at Granddaddy’s. They all crowded around his small table, so close that Hattie’s and Plum’s chairs were touching. Granddaddy told a story about the last surfing competition he had won—Granddaddy was too quiet to tell stories very often, but when he did, they were always good—while the sea sounds came in through the window and made everything dreamy.

			Plum wished they could stay at Granddaddy’s forever, not just the summer. She wouldn’t miss anything back home, except for the glow-in-the-dark star stickers on her bedroom ceiling, and she thought she could probably get new ones for her little bedroom in the cottage. If she went to school in Misty Cove, maybe she would make friends. She didn’t have any friends back home. There was a boy in her class who made fun of her costumes, and the other kids were afraid of him, so they didn’t talk to her.

			Sometimes, Plum wondered if she should stop wearing her costumes. It made her sad to think about that, but not having friends was also sad.

			After dinner, Plum escaped to her bedroom. She could hardly believe how lucky she was to have her own room. It was yellow (her favorite color) with misty white curtains and a little shelf for all the shells she had found.

			Her bedroom was also the perfect place for her transformations. She could put on her lion costume and roar and pounce all she wanted, and Bee wasn’t there to get mad. True, Hattie had banged on the wall last night when Plum was a dinosaur, but she would just have to be a quiet dinosaur next time.

			Plum thought about it, then quickly changed into her ghost costume. Rainstorm Galaxy’s stories had stuck with her, and she thought it more likely that she would find ghosts on the Fairy Islands than fairies, which was all right with her. Ghosts were just as good.

			She looked at herself in the mirror. Perfect! Her ghost costume was a billowy white dress with billowy sleeves that went past her hands. The best part of the costume was the spooky veil made from a thin white sheet.

			Plum pulled the veil over her face and glided ghostfully around the room until she heard Hattie calling her. She ran to meet her and Bee in the hallway.

			“Mom, we’re just going to walk to Fairy Island,” Bee called.

			Mom looked up from her script. Granddaddy was sitting on the couch across from her, reading a book. “All right, girls. Stick together, and be back before dark.”

			They put their water shoes on and ran down to the beach. “First things first,” Bee said, once they reached Fairy Island, which was quiet and dark in the long evening shadows. “If we want to find the treasure, we need to make a map and divide it into sections. We’ll search each section one at a time, and if we find anything unusual, we’ll put it in one of these.” She pulled out a package of Ziploc bags. “I think we should stick to aboveground exploration today, but tomorrow we can bring shovels and do a proper archaeological dig—”

			“This is boring,” Hattie said, rolling her eyes. “Let’s just look around, Bee.”

			Plum nodded in agreement. There was a tree at the edge of the beach that would be perfect for climbing. She spun in slow circles along the grass and pictured herself as a cloud of mist.

			“We have to do things scientifically,” Bee said, glaring at Hattie. “You said we needed a plan.”

			“Yes, but I thought you would come up with an interesting plan. You can do all the science you want, but Plum and I are going to find the treasure. Come on, Plum.” Hattie plunged into the forest, and Plum followed.

			The forest of Fairy Island was thick, crowded with sharp-edged salal bushes that pulled at Plum’s skirt. Hattie quickly got distracted by a patch of strawberries growing in a little clearing—strawberries were Hattie’s weakness—and Plum drifted on through the forest. The branches were wet and sparkly when the sun hit them.

			“Woooo,” Plum murmured at the chipmunk who had paused to squawk at her. “Woooo.”

			She drew up her veil and hopped through the forest. She was a lonely ghost doomed to wander forever, with only the squirrels and chipmunks for company. Sometimes sailors passing by in boats would catch a flash of white among the trees, but that was all anyone knew about the sad little ghost of Fairy Island, who had died tragically, devoured by a killer whale. People in Misty Cove told scary stories about her, and one day, a little girl came to Fairy Island to be her friend. She sat in the forest and told Plum stories about the human world, and Plum impressed her with ghostly magic tricks, and they became best friends . . .

			Plum was so caught up in being a lonely ghost that she didn’t see the stone poking out of the ground until she tripped over it.

			“Ummph,” she said, forgetting to be ghostly for a moment. She picked herself up and examined her ghost costume. Unfortunately, there was a big smear of mud down the front now. Could ghosts be muddy? She didn’t think so.

			She looked at the stone. It was flat and smooth and black, mostly covered with moss. Two tall stones stood up on either side of it. Together they looked like a door.

			Plum blinked. For a moment, there had been something on the other side of the not-door. A swirl of mist and a dark grove of trees that didn’t look like the trees on Fairy Island.

			Plum went around to the other side of the stone door. She saw nothing strange through that side. Still, she didn’t walk through it. She knew all about magic doors—she’d read about them in books. Some doors were good, and went to nice places, but others went to bad places.

			Bee came tromping through the forest, muttering angry things about Hattie. “There you are!” she said. “You have to stay with me or Hattie, or Mom will be mad.”

			“Don’t go through there!” Plum cried. “It’s a magic door. It leads to a spooky forest.”

			Bee rolled her eyes. “Sure.”

			She walked right through the stones, and nothing happened. Plum let out a sigh of relief. Clearly, the magic door wasn’t magic all the time.

			“Weird,” Bee said, examining the stones. “I wonder if this was part of Lucy Juniper’s house. No, wait—she lived on Little Fairy. Maybe this was part of somebody else’s house.”

			Plum nodded. “I think it was a fairy house.”

			Bee didn’t seem to hear her. “I’ll put it on the map. Here, look—I’m almost finished.”

			Plum looked at the map Bee had drawn. It showed a mostly round island—if Little Fairy was shaped like a crescent moon, Fairy Island was like the moon when it was a sliver away from full. In the middle of the island, where Hattie had stopped to pick strawberries, Bee had drawn a garden.

			“I think this was Lucy Juniper’s garden,” Bee said. “It’s overgrown, but there’s a potato patch and some berries. I’ll have to examine it properly tomorrow. Come on, there’s still two islands to map.”

			Plum wasn’t interested in maps, but she did want to go to Ghost Island. They hadn’t been able to get there before because the tide was too high. She ran after Bee, forgetting all about the magic door.

			They clambered down Fairy Island’s rocky shoreline. The bigger island had no beaches, only a series of sandstone ledges covered in barnacles and seaweed below the high-tide line. Crunch, crunch went Plum’s shoes. She held her arms out to the sides as they crossed the spit of rock connecting the two islands. The wind made her sleeves billow.

			They found Hattie already crashing through the forest of Little Fairy. Because the island was so small, you could see little slivers of sea through the trees no matter where you stood.

			Hattie emerged, shaking leaves from her hair. “Nothing!” she said, and flopped down on the sand.

			“Nothing?” Bee repeated. “You’ve been looking for five minutes!”

			Hattie squinted up at her. “Bee, that forest is tiny. If there were any, I don’t know, treasure chests in there, it wouldn’t even take five minutes to find them. You try.”

			Bee, muttering under her breath, stomped into the trees. There followed a series of stifled shrieks as she got herself tangled in a blackberry bush.

			Plum didn’t follow her. She didn’t know why, but Little Fairy felt different from its bigger neighbor. The trees were a little more twisted, and the shadows a little heavier, less like shadows and more like puddles of dark. She sat down next to Hattie, curling her legs underneath her.

			“Do you think ghosts are afraid of other ghosts?” she said quietly.

			Hattie thought it over. “Some ghosts are scarier than other ghosts. I bet the less-scary ghosts are afraid of the really scary ones.”

			Plum nodded. She tried not to think of ghosts peeking out at her from among the trees.

			“Come on,” Hattie said, taking Plum’s hand.

			Walking from Little Fairy to Ghost Island was tricky. There was no rocky ledge connecting the two islands, like there was between Fairy and Little Fairy, only a long, wet sandbank that was usually underwater. Plum’s feet sank down with every step.

			The girls clambered up the side of Ghost Island. The wet sand gave way to dry sand and driftwood, and then they were standing on a patch of grass and prickly bushes.

			Plum gave a happy shout and ran from one end of the island to the other. It only took a few seconds—the entire island was barely the size of Granddaddy’s house. She could already imagine the perfect little fort she could build there out of driftwood. True, it wasn’t a very good habitat for a ghost, as there wasn’t anything to hide behind, but it was perfect for a pirate. Yes, she would wear her pirate costume the next time she came here.

			Hattie didn’t look impressed by Ghost Island. “There’s not much room to hide treasure here,” she said doubtfully.

			A seal drifted by, eyeing them. Plum gazed into its amber eyes and realized that she’d never asked Mom to make her a seal costume. She suddenly wanted to be a seal very much.

			Bee appeared a few minutes later. She was in a bad mood. Plum could always tell when Bee was in a bad mood, because her face went all red and she held on to the straps of Misdirection with her hands in the shape of fists.

			Hattie, though, wasn’t scared of Bee’s bad moods. “Calm down,” she said before Bee could open her mouth. “Just because we didn’t find the treasure right away doesn’t mean there isn’t any. It’s probably buried. That’s why people always talk about buried treasure, right? We’ll bring a shovel tomorrow.”

			Bee’s bad mood faded a little at this. “I dropped my compass somewhere,” she said in a cranky voice.

			“I’ll help you find it tomorrow,” Hattie promised. “Oh look, mushrooms.”

			Hattie was good at distracting people from bad moods. Bee went to look at the mushrooms right away, pulling out her plant book.

			“That’s weird,” she said, flipping through the book. “They’re not in here. I wonder if they’re a kind of lichen. They look a bit like this one here—it’s called a pixie cup. But pixie cups aren’t red . . .”

			Plum wrinkled her nose at the mushrooms. She didn’t like the looks of them. They were big and red with scabby white dots all over the tops.

			“It’s a fairy ring,” Hattie said. “That’s what it’s called when you have mushrooms in a ring like that. Fairies dance in the middle.”

			“They’re just mushrooms. Nothing to do with fairies,” Bee said, and she and Hattie got into an argument about it.

			Plum thought the mushrooms did look like a fairy ring. But she didn’t think she’d want to meet the kinds of fairies that danced inside those mushrooms. She went down to the beach, where the sea splashed into a tiny cove with a wet gulping sound.

			Plum spun in slow circles. She liked how her skirt fanned around her when she spun. She was a ghost again, and ghosts could speak to other ghosts, couldn’t they?

			“Please show us where the treasure is,” she whispered to the spray. “I’m a ghost just like you—will you help me?”

			Woooosha, woooosha, the sea ghosts replied. Plum kept spinning until she got dizzy and had to sit down, and then Hattie called her name, and she ran back to her sisters.
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			CHAPTER 11

			The Opposite of Bears

			The next day, the Snolly sisters went back to the Fairy Islands.

			And the day after that.

			And the day after that.

			They didn’t find any treasure, or treasure maps, or any sign of Lucy Juniper’s house.

			Nothing.

			By the end of the week, Bee was starting to lose hope. Hattie said she was bored of going to the islands every day, arguing that she was never going to win the sandcastle competition if she didn’t practice. She had decided that Rainstorm Galaxy had been right—there was no treasure to be found, and they would have to come up with another way to convince Mom to move to Misty Cove.

			Bee ignored her and kept up her search with Plum, but even Mab was a better treasure hunter than Plum—she kept getting distracted by her own imagination, or suddenly deciding to measure the length of Fairy Island in cartwheels.

			Two weeks, Bee thought, as worry made knots in her stomach. Only two weeks left to figure this out.

			“Plum!” Bee called into the forest after another fruitless morning. “We’re going to be late!” Kyra Yu had invited them to visit The Foghorn that day for a tour. Bee hoped that she would find some clue there about Lucy Juniper’s cabin—maybe someone had written an article about it. She thought that the cabin was the likeliest place to find Lucy’s treasure.

			She stopped, listening to the silence. Where was Plum? Bee was sure she’d been right behind her.

			She let out a shriek as Plum suddenly bounded forward with a loud Boo!

			“Where did you come from?” Bee demanded.

			“I was invisible,” Plum said excitedly, pushing back the veil of her ghost costume. “You were looking at me, but you couldn’t see me!”

			“That’s because the sun was in my eyes,” Bee said. “You’re supposed to be helping me look for the treasure.” She shoved her map of Fairy Island into Misdirection. She had divided it into squares that she had been searching one by one, digging little holes to look for anything unusual, like an archaeologist would.

			“I was helping!” Plum said. “I was talking to the ghost.”

			Bee sighed.

			“There is a ghost,” Plum said. “She lives in the wind. She floats around me and pulls on my hair and whispers things.”

			Bee raised a skeptical eyebrow. “What sort of things?”

			“I don’t know,” Plum admitted. “It’s hard to understand. But I think she agreed to help us find the treasure.”

			“That’s nice of her,” Bee said, wishing for the hundredth time that Hattie was there—she was better at being patient with Plum. “Can you carry the shovel?”

			“I want to talk to the ghost some more.”

			“Remember what that boy Ashley said. The ghosts in the Fairy Islands only come out in the winter.”

			“He didn’t say that,” Plum said. “He said he’s never seen a ghost in the summer. That doesn’t mean there aren’t any around now. Maybe they sleep more in the summer. Like bears, but the opposite.”

			Bee groaned. That was Plum—perfectly sensible, but only about things that made no sense.

			

			•   •   •

			“Welcome, welcome!” Kyra said as she let Bee and Plum into the building. The Foghorn occupied a small one-story office between an ice cream place and a surf shop.

			“Thank you,” Bee said. “Are we too early? We can come back later if you’re busy.”

			“We’re never busy around here,” Kyra said, sweeping her hand around the office. Only one other person was there, a gray-haired man hunched over a computer in the corner, muttering to himself. The office smelled of burnt coffee—and, for some reason, birthday cake.

			Kyra sighed. “I worked for that city paper for a year after I graduated from journalism school. I wrote stories about four different murder trials. Want to hear what I wrote about last week for The Foghorn? The Misty Cove High School badminton tournament.” She gazed longingly out the window, as if wishing a murderer or two would walk by.

			“We were wondering if we could look at some old newspaper articles,” Bee said. “Like from a hundred years ago, or earlier? We’re looking for more information about the Fairy Islands.”

			“Sure,” Kyra said. She sat down at another computer, motioning them over. “Our archives are all digital now. I’ll pull them up for you.”

			Plum sat in the chair beside her, swinging her legs. “Are there any stories about ghosts?” she said in a voice that was almost too quiet to hear. Plum was always shy around new people.

			“You like ghosts, huh?” Kyra said. “I did too, when I was little. My mom used to tell me all these ghost stories she learned from her parents in China—their village was on the sea too, and it was just as haunted as Misty Cove, apparently. Ghosts must like the seaside as much as the living do.”

			Plum’s gaze was rapt. “Have you ever seen a ghost?”

			“I don’t believe in ghosts,” Kyra said. “At least, I didn’t think I did—until one appeared right in front of me.” She widened her eyes at Plum and held out a shaky hand, as if expecting Plum the ghost to pass right through her.

			Plum started giggling so hard, she fell off her chair. There was nothing she liked better than having someone compliment one of her costumes. Bee noticed that Kyra was a lot younger than Mom—she reminded Bee of some of her friends’ older sisters.

			“Are there any articles about Lucy Juniper’s cabin?” Bee asked. “Any photos?”

			Kyra smiled. “Looking for Lucy’s buried treasure, are you?”

			“Well—” Bee stopped. She didn’t know how much she should tell Kyra, so she settled for a half-truth. “We’re looking for something that belonged to her. I can’t say what it is.”

			“Ah,” Kyra said. “A family quest, is it? Well, I’m afraid the answer is no. I looked through the archives myself a while ago—I was thinking about writing an article about the pirate treasure legend. It’s funny that nobody has ever been able to track down the location of Lucy Juniper’s cabin. The problem is that The Foghorn wasn’t really a proper newspaper back in Lucy’s time. This town was so small. The paper would go out of print for a few years, then someone would start it back up again. That means there are a lot of gaps in the records.”

			“Oh,” Bee said, deflated. She’d been so hopeful that Kyra would be able to help them.

			“You might find this interesting, though,” Kyra said. She clicked through the website and pulled up a grainy photograph that had been printed on paper since gone very yellow. “This is from a story about a new road that was being built in Misty Cove. Look familiar?”

			Bee squinted. The photo showed a family in old-fashioned clothes, a man and woman and two children. The littlest one had such a broad smile that her eyes were completely scrunched up. Bee would recognize that smile anywhere.

			“She looks like Granddaddy,” she said.

			“She does, doesn’t she? Well, that’s Lucy Juniper. Must be about eight or nine there.”

			“Wow!” Bee and Plum leaned close to the screen. Lucy Juniper was blurred in the bad scan. Apart from the smile, it was hard to tell what she looked like.

			“What do you see behind Lucy?” Kyra said.

			Bee squinted. “It’s the bunkie!”

			So it was. The bunkie had a different roof, and the apple tree was gone, but it was definitely the same building.

			“Lucy Juniper grew up there,” Kyra said. “It was the only building on the property before your family built the house your grandfather lives in now. So if you’re looking for something that belonged to Lucy—well, maybe you’ll find it a little closer to home.”
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			CHAPTER 12

			Tap Tap

			“Well met, Prospero!” Mom said as they came up the path to the backyard. She was sitting in a lawn chair reading while Dore played with his toys in the grass. “What brave new worlds have you discovered today?”

			Dore let out a squawk that sounded so much like a raven that Bee almost turned to look up at the trees.

			“I don’t know who Prospero is, Mommy,” Plum said.

			“He’s a magician who lived on a magic island,” Bee said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t you remember Mom’s last play?”

			“Don’t roll your eyes at magic, darling,” Mom said. “Shakespeare’s plays are full of it—ghosts, witches, enchantments. And if the great bard respected magic, you would do well to do the same.”

			“We weren’t doing magic,” Bee said. “We were doing science.”

			“Science, you say?” Granddaddy said. His apron was stained with chocolate, and he brought with him a puff of cookie smell as he stepped through the door. “More botany, Phoebe?”

			Bee shot Plum a look. “Mostly archaeology, actually,” she said. “We’re trying to find Lucy Juniper’s house. Do you want to see the maps?” She was bursting with pride about her maps, which she hadn’t been able to brag about at all, for neither Plum nor Hattie were interested.

			“Very much,” Granddaddy said.

			They went into the kitchen and Bee spread her maps over the table. She had three now, one for each island.

			“This is good,” Granddaddy said, and Bee swelled. “And these squares indicate where you’ve searched, I see? Hmm. Clever. But have you considered looking for what isn’t there?”

			Bee blinked. “Why would I do that?”

			Granddaddy tapped the map of Little Fairy. “I see that there’s a small clearing here between these two cedars. And it looks like there’s another gap over here, at the edge of the beach. I wonder if there might be a reason why there aren’t any trees there.”

			Bee’s heart was racing. “Like . . . like maybe there was a house there!”

			“Maybe. If there is anything left of my granny’s house, it will be hard to spot. Perhaps a few wooden boards covered in moss and leaves. Is that helpful?”

			Bee nodded. She could hardly wait to get back to the Fairy Islands.

			“Good. Now, perhaps you could help me set the table. I’m afraid it’s taking me too long.”

			Bee looked at the table. Granddaddy had placed a small pile of spoons there, as well as the wrong number of bowls. “Are we having soup for dinner, Granddaddy?” she said.

			“Salmon and salad,” he said, looking at the bowls. “This isn’t right, is it? Why don’t you finish up, Phoebe? I’m going to lie down for a moment.”

			Bee nodded, biting her lip. She put the bowls and spoons away and counted out the plates, cups, and cutlery. Her hands shook a little, and when she was done, she pulled out the maps and stared at them.

			She was going to find Lucy Juniper’s treasure. And then they could all stay here with Granddaddy, and he wouldn’t have to be alone.

			

			•   •   •

			
			That night, Bee couldn’t sleep.

			She lay in her bed, thinking everything over. Rainstorm Galaxy’s stories. What she and Hattie and Plum had found on the Fairy Islands, which was a big fat lot of nothing. Kyra Yu’s advice about the bunkie—it was an interesting idea, but Bee thought that if Lucy Juniper had hidden her treasure in the bunkie, Granddaddy would have found it by now. The bunkie was pretty small.

			The old building creaked in the wind. That was all right. And the wind made the apple tree scatter dry leaves over the roof, and that was all right too.

			What wasn’t all right was the sound coming from underneath her bed.

			It went a little like this:

			Tap-tap. Tappity-tap. SCRAPE SCRAPE tap. SCRAPE SCRAPE.

			It would start soft and then get louder. Then it would fall silent for a while, and Bee would sigh with relief. But the silence never lasted.

			It’s mice, she kept telling herself. Of course it’s mice. It’s an old bunkie, and some mouse family has made it their home. I’m sure they’re very cute little mice with big ears and wiggly noses.

			Tap-tap, the noises went. Tap SCRAAAPE.

			Finally, Bee couldn’t take it anymore. She reached over and flicked on the lamp.

			The tapping and scraping stopped. She lay there a moment, heart thudding. Then she leaned over the side of the bed and lifted the blankets that brushed the floor.

			A dark shape exploded from under the bed.

			Bee shrieked. The shape whirled and let out a loud hiss.

			“Mab!” Bee exclaimed. She almost fell out of the bed with relief. “What are you doing under there, silly?”

			The cat meowed low in her throat. Bee got up, scooped her into her arms, and put her on the bed. But the cat jumped back down as if the bed were made of hot coals. She darted across the floor and leaped onto the table on the other side of the bunkie, where she crouched like a wary gargoyle.

			Bee lay back down. She didn’t think she would be able to sleep. But the light of the lamp was cozy and calming. No monsters or ghosts could get you when the light was on—every kid knew that. Not that she believed in monsters or ghosts, of course.

			As soon as she closed her eyes, Bee began to dream. She knew that she was dreaming. She could see herself lying in bed, fast asleep, as if she were standing beside her body somehow. In her dream, there was a witch outside the bunkie, peering in between the crack in the curtains. The witch had wild black hair that hid her face, and pale, spindly arms that looked like bones sticking out from the folds of her black rags.

			As soon as the witch saw that Bee was asleep, she crouched down. There was a narrow gap between the floor of the bunkie and the ground, and the witch crawled under it. She had to lie on her back to fit, and dragged herself beneath the bunkie by digging her nails into the wooden floorboards.

			SCRAPE SCRAPE, tap tap, went the witch’s fingernails beneath the floor.

			She pulled herself across the underside of the floor, closer and closer to Bee’s bed. Mab hissed and spat. Bee mumbled something but didn’t wake up, and dream-Bee wanted to scream a warning, but she couldn’t. She couldn’t even move. She could only hover and watch.

			Tappity tappity SCRAAAPE.

			Finally, the witch pulled herself all the way to where Bee’s bed sat. Her black hair was tangled with worms and spiders now, and her breaths came in horrible, hoarse gasps. Carefully and oh-so-quietly, the witch put her hands against one of the floorboards and pushed.

			The floorboard creaked. The sleeping Bee mumbled again. But the creak was just like all the other creaks made by the wind, and it didn’t wake her. Slowly, the witch pushed the floorboard up with her bony fingers and slid it back.

			Then in a motion almost too quick to see, she reached up through the floor and—with a horrible laugh like a rusty door—grabbed hold of Bee’s ankle.
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			CHAPTER 13

			Mermaid Laundry

			Bee awoke with a scream. She thrashed in bed, trying to shake the witch off.

			There came a sleepy meow. Bee stopped thrashing. She looked down at her leg and realized that her sheet had gotten wrapped around her ankle. She was all tangled up in her blankets, and sweaty too.

			Mab gave another meow. She was half-asleep on the other pillow beside Bee’s head, perfectly calm. She gave Bee an annoyed squint and tucked her head back into her paws.

			Bee blinked in surprise. Pale light filtered through the crack between her curtains. It was dawn—she had slept all night.

			She pulled the curtains open, and as the warm summer sunrise spilled into the bunkie, her nightmare melted away. How silly she had been last night to be afraid of a few noises. There was no witch! She was glad Hattie and Plum weren’t there to see how scared she had been when she woke up.

			Still, she felt a little shiver as she lowered her feet to the floor. Slowly, she crouched down and looked under the bed.

			Nothing. Of course there was nothing. Bee sat up, shaking her head.

			But just to be sure, she went around to the foot of the bed. She froze.

			One of the floorboards was loose.

			Her heart went thumpity-thumpity. Surely the floorboard had been loose before—she just hadn’t noticed it.

			She lowered herself to her knees, trying very, very hard not to imagine a pale, skeletal arm reaching up through the floor and over the foot of her bed. The floorboard lifted up easily.

			At the root of every fairy tale is science, she thought, and Granddaddy’s voice in her head calmed her panic. She looked down.

			She saw nothing, apart from a few cobwebs and the shadowy outline of the dirt foundation—the crawlspace beneath the bunkie was dark. She got her flashlight from Misdirection and shone it into the darkness.

			Nothing. Bee let out a huge breath. Pebbles, dirt, cobwebs—nothing to be afraid of. There were also a few old nails, and what looked like a brick.

			No—not a brick. Bee frowned. It was a little tin box. She reached into the cold crawlspace and pulled it out. On the front was a grinning blond lady with strangely shaped hair and the words Bergman’s Finest Peppermints.

			Inside the tin was a piece of yellowed paper folded and rolled up to fit. When Bee unrolled it, she let out a gasp, and the tin fell to the floor with a clatter.

			It took Bee a few days to work up the courage to open the peppermint tin again.

			She had stuffed the paper back inside it almost immediately, telling herself that it was nothing, just an old drawing. Every time she thought about the peppermint tin, she thought of the witch under the floorboards. But then it was Tuesday, which meant that Dad would be there in exactly one week, and Bee knew she couldn’t give in to her fear any longer.

			So, she gritted her teeth and went to show Hattie. Bee found her down on the beach, halfway through a mermaid sandcastle. She had attracted a crowd—several kids in bathing suits were gathered a few paces away, staring in awed silence as Hattie worked.

			The sandcastle was incredible—Hattie was constructing a pillar of rock that was clearly meant to be underwater, as it was covered in anemones and barnacles. Built into the rock were little windows with faces peeking out of them. Mermaids rested atop the castle, heads thrown back and mouths open. Bee could almost hear their song.

			“How did—” she began. “What did you—”

			“I know,” Hattie said with a sigh. “It didn’t come out right at all. But it’s just an experiment.”

			“Oh!” Bee couldn’t suppress a gasp of delight. Strung between two fingers of rock was a laundry line. Mermaids didn’t wear clothes, so Hattie had woven tiny little mermaid blankets out of strands of kelp. “How did you make rope out of sand? It’s impossible!”

			“I used beach grass,” Hattie said. “I got it wet and then coated it with dry sand.”

			Bee shook her head. She thought that if Hattie entered this piece in the sandcastle competition, she’d win hands down. “Come look at this,” she said.

			“Okay.” Hattie stood up and came to Bee’s side. As she did, she calmly kicked over the sandcastle.

			Bee let out a strangled yelp as the beautiful mermaids and perfect little windows with faces peeking out crumbled back into sand. “Hattie!”

			“What?” Hattie blinked at her. “That was just for practice. I’m going to make a shark next. I thought I’d have it lunging out of the sand, chomping on a bunch of sunbathers.”

			Bee tried not to look at the ruined sandcastle. She handed Hattie the paper she had found under the floorboard.

			“What’s this?” Hattie’s eyes widened as she unrolled it. “A map? And is that—”

			“Lucy Juniper’s cabin,” Bee said, pointing at the little house-shaped symbol drawn in faint pencil. “Right there in the middle of Little Fairy Island, just like it’s supposed to be.”

			“Who drew this?” Hattie said, squinting. “It looks like it’s a zillion years old.”

			“I think Lucy Juniper did—she must have used it to work out where to build her cabin. It was in an old peppermint tin—I asked Granddaddy, and he said Grand-Granny loved peppermints.”

			Hattie was frowning. “But even if this is a map to her house, Bee, what does it matter? We looked everywhere on Little Fairy, and we didn’t find anything.”

			“But Grand-Granny probably hid her treasure near her house,” Bee said. “If you had a lot of treasure, wouldn’t you want to keep it close to you? So even if her house isn’t there anymore, if we can figure out where it used to be, we can find the treasure.”

			Hattie mulled it over, chewing her lip. She cast a reluctant look at the pile of sand. “All right. But the tide’s too high now. Once it goes out again, we’ll start looking.”
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			CHAPTER 14

			Potions or Poisons

			“Slow down, Bee!”

			“I’m following the map!”

			Hattie grabbed hold of Bee’s arm as they tramped through the underbrush of Little Fairy Island. “Then follow it slowly. The map doesn’t say anything about speed, just direction.”

			Bee sighed. She paused to study the map again, leaning against a tree soft with moss. Plum fought her way to their side through a grove of cedar saplings. She was wearing her turtle costume today, which might explain why she kept lagging behind. It had taken Mom a while to make that costume. She had used an oversized backpack for the shell, sewing green and brown squares onto it and then stuffing the backpack with newspaper to make it puff out. Plum had matched the shell with a green sweater and a green hat with big turtlish eyes stitched into it.

			“Okay,” Bee said, squinting at the map. It was so old and faded. She was following the trail that Lucy Juniper had drawn on the map, which led from the rocky pathway between Fairy and Little Fairy to Lucy’s house. “It looks like we go over that little hill, and then left at the hollow tree. Then we need to keep walking until we see a tree that looks like a hand. The cabin is just past it.”

			“I don’t remember a tree that looks like a hand,” Hattie said. “Do you?”

			Bee bit her lip. No, she didn’t. But perhaps it had looked more hand-like in Lucy Juniper’s day. “Come on. Let’s just see where the map takes us.”

			They found the hollow tree easily enough. Bee had noticed it before—black and hollowed out from a lightning strike. Plum ducked inside, giggling.

			“Okay, turn left here,” Bee said, squinting again. She couldn’t see any sign of a path in the forest, which wasn’t a surprise, given the thickness of the underbrush.

			“Look, a deer!” Plum said. The deer lifted its head from the berries it had been browsing and calmly watched them pass, its huge eyes a liquid amber. One glance at Plum told Bee that she was already fantasizing about a deer costume.

			“We haven’t seen any deer on the islands before,” Hattie said. “Maybe it’s a sign.”

			“There’s no such thing as signs,” Bee said. The path on the map kept going straight, and Bee followed it, though it meant wrestling with a blackberry bush. “It’s just a deer. I don’t know why you two always—”

			She stopped dead. There before her was a tree forked in five places, reaching up out of the ground. It looked exactly like—

			“A hand!” Hattie exclaimed. “Told you so, Bee. That deer was a sign.”

			“I don’t remember this,” Plum said.

			“Me neither,” Bee murmured. She turned around. She could see the ocean through the trees, hear the crash of the waves. They were perhaps fifty paces from the beach. And the island was so small that Bee had counted all the trees on it in under an hour.

			At least, she thought she had.

			“We looked here,” Hattie said, her brow wrinkled. “I know we did. How did we miss such a weird tree?”

			“I don’t like it,” Plum said. “It looks angry.”

			“Trees don’t get angry, Plum.”

			“That one does,” Plum said emphatically.

			“Come on,” Bee said, ignoring the thud of her heart. “The house should be just beyond this tree and a little to the left. Keep your eyes open—it won’t be easy to spot, if there’s anything left of it at all.”

			But they had only walked a few paces when Hattie raised her arm. “What’s that?”

			Before them was a dense tangle of heath and wild rose. The roses had crept up over something that Bee thought was a boulder. Until she realized that it had windows.

			“Wow!” Hattie cried. She peered through one of the windows, which had no glass in them. “This is it, Bee! The pirate witch’s house! We found it!”

			“Let’s go in,” Plum said. She hopped up to the door, which was barely visible under all the vines. “Help me pull this stuff off.”

			Bee, though, hadn’t moved. “But—but we came this way. I walked across this whole island, from one side to the other. This wasn’t here before.”

			“Of course it was. Look at these flowers,” Hattie said, plucking one of the roses. “This has been here a long time.”

			Plum turned slowly, her eyes as wide as the turtle’s eyes in her cap. “Magic,” she uttered.

			“Not magic,” Bee said. “I guess—I guess we just missed it. The forest is pretty dense.”

			“Course it’s magic,” Plum said in that annoyingly certain voice. “You can only find the house if you follow the map.”

			“And look, Bee,” Hattie said. “The house is in a clearing. Just like Granddaddy said.”

			“A clearing,” Bee muttered. She opened Misdirection and pulled out the maps she had drawn. “A clearing.”

			Hattie was helping Plum pull the vines off the door. Plum was enthusiastic in her work but completely ineffective, tearing at the flowers rather than the vines themselves. Petals floated by, the dew on them catching the sunlight, and even Bee had to admit to herself that it looked like magic in the air.

			Sure enough, a glance at the map confirmed her suspicion—there shouldn’t be a clearing where they stood. The map she’d drawn only days ago showed solid forest.

			She folded up the maps again with shaking hands. No point telling her sisters—they’d only say it was more magic. And of course there was no such thing.

			She put the maps back in Misdirection and slung the backpack around her shoulders, looping her hands through the straps. As usual, the familiar weight made her feel calmer.

			Hattie let out a cry of triumph. She’d found the doorknob and shoved her way into the ancient cabin. Plum tumbled in after her, and Bee followed.

			“Wow,” Hattie murmured. The cabin was small and only one room, with a floor of decaying wooden planks. The roof was half-gone, shards of wood and shingles scattered across the floor where it had fallen. An arbutus tree poked its peeling branches through one of the windows.

			“Look at this!” Hattie brushed away a mound of leaves and branches, revealing the decaying wooden bed frame beneath. “Lucy Juniper’s bed. Oh, I’m glad there’s no skeleton in it!”

			“Gross!” Bee said. “Why would you say that?”

			“She died out here, didn’t she?” Hattie said. “Maybe we’ll find her bones somewhere else.”

			“We don’t know where she died,” Bee said severely. “And anyway, she was Granddaddy’s granny. Don’t be so rude.”

			Hattie shrugged. “Well, she was a witch. Maybe she didn’t leave any bones. Maybe she melted into dust and drifted away. Or turned into a tree.”

			Plum, who had been standing by the arbutus, gave it a startled look and darted to the other side of the cabin.

			“Look at this,” Hattie said. She moved a branch aside, revealing a wooden shelf lined with glass jars. Some of them were full of a murky liquid.

			“Potions!” Plum exclaimed. “Like Alice in Wonderland.”

			“Or poisons,” Hattie said. “For Lucy Juniper’s enemies.”

			Beside the crumbling bed was a table with a drawer in it. As Bee pulled, it slid open with a groaning creak. There she found a little notebook, bound with leather. The pages were so old that bits of the edges flaked off when she touched them.

			“What’s it say?” Hattie demanded, looking over her shoulder.

			Bee shook her head. The writing in the notebook was faded and hard to make out. But it wasn’t words—it was pictures. Symbols. Two of the pages were covered in what looked like a hand-drawn star chart. Other pages had intricate sketches of leaves and berries, with little tallies next to them.

			“It looks like a recipe book,” Bee said. “Some of it, anyway. Granddaddy said Lucy Juniper made medicines.”

			She flipped through the rest of the notebook. It was all the same—little drawings and symbols, some so intricate, they looked like code. “I don’t think Lucy Juniper could write,” Bee said. “There’s no words in here at all.”

			Hattie let out a disappointed huff. “That’s too bad. I was hoping it would tell us where the treasure was.”

			Bee tucked Lucy Juniper’s notebook into Misdirection. The only other item in the drawer was a compass tied on a strip of leather. Bee lifted it carefully, and the little needle swung around.

			“But this isn’t right,” Bee murmured. She shook the compass. “Compasses are supposed to point north.”

			“What way does it point?” Hattie said.

			Bee looked through the window. She could still see bits of the sea between the trees. “West, I think. Southwest.”

			She turned the compass over. Someone had carved a design into the back. A perfectly round circle and four little dots underneath it.

			“What’s that?” Hattie said, leaning over.

			“It looks like a full moon,” Bee said. “Look, you can see the craters. I don’t know what those four dots are supposed to mean. Maybe it’s a constellation.”

			Hattie turned back to the jars. “Oh well. It’s an old compass. It’s not a surprise that it’s broken.”

			“Maybe it’s not broken,” Plum said. “Maybe it’s pointing to the treasure.”

			Hattie looked intrigued by this, but Bee shook her head. “That’s silly. Compasses don’t point to anything other than north, unless they’re broken.”

			“I think the ghosts wanted us to find it,” Plum said dreamily. She was twirling in slow circles.

			Bee would have argued more, but the memory of her nightmare stopped her. The witch slithering under the floor—but also showing her the way to the map. Bee shuddered and flipped the compass back over, so that the moon and the four dots were against her palm.

			“All right, let’s try following it,” she said, and then quickly added, “Even though I think it’s a ridiculous idea.”

			They walked through the forest with Bee in the lead, the compass held before her. All three Snollys kept a careful eye out, but they saw nothing out of the ordinary—no old pirate chests half-covered in vegetation; no mysterious markers jutting out of the ground. They walked until they reached the western shore of Little Fairy, a place where the sandstone rocks formed big steps leading down into the sea.

			“What did I tell you?” Bee said. She tossed her hair—the fierce wind kept blowing it into her mouth. “It’s just a broken compass. It doesn’t lead to anything.”

			“What about the moon on the back?” Hattie said. “That must mean something. Otherwise Grand-Granny wouldn’t have gone to the trouble of carving it. Maybe you can only find the treasure during a full moon.”

			Plum’s eyes shone. “Oh, yes! That means we have to come here at night!”

			“Me and Bee do, anyway,” Hattie said. “You’ll have to stay home, Plum. Mom would have a fit if she found out we brought you here after dark.”

			Plum’s face reddened. “That’s not fair!”

			“Nobody’s coming here after dark,” Bee said. “Why would the treasure appear during a full moon? That doesn’t make any sense at all.”

			“Of course it doesn’t,” Hattie said. “It’s magic. Magic isn’t supposed to make sense. Not everything has an explanation, Bee.”

			“Yes it does,” Bee said, her temper rising. “And if it doesn’t, it’s because science just hasn’t found one yet.”

			“You and your science.” Hattie looked annoyed now too. “Why do you always have to be like that? You’re never any fun.”

			Their argument was interrupted by a triumphant giggle. Bee looked up, and found Plum perched high above her head, legs dangling on either side of a branch.

			“Turtles are good climbers,” she said smugly.

			“Plum!” Bee was torn between exasperation and astonishment. “Get down! How did you climb that high?”

			“Mom is going to kill us,” Hattie said, craning her neck. “We’ll never reach her. Those branches are too thin.”

			“I’m staying up here until nighttime,” Plum called. “I want to find the treasure too!”

			Bee clapped her hand over her face.

			“When do you think the next full moon is?” Hattie said.

			Bee sighed. But she couldn’t miss a chance to show off, so she opened Misdirection and looked for her almanac. She kept it at the bottom of the second-left compartment, because she didn’t use it often. She had to pull out a wrench, a pair of wool mittens, a horn, a lightbulb, and a small kite with rainbow streamers. She gave them to Hattie to hold.

			Hattie blinked at her. “Honestly, Bee, is there anything you don’t have in that backpack?”

			“No,” Plum called down. “Mister Direction is magic too. Like my costumes.”

			“Misdirection,” Hattie corrected her.

			“That’s what I said!”

			“No, you said Mister Direction, like the backpack has a last name—”

			“There’s nothing magical about my backpack,” Bee said, pulling out the almanac. “It’s just organized.”

			“That’s your magic power,” Plum said.

			Bee groaned. “That’s not a magic power! Dad’s good at organizing things too—think about his library.”

			Plum thought it over. “It’s not a magic power for Daddy. But it is for you.”

			“Ugh,” Bee said.

			“No, Plum’s right.” Hattie looked at her thoughtfully. “You are way too organized, Bee. Remember when you tidied Mom’s spice rack for her birthday? And all those labels you made?”

			“Labeling isn’t a magic power!” Bee exclaimed. “Magic powers are things like invisibility and moving objects with your mind.”

			“Those labels are weird,” Hattie said. “They never fade or wear off. And I swear, one time I switched the cinnamon and the nutmeg, and when I looked up five minutes later, they’d switched themselves back. I couldn’t figure it out.”

			“I can,” Bee said. “It was your imagination. Now, can you two be quiet for one second?” She flipped through the almanac. “Okay, it looks like there’s a full moon . . . tomorrow night.”

			“Did you hear that, Plum?” Hattie called. “You’ll have to wait up there for a whole day and a whole night. No supper. No cookies. Is that what you want?”

			Plum didn’t reply, but she stopped swinging her legs.

			“Okay, fine,” Hattie said. “You can come with us tomorrow night. On the condition that you come down right now.”

			Plum’s face split into a smile. “Okay!” She scrambled down like a squirrel, somehow managing to balance on even the most precarious branches.

			“What are you thinking, Hattie?” Bee said. “We can’t sneak out after dark.”

			“Well, you don’t have to,” Hattie said. And before Bee could stop her, she snatched the compass from her hand. “You can stay home in bed like a big lazybones, and me and Plum will find the treasure.”

			Bee scowled. Outvoted again.

			“Fine,” she said. “Just make sure you close your bedroom doors when you sneak out. It wouldn’t be very good if Mom happened to notice you weren’t in bed.”

			Hattie’s mouth fell open. “You’d do that?”

			“Do what?” Bee said innocently. If Hattie and Plum snuck out, Bee definitely wouldn’t give them away—she wasn’t a tattler. But she knew that Plum would lose her nerve at the very thought of it. Sure enough, she heard Plum give a little gasp once she realized what Hattie meant.

			“I can’t believe you,” Hattie fumed. Bee only gave her a wide-eyed look, hiding her smile, and turned to go back to the house.

			

			•   •   •

			The walk home was a tense one. Bee walked ahead while Hattie lagged behind with Plum—Bee could practically feel her glare boring into her back. It wasn’t a very pleasant feeling, but Bee didn’t care. It was about time she won an argument with Hattie, who was being ridiculous anyway. Why should they risk getting grounded for eternity because Hattie hadn’t learned to stop believing in magic?

			When she reached the house, though, Bee stopped. The driveway was full, with three extra cars parked behind Mom’s old van and another on the grass at the edge of the street. From the open window came a murmur of voices.

			Bee hurried inside, followed by Hattie and Plum. In the kitchen was a small crowd of people, including Rainstorm Galaxy and several others Bee recognized from OOO, a police officer, and the museum curator. Several of them were eating cookies from the batch Granddaddy had baked last night, chocolate chip gumdrop. Everyone’s face was serious. Bee’s heart started thundering when she didn’t see Granddaddy in the crowd.

			“Why are there so many people here?” Bee asked Mom. “Where’s Granddaddy?”

			“He’s fine,” Mom said a little too quickly. “He’s resting in his room.”

			“Resting?” Bee repeated.

			“Yes—he had a bit too much exertion today. That’s all. He wanted a nap.”

			Bee frowned. She knew Granddaddy didn’t take naps. He always said that there weren’t enough hours in the day as it was, and he didn’t want to spend any of them asleep. “Why?”

			“Bee, please,” Mom snapped. But her face softened immediately, and she put her hand on Bee’s shoulder. “I’m sorry, honey. Hattie, why don’t you take your sisters outside to pick some salmonberries? They’d go nicely in the salad I’m making for supper.”

			That put a stop to their questions. Mom only put Hattie in charge when something serious was going on. Hattie nodded and took Plum’s and Bee’s hands, leading them out to the yard.

			“Try to distract Plum,” she muttered to Bee. “I’ll find out what’s going on.”

			She was back in five minutes, shaking her head. Bee didn’t think she’d ever seen Hattie look so serious. She got even more nervous when Hattie told Plum in a carefully cheerful voice that the berries were better on the other side of the bush. Plum wandered over there with her bowl, leaving the older Snolly sisters alone.

			“I talked to Rainstorm Galaxy,” Hattie told Bee quietly. “Granddaddy got lost when he was out surfing today.”

			“He got lost?”

			“Some tourist found him at the end of the beach in his bathing suit, just wandering back and forth. He was talking about Granny and how he was supposed to meet her there, and he wasn’t making much sense. The tourist called the police, and they brought him home.” Hattie swallowed. “One of Granddaddy’s friends came and took his surfboards away. Mom says from now on he’s not allowed to go surfing.”

			“What?” Bee cried. “But Granddaddy loves surfing. That would be like saying that I’m not allowed to collect specimens, or that Plum can’t wear costumes.”

			Hattie’s mouth tightened. “Bee, don’t you get it? Something a lot worse could have happened to Granddaddy. He was lucky today.”

			Bee felt cold and clammy all over. She sat down on the grass with a soft thud. After a moment, Hattie sat beside her. She knew Hattie was right, but it was awful to think that it was lucky Granddaddy had lost his way on his familiar beach and had his surfboards taken away.

			“Okay,” she said finally.

			Hattie frowned. “Okay what?”

			“I still think your idea is silly,” Bee said. “That compass is probably just broken. But if there’s a chance, even a teensy one, that it could lead us to Lucy Juniper’s treasure—well, we have to take it.”

			“Code shooting star?” Hattie said.

			Bee nodded solemnly. “Shooting star.”
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			CHAPTER 15

			Hattie

			Misty Cove was a different place at night.

			The waves seemed to roar louder, and the wind felt wilder than it did during the day. Trees groaned and tossed their limbs. The darkness seemed alive, as if at any moment it might take on some monstrous shape and attack.

			Hattie shivered happily. She liked being scared. She kept a list of her favorite scary movies, and she was always adding to it—she’d even seen at her friends’ houses some of the ones Mom had forbidden her from watching. Misty Cove felt a little like one of those movies right now—scary, but not too scary, for she could still see the porch light on Granddaddy’s house shining up on the bluff. And the beach wasn’t completely empty, either—some teenagers were having a noisy bonfire at the other end.

			She was supposed to meet Plum and Bee on the beach at midnight, but Hattie had left earlier, as soon as she’d heard Mom’s snores start up through the wall. She wanted to practice building sandcastles by moonlight. She didn’t know why, precisely, other than because moonlight was spooky and magical.

			Of course, moonlight also made it difficult to see what she was doing, which Hattie hadn’t considered. She was halfway through building a unicorn that was starting to look a little like a dog wearing a party hat.

			Frowning, she wondered if she should start again. Maybe she should build another mermaid sandcastle, paying closer attention to the foundation this time. Bee had liked her mermaid sandcastle, which had surprised her. Bee was so bossy and high-and-mighty most of the time—which would have been annoying if Bee were the older sister, but was simply ridiculous in a younger one—that Hattie had learned to tune her out. But she couldn’t deny that it had felt good to impress Bee. If you could impress someone who was always looking down her nose at you, that must mean you had done a good job.

			Hattie had five hundred twenty-seven dollars and eighty cents in her stash back home. She also had a pair of gold earrings, a gold bracelet with an amethyst (her birthstone) that had been a gift from Dad, and Great-Aunt Virginia’s set of silver spoons that Mom had been about to donate before Hattie had claimed them. It was a good stash, Hattie thought, though she always wanted more. Her sandcastle prize money would bring her to over seven hundred dollars in cash, an unimaginable amount. The numbers tasted delicious when she said them out loud, like little candies melting on her tongue. Seven. Hundred.

			“Hey, that’s good,” a voice said behind her.

			Hattie jumped and turned around. It was a boy about her size with a metal detector tucked under his arm.

			“Are you going to enter the competition?” she said with just the right amount of sympathy in her voice—because of course if he was, he was going to lose.

			“No,” he said. “I’ve lived in Misty Cove my whole life, and I’ve entered every year. I won once, but this year I thought I’d sign up to be one of the judges. The judges are an equal split between adults and kids, and the kids get a fifty-dollar gift certificate to any store they want. Fifty dollars guaranteed is better than one hundred and seventy-five dollars when the odds are against you.”

			Hattie was impressed. Here was a boy with some sense.

			“What store will you pick?” she asked.

			“Anchors Away,” the boy said immediately.

			“Oh.” She wondered what he wanted to buy at Anchors Away. It was a fishing store, and mostly sold rods and boats.

			“You know,” she said, gesturing at the metal detector, “the best place to find coins is at a bus stop. Look around the edge of the sidewalk and beside the storm drain. People use coins to pay for the bus, and they’re usually in a hurry, so they drop some.”

			He stared at her. Slowly a smile spread across his face. “Thanks.”

			She smiled back. “I’ve found almost ten dollars just at bus stops in the city.”

			For some reason, the boy blushed and looked away. Several of the boys at school had started doing that lately, she’d noticed. “What do you want to buy?”

			The boy was quiet for a moment, and she thought he wouldn’t answer. “A boat.”

			“Boats are expensive,” Hattie said. “Do you know how to sail?”

			“Yeah. My mom gave me lessons. I don’t want anything fancy—just a little motorboat. I love the sea. My whole family is the same way—even my great-great-grandfather was a fisherman.”

			He was gazing out at the sea in an odd way, sort of like it was a friend he hadn’t seen in a while. Hattie suddenly had an idea.

			“If you know all about sailing, maybe you’ll know what’s wrong with this,” she said, handing him Lucy Juniper’s compass. “You need a compass to sail, right?”

			“Sure,” the boy said, frowning at it. “That’s funny. I’ve never seen a compass point west before.”

			He flipped it over and squinted, then pulled a flashlight from his pocket and shined it on the compass. “Why’d you carve a nautical chart in the back?”

			Hattie’s heart started to thud. “What did you say it was?”

			“A nautical chart. Looks like the Fairy Islands. Except someone made a mistake—there’s four islands here, not three.”

			Hattie went to his side. The carving just looked like dots to her. “How can you be sure it’s a nautical chart? Is that like a map of the sea?”

			“Yeah. See these lines?” He tapped them with his fingernail. Hattie hadn’t noticed them before—she’d thought they were just scratches. “Those tell you how deep the water is. Plus, these three islands are definitely the Fairies. They’re the right shape and position.”

			Hattie was amazed. Here was another clue! She didn’t know what it meant yet, but she was almost certain Bee would.

			The boy glanced up at Granddaddy’s house on the hill, and a suspicious look came over his face. “Why are you out here alone, anyway?” he said. “You’re not one of them, are you?”

			Hattie didn’t understand how anybody could be suspicious of Granddaddy, nor why the boy said “them” as if the Snollys were a family of smelly raccoons. But as this was one of the sandcastle judges, and thus an extremely important person, she replied politely, “My name is Hattie Snolly.”

			His friendliness evaporated, and he scowled. “One of the Junipers. I should have guessed. You have that look.”

			“What look?”

			He scowled harder. “I don’t know. Sort of like a weasel, maybe.” He reached out and knocked the horn off the unicorn. “Maybe I’ll do this during the competition too. Judges aren’t supposed to touch the sandcastles—but, you know, accidents happen.”

			Hattie made no reply. She knew now that this must be Ashley, the boy that Bee had met in the museum, who hated their family. She hadn’t recognized him in the darkness, his blue hair bleached by the moonlight to a grayish color, and clearly he hadn’t recognized her either. Hattie didn’t particularly care why he hated them, because when money was at stake, she was as focused as a laser. This boy could destroy her chances of winning the sandcastle contest. That was a problem, and she needed to solve it.

			She gazed at her sandcastle thoughtfully.

			Ashley must have assumed she was being quiet because she was upset. “What? Are you going to cry?”

			Hattie screwed up her face as if she was indeed about to cry. “You’re a bully. I’m telling on you.”

			“You’re telling? What are you, six?” Ashley hooted with laughter, just as she’d thought he would. She took a few steps toward the house, sniffling a bit to cover up the sound of her camera turning on. Hattie was glad she’d put the camera in her pocket that night.

			“Leave my sandcastle alone!” she cried dramatically.

			Ashley laughed, and knocked the tail off the unicorn. He probably would have done more, but the beep of the camera made him freeze.

			“What was that?” he demanded.

			Hattie smiled and tapped the camera. “I just took a video of that. I wonder what the competition organizers would think about one of their judges bullying some poor kid and destroying her sandcastle.” She gave him a pout, just to demonstrate how convincing she could be. “I bet they’d fire you. So much for your guaranteed fifty dollars.”

			Ashley’s mouth hung open as his eyes went from her to the camera. Then his face turned ugly. “You little—”

			Hattie lifted the camera again, and he froze. “Little what?” she said.

			Now Ashley was starting to look panicky. “All right, I didn’t mean all that stuff before. I’m sorry, okay?”

			Hattie didn’t care if he was sorry. She wasn’t doing this for some useless apology. “If you touch one of my sandcastles again,” she said slowly, “if you do anything to stop me from winning that contest, I’ll show this video to everybody in Misty Cove.”

			His hands clenched into fists. “That’s bribery!”

			“No,” Hattie said. “Bribery would be if I gave you money to leave me alone. This is blackmail.”

			Ashley stood there a moment, frozen. Hattie watched him with interest. She’d never seen someone turn purple with rage before—she thought that only happened in books. Finally, Ashley muttered, “Whatever,” and stomped off.

			Hattie watched him go, feeling very pleased with herself. She picked up a bucket of wet sand and repaired the unicorn’s tail. She was so absorbed in her work that she didn’t even notice the little lantern bobbing down the path toward her.

			“Wow!” Plum said, startling Hattie out of her reverie. “A unicorn!”

			“That’s amazing,” Bee said. She was wearing Misdirection, of course, her hands hooked around the bottom of the straps. Hattie recognized that posture—whenever Bee was nervous about something, she held on to her backpack as if it were a magic shield that could ward off danger.

			“It’s not amazing,” Hattie said. “It didn’t turn out right at all. I’m—”

			Plum had been crouching next to the unicorn, admiring the long, flowing mane. When she stood, she stumbled a step, knocking off the unicorn’s front leg.

			“Oh no!” Plum gasped. She shot Hattie a guilty look, her face reddening, and Hattie knew her sister was a second away from bursting into tears.

			Bee opened her mouth—no doubt to say something mean about Plum’s clumsiness—but Hattie said quickly, “Thanks, Plum. I was about to do that. It’s fun, isn’t it?”

			She knocked off the unicorn’s tail with a karate chop. Plum gave a shaky smile and together they stomped over the unicorn, reducing it to a pile of sand and driftwood.

			Hattie had to hold Plum’s hand as they trooped out to Fairy Island, otherwise Plum got scared and stuck so close to Hattie that they were tripping over each other’s feet. The stars were so bright and so many that Hattie almost wondered if they had been enchanted too—she didn’t know the sky could look like this. In some places the stars were so numerous that they seemed to melt together into a river of light.

			They followed the coast of Fairy Island, Bee holding out the lantern before her so they could see the slippery parts. Then it was only a short, breathless walk across the narrow rock shelf connecting Fairy and Little Fairy. Hattie held Plum’s hand here too, for the wind was fierce and the waves surged on either side.

			“Come on,” Bee said once they were standing on the beach, facing the forest.

			“Not here,” Plum said, frowning at the dark trees. She was wearing her new pirate costume, which Mom had pieced together from the Misty Cove thrift store. It consisted of a black trench coat with a white skull stitched into the back that Mom had made from a pattern, a man’s top hat with a scarf tied around it, and a small stuffed animal that Plum called a parrot but looked more like a budgie, which Mom had sewn onto the shoulder of the coat. “We have to follow the path that’s on the map.”

			“No, we don’t,” Bee said in her most exasperated voice. “I remember where the cabin is. Come on.”

			“But—”

			Bee plunged into the forest, and Hattie and Plum had to follow her. They walked and walked for so long that Hattie felt as if the island must have grown in the night, but it was only Bee leading them in zigzags. They emerged from the forest on the other side of the island, the back of the crescent moon.

			“That doesn’t make sense,” Bee muttered to herself.

			Hattie rolled her eyes. For someone so smart, Bee could be dense sometimes. “It’s like Plum said. We have to follow the map.”

			Plum nodded. “The path is magic.”

			“The path isn’t even there anymore. It’s all overgrown.”

			“Doesn’t matter,” said Plum, and Hattie didn’t think she’d ever heard her sound so certain. “If it’s a magic path, it doesn’t go away. Well, maybe the path does, but the magic gets left behind.”

			Bee threw her hands up. “You two and your witches and magic spells! How are we ever going to find Lucy Juniper’s treasure if you can’t be sensible?”

			“How are we going to find it if you keep pretending everything is normal?” Hattie snapped, her temper rising. She didn’t like it when Bee was mean to Plum. “Clearly, there’s something strange about this place. You can’t find Lucy Juniper’s house without using that map—”

			“I’m sure you can, we just got turned around. It’s easy to get lost in a forest at night—”

			“A map that you just happened to find one morning, as if someone wanted us to find it.”

			Bee bit her lip and looked away. She had told Hattie and Plum about how she had found the map in the peppermint tin under the bunkie, though Hattie suspected there was more to the story that Bee wasn’t telling them. Bee shivered, and then her face hardened, as if she was angry at herself.

			“This whole thing is ridiculous anyway,” she spat. “Only you two would think it’s easier to find something if you look for it in the dark.”

			Hattie folded her arms. “What is that supposed to mean?”

			“It means you have all sorts of crazy ideas! What about the time you made us walk all the way across town looking for the end of that rainbow? And Plum, always wearing those silly costumes.”

			Plum looked down at her feet. Hattie felt anger rise inside her like a fiery wave.

			“In case you’ve forgotten, Bee, this treasure hunt was your idea,” she snapped. “And you might as well just come out and say it. You think you’re smarter than us.”

			Bee blinked. “No I don’t! I just—”

			“You’re always looking down at us. You and your books and your science. You never want to play any fun games anymore. I think you care more about your silly plant collection than you do about us.”

			“Hattie—”

			But Hattie was too angry to even look at Bee. She grabbed Plum’s hand and pulled her back toward shore. “Come on, Plum. We’ll come out here another night. Just you and me.”

			But Plum, staring out at sea, dug her heels in and wouldn’t be moved. Her black coat flapped in the wind. “What’s that?” she said, pointing.

			Hattie drew in her breath. There among the waves beyond Little Fairy Island was a cloud of sparkling lights. They seemed to undulate through the sea with the tide.

			“The fairies,” Plum breathed.

			Even Bee looked awestruck. She clambered down the rocks, stopping close enough to the water for the waves to spray her. “There’s something out there!”

			Hattie and Plum followed her. Bee was right. The waves churned and crashed against a dark, craggy shape, roughly flat and heaped with seaweed. The glitter in the sea seemed to be surrounding it.

			“The nautical chart,” Hattie murmured.

			“What?” Bee said.

			“I met that boy Ashley on the beach,” Hattie explained. She dug the compass out of her pocket. “He said the carving on the back of the compass is a nautical chart—like a map of the sea around the Fairies. Only he said the map was wrong, because it showed four islands instead of three.”

			Bee gasped. “A fourth island! Why didn’t I think of that?”

			“Why didn’t we see it before?” Plum said, frowning.

			“Because it’s a spring tide,” Bee said. She sounded as if she was thinking out loud.

			“It’s not spring,” Plum said.

			“No—a spring tide happens every month. Twice a month, actually—during the full moon and the new moon. On a spring tide, the low tide is lower than usual, and the high tide is higher than usual. Some months it’s really, really low.” Bee fumbled around in Misdirection, pulling out the almanac. “I think it’s almost low tide now.”

			“Oh!” Hattie said. “So you can only see the fourth island during the lowest tides of the year. Most of the time, it’s underwater. That makes sense.”

			“Want to bet that’s the reason all those ships crashed?” Bee said. “The ones in the museum? It wasn’t some magical storm—they probably plowed right into that hidden island.” She flipped through the almanac. “Yes, I’m right—low tide is just over an hour away. So the water will get a little lower than it is now.”

			Plum was bouncing up and down. “Can we call the fourth island Little Ghost, Hattie? Little Ghost Island sounds just perfect.”

			“Of course we can,” Hattie said. She tugged on Plum’s hair. “But are you sure we shouldn’t call it Plum Island? You’re the one who discovered it, after all.”

			Plum shook her head. “No. Little Ghost Island is better.”

			“Let me see that.” Bee’s voice was strange. Hattie handed her the compass, and Bee held it in front of her. The needle spun around once and pointed out to sea.

			Right to Little Ghost Island.

			“Oh,” Plum and Hattie breathed together.

			Bee shook the compass. “Well. Lucy Juniper, she—she must have done something to the compass to make it do that. The compass must have a mechanism that—”

			“That’s where the treasure is buried,” Hattie said. “It must be. Why else would Grand-Granny have gone to the trouble of enchanting a compass and carving a map into it? Maybe she wanted someone else to find it one day.”

			Plum nodded. “And an underwater island is a good hiding place for treasure.”

			Hattie frowned, gazing at Little Ghost. “The only problem is, how do we get there?”

			Bee paced back and forth along the rock ledge they were standing on. She stopped a few yards away and waved to Hattie and Plum. “Here!”

			They followed. Bee lifted something that dangled over the rocks, covered in seaweed. It was an old rope, badly frayed. The other end was attached to a gaunt tree. When Bee pulled on it, the rope snapped.

			“Oh no,” she murmured, staring at it.

			“It’s all right,” Hattie said. “Look, I think we can get down without it.”

			She lowered herself onto her hands and scurried, crab-like, down the rock face. Fortunately, there was a series of ledges and cracks that formed a kind of awkward staircase, though using her hands wasn’t a pleasant experience, for the barnacles pressed into her palms. But she managed to reach the bottom, where a plain of rock curved slowly down, down, until it vanished beneath the sea.

			Hattie walked as far as she could—not far, because the biggest waves rolled right over the rock, making the seaweed dangerously slippery. Her shoes were soon soaking wet. She tried not to think about what would happen if she slipped, but she couldn’t help imagining herself tumbling down that slimy seaweed as if it were some sort of evil waterslide until she plunged into the heaving sea.

			“This is as close as we can get to the other island,” she said to Bee, who had followed her. Plum remained up by the trees, no doubt under orders from Bee to stay there.

			“Lucy Juniper must’ve had a boat,” Bee said, but her voice was doubtful. She and Hattie gazed at the distance between Little Fairy and Little Ghost. It wasn’t a large distance, and would be easy to swim, but of course swimming would have been impossible even without the churning waves. A rip current ran between the two islands, and there were little whirlpools everywhere. It was not swimming water, and Hattie thought that even a boat would be thwarted by those currents.

			Despite her disappointment, Hattie was mesmerized by the glittering water. It was as if one of the galaxies swirling above them had dropped down into the sea, like a spider from a web. She saw no fairies dancing upon the waves, though—the glitter seemed to come from beneath the water. Hattie drew in a sharp breath.

			“Octopuses!” she cried. “Bee, look!”

			Bee’s mouth fell open. The octopuses numbered in the dozens, maybe even hundreds. They swarmed through the passage between the two islands, a cloud of twisting arms. And their arms glowed. Tiny, ghostly lights twinkled along them.

			“Bioluminescence!” Bee exclaimed. “I knew it! There, what did I tell you, Hattie? No magic, no fairies. Just science.”

			“Well, that’s one mystery solved,” Hattie said, though she couldn’t help feeling a little disappointed that the solution wasn’t fairies. Still, the glowing octopuses were beautiful. “I wonder why they like the Fairy Islands so much.”

			“I don’t know,” Bee said. “Maybe there’s something to eat out by those rocks.” She looked smug, though nowhere near as smug as Hattie had expected her to. Her gaze kept drifting to the tiny island, her brow furrowed. “Come on.”

			They clambered back up to Plum, who seemed delighted to hear about the octopuses.

			“That’s my next costume,” she said decisively. “A bloomy octopus!”

			“Biolumin—”

			Plum’s expression changed. “Oh, no! We’ve been eating them at Rainstorm Galaxy’s restaurant. That’s awful. They’re so pretty.”

			“It’s wrong to eat all animals,” Hattie said. “Not just the sparkly ones.”

			“We’re part of the food chain,” Bee said. “Eating animals is natural.”

			“Who says?” Hattie’s temper rose again. “I’m not part of any food chain. I quit.”

			Bee rolled her eyes so hard that Hattie hoped they’d get stuck like that. “You can’t quit the food chain!”

			“I don’t want to eat octopuses anymore,” Plum said, with a loyal glance at Hattie. “I’m a vegetarian too.”

			“There’s more to being a vegetarian than not eating octopus,” Hattie said. “You’d have to give up Mom’s roast chicken. And hot dogs.”

			Plum’s face paled. “Hot dogs?”

			“Look, we’re getting distracted again,” Bee said. “How are we going to get to Little Ghost Island?”

			“Let me see Lucy’s notebook,” Hattie said. “There must be some clue in there.”

			Bee sighed and handed it over. The wind pulled at Hattie’s hair and hood. It pulled so hard that she wondered if it was trying to pull her into the sea. The waves had risen since they came to Little Fairy, sending up feathery plumes of spray.

			“Stop that,” she snapped at the wind, which was silly, but she couldn’t help it—it felt so much like fingers tugging at her. “Hey!”

			The wind tore Lucy Juniper’s book clear out of her hands. Hattie lunged forward, terrified that it would go sailing out into the waves, but the book landed with a heavy thwack against the seaweedy rock. The wind riffled through the pages, back and forth, moaning all the while, and then it flicked to one of the pages near the back.

			“What is that?” Bee snatched up the book, staring. “I don’t remember seeing this.”

			Hattie and Plum crowded nearer to her. The page was filled with strange symbols encircling a drawing of a seal next to a door. Hattie was certain it was a seal, even though the drawing was little more than a rough scrawl—it was something about the curve of its back and the whiskery mischief of its face. The door was ajar slightly, as if someone had just gone through it.

			“What does it mean?” Hattie said. Clearly, Lucy Juniper was trying to tell them something—but what?

			“It doesn’t mean anything,” Bee said. “Except that you should be more careful. You almost dropped it into the sea!”

			“The wind—”

			But Bee wouldn’t listen to anything about the wind or how it felt like ghostly hands. Her mouth was set in a hard line, and she was holding on to Misdirection with her fists. She stormed off into the night, leaving Hattie and Plum to follow.
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			CHAPTER 16

			The Loose Floorboard

			“I think we should try using surfboards,” Hattie said.

			Bee let out an exasperated noise.

			“What?” her sister said. “Three surfboards, tied together—”

			“Will get swept out to sea just as easily as one surfboard,” Bee said.

			“We should ride to the island on the back of a whale,” Plum said dreamily. She had seen a humpback whale earlier that day and couldn’t stop talking about it.

			“I don’t like that,” Hattie said. “Whales aren’t horses. They’re wild animals. I would never treat a whale like it was a pet—that’s wrong.”

			“That’s what you don’t like about that idea?” Bee exclaimed.

			They were in the bunkie, trying to strategize a way to get to the mysterious new island. Or, rather, Bee was trying to strategize—as usual, the other two Snollys kept getting distracted by mad ideas like whale rides and kite wings (which was exactly what it sounded like). Bee had finally flopped onto the bed in resignation while Hattie drew increasingly fanciful sketches of sandcastles on a piece of paper that she had labeled strategies, and Plum did cartwheels from one end of the bunkie to the other.

			“Seriously,” Bee said. “What are we going to do? Low tide is in—” She checked her watch. “Half an hour! If we wait too long after that, the island will disappear again.”

			“We know, we know,” Hattie said with a groan. She hastily scribbled out the sandcastle sketch she’d been working on. “Well? Do you have any more ideas to add to the list? Because I can’t think of any.”

			Bee sat up and squinted at the list. “Whales? You actually added whales to the list! This is supposed to be a serious strategy meeting, Hattie!”

			“That was Plum’s idea,” Hattie said defensively. “She deserves to have at least one of her ideas written down. Don’t be mean, Bee.”

			Bee groaned. That was Hattie’s problem—she thought being nice was more important than being practical. She flopped back down and closed her eyes.

			Even with the whales, their list was disappointingly short. The only idea with a chance of success (which had been Bee’s, of course) was stealing one of the rowboats tied to the dock at the other end of the cove. But that was hampered by the fact that none of the Snollys knew how to row.

			Hattie’s pencil scratched across the paper. Bee didn’t have to look to know that she’d gone back to sketching sandcastles. Plum played with the sleeves of her pirate costume, waving them back and forth in front of the light to make spooky shadows that Bee could see through her eyelids.

			“What was that?” Hattie said.

			“What?” Bee said, opening her eyes.

			A second later, she heard it. Someone was knocking on the door; a slow, strange knock—almost more like a tapping, with long, long fingernails.

			“Don’t open it,” Bee cried as Hattie went to the door.

			Hattie rolled her eyes. “It’s probably just Mom. Oh, she’s going to kill me if she finds out about all this.”

			Hattie flung the door back. But it wasn’t Mom.

			It wasn’t anybody.

			“That’s weird,” Hattie said, peering out. In the bright light of the cabin, nothing could be seen outside but a well of darkness.

			“Must have been the wind.” Hattie turned away, reaching for the door.

			“Hattie!” Bee cried.

			A figure had stepped out of the dark. A figure dressed in long black rags, with lank, colorless hair that covered all but her mouth and the tip of her nose.

			Bee froze in terror. It was the figure from her nightmare—the witch. The witch was real, and she was here.

			Hattie screamed. And then she did something brave—something so brave that Bee didn’t think she could have done it. She lunged toward the witch, and tried to shove the door closed in her face.

			The witch lifted her arm, and her sleeve drifted down, revealing a skeletal wrist. She flicked her hand, and suddenly Hattie was gone. In her place was a bronze dragon, its snout barely as high as the witch’s waist. The dragon blinked up at the witch in confusion.

			“No!” Plum screamed. “Hattie!”

			Bee lunged at Plum, trying to drag her back. But the little girl ran headlong at the witch, shouting, “You change her back, you change her back right now, you mean old—”

			The witch flicked her hand again. And then instead of Plum, there was a small glowing light with the faintest outline of wings, gossamer-thin and glittering. A fairy.

			Bee shrank back. What terrible beast would she be transformed into?

			But the witch didn’t flick her hand again. She glided toward Bee, and then glided past. She smelled like the apple tree that leaned over the bunkie, mossy and sweet and slightly sour. She lifted the blanket to reach under the bed, and there came a burbling cry of surprise.

			“Dore!” Bee choked on the word. Her little brother dangled from the witch’s hand, limbs flailing and eyes wide with confusion—the witch was holding on to the back of his romper. What had Dore been doing under her bed? But no sooner had the question entered Bee’s head than the witch gave Dore a shake. It was the same way a magician shakes a scarf to turn it into a bouquet of flowers.

			And then instead of Dore, there was a seal, flapping its flippers and squeaking in alarm.

			Bee screamed. She screamed until she ran out of breath, then she screamed some more for good measure. She screamed until she felt a splash of cold water hit her face, and she bolted upright in bed. Had the witch turned her into a whale?

			Then she realized that she had been lying in bed. And then she realized that Hattie and Plum, both of them as girl-shaped as usual, were looming over her.

			“Sorry,” Hattie said, gesturing at the empty water glass in her hand. “You wouldn’t shut up.”

			“Even when I poked you!” Plum said, bouncing a little beside Bee on the bed.

			“It was a dream,” Bee murmured. But beneath her relief, there was a cold certainty that she would never forget the sight of the witch gliding toward her.

			“I have bad dreams sometimes,” Plum said. “About Mommy moving out like Daddy did. Was your dream like that?”

			Bee didn’t respond. She leaped up and checked under the bed, then sank back on her heels with relief when she found it empty. “No Dore,” she sighed.

			“You thought Dore was under there?” Hattie narrowed her eyes at Bee. “Are you sleepwalking now? Do I need to get more water? Because that was fun.”

			Bee stood. Her mind whirred like the wings of a hummingbird. “The book. Where’s Lucy Juniper’s book?”

			Hattie held it out, and Bee wrenched it away. “Ow! Careful,” said Hattie.

			Bee ignored her. She flipped to the sketch—the door and the seal. “The door isn’t a door. It means our brother, Dore. She wants us to use Dore to call the seals.”

			“Oh!” Plum clapped her hands. “Seals are better than whales. They’re smaller and less scary. If I had a seal costume—”

			Hattie held up her hands. “Quiet, Plum. Bee, you’re going to have to start over. What on earth are you talking about? Who is ‘she’?”

			Bee bit her lip. “I—well, there’s something I haven’t told you. I’ve sort of been having dreams about—about Grand-Granny. At least, I think the dreams are about Grand-Granny. That’s how I found the map. She showed me where it was.”

			Hattie and Plum stared at her. Finally, Hattie squeaked, “What?”

			Bee sighed. She told them about her first dream, with the witch under the floor. By the time she told them about the newest horrible dream, Hattie and Plum had drawn closer together, their eyes round.

			When she finished, there was silence in the bunkie.

			“Is she a nice witch?” Plum said. She was frowning, fiddling with the sleeves of her costume the way she always did when she was worrying about something.

			Bee shivered. “I—I don’t know. I didn’t think much about it, I guess. I just thought it was a dream. I’m still not sure—I mean, maybe that’s all they are. Dreams.” The more she thought about it, the more her doubts came back, welcome and familiar. Was she, Bee Snolly, really about to start believing in witches and ghosts?

			“She doesn’t sound nice.” Hattie shivered too.

			“Why would Grand-Granny be a scary witch?” Plum said.

			“Maybe the Fairy Islands turned her into a scary witch,” Hattie said. “Rainstorm Galaxy said that they made her magic.”

			Plum drew the blanket around herself. “Then I don’t think we should go there anymore.”

			“You probably have to live there for a long time,” Hattie said. She looked down at her hands, as if they might have turned into bony claws when she hadn’t been looking. “At least I hope so.”

			Hattie knelt by the loose floorboard. “Is this the one she came through?”

			“There’s nothing else there,” Bee said, but Hattie stuck her head into the crawlspace anyway.

			“Hmm,” Hattie said. She pulled the board free. Then she froze.

			“What?” A finger of dread trailed down Bee’s back.

			Wordlessly, Hattie flipped the board over. Running along the underside were five long, perfect scratches.

			Plum squeaked. Hattie dropped the board as if it were covered with spiders. Bee said loudly, over her thundering heart, “That could have been there before. And as for my dream, I could have imagined everything. It’s not necessarily a message.” But it felt as if her voice were coming from somewhere outside her.

			“Oh, Bee,” Hattie said, almost sympathetically. “This is clearly a magical situation.”

			“Yup,” Plum said, nodding.

			“We just have to work out what to do about it,” Hattie said. “As for the witch’s idea, well, it sounds pretty dangerous. Not to mention a little crazy. Does she seriously expect us to ride seals to Little Ghost Island? That’s impossible.”

			“Not if they’re magic seals,” Plum said in an infuriatingly reasonable voice.

			“Well, magic or not, Mom always tells us not to trust strangers who offer us rides,” Hattie said. “I don’t care if they’re seals or cars, it doesn’t seem like a good idea. Still, I think we should go back to the islands and try to figure out what the dream means. And I think we should bring Dore with us. After all, he’s a Snolly too. And I know he’d want to help Granddaddy, if he understood what was happening.”

			Bee was quiet. She felt a little ill. She wanted to laugh it all off—the dreams, the map, everything. But the problem was that she couldn’t. There was too much strangeness to shrug aside, and it all made her feel terribly adrift, as if a rip current were pulling her out to sea.

			She’d wanted to find the science hidden inside the stories—but what if not every story had a scientific explanation? What if some impossible things were possible?

			“Bee?” Hattie said. And Bee realized that they were both waiting for her to decide. Not Hattie—her. She was the leader now. She’d always wanted to be in charge of their adventures—but now that she was, she half wished that she could leave it all to Hattie.

			Still, in spite of everything, she felt a little glow of pride. It was the first time Hattie had ever let her be the leader. She trusted Bee, and that meant that Bee had to do a good job of leading.

			“All right,” she said, drawing a deep breath. “If we’re going to do this, we have to go now.”
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			CHAPTER 17

			A Bridge of Seals

			It wasn’t difficult to convince Dore to accompany them to the Fairy Islands. In fact, Dore was already awake.

			He burbled at Bee as she lifted him out of his crib. He had been standing up, holding on to the side and cheerfully tossing his stuffed animals onto the floor.

			“Come on, you,” Bee whispered. Dore grinned and wrapped his arms around her neck. He smelled of vanilla and milk. Bee prayed that he wouldn’t make one of his sounds—Mom was in the next room.

			Dore burbled again. Plum put her finger to Dore’s lips and whispered, “Shhh.” Miraculously, Dore seemed to understand. He put his head on Bee’s shoulder and closed his eyes.

			The sisters tiptoed out into the night. On the way, Plum paused in the kitchen to scoop up a handful of apple-pie chocolate chip cookies.

			“What?” she whispered as Hattie and Bee stared at her. “I’m hungry.”

			“I don’t know how you can eat after hearing about that witch creeping around in Bee’s bedroom,” Hattie said.

			“I can always eat cookies,” Plum said.

			Hattie snorted. But when Plum offered her one, she took it.

			“I thought you weren’t hungry,” Bee said accusingly. She was a little offended that the terrible torment she had suffered hadn’t made a bigger impression on her sisters.

			“Treasure hunts make everybody hungry,” Hattie said. “It’s like a law of the universe.”

			They wended their way down the sandy path to the beach. Dore stayed remarkably quiet until a sandpiper let out a sharp, billowing cry. Dore opened his mouth and answered with a tremendous skreeeeee-ee-ee-ee.

			“Hush!” Bee put her hand on his mouth and cast a nervous look over her shoulder at the cottage. Granddaddy slept with his windows open.

			“Don’t worry, Bee,” Hattie said. “He just sounds like a bird. A very large, very naughty bird.” She tickled Dore’s chin, and he giggled.

			A dark shape streaked across the sand, and Bee nearly dropped her brother. “Mab!” she grunted. “What are you doing here? Go back home.”

			But Mab had never once in her life obeyed a command from anyone. She trotted alongside the sisters, yowling her disapproval, while Dore seemed to take encouragement from her and let out another series of piercing skreeeees.

			“Oh, good grief,” Bee said. “We’re making as much noise as a traveling zoo. Let’s hurry.”

			They raced over the sand. The moon had risen, unfurling its light over the beach like the thinnest of silk. Everything was layers of darkness, and the world didn’t seem real—Fairy and Little Fairy Islands loomed against the stars like shadowy doorways.

			“Here.” Hattie reached out a hand to help Bee over the rocks of Fairy Island. She was sweating a little under Dore’s weight—the problem with toddlers was that they were always growing. Dore seemed to be doubling in weight every week.

			Then they were pushing through forest and shrub while Dore squawked with delight, and then they were standing on the shore of Little Fairy Island, staring at Little Ghost.

			The island seemed larger now, at the lowest of low tides. It was all uneven, slippery rock with deep crevasses running through it, the only greenery the wet seaweed clinging to every edge and corner. The octopuses undulated through the heaving water, a glitter like shards of moonlight.

			“Well,” Bee said faintly, “here we are.”

			The sisters looked at Dore. He blinked back at them, his little brow furrowed. Then a smile broke across his face, and he held out his fist to Bee.

			She held out her own hand, which was a bit shaky. Dore dropped a very old, very mushy blackberry into her hand.

			Bee let out her breath. She didn’t know if she felt relieved or disappointed. “Thanks, Dore.”

			“What now?” Hattie said.

			Bee shook her head. “I don’t know.”

			She thought she saw something move out of the corner of her eye—something dark and tall and gangly—but when she turned to look, she saw only the trees. Mab seemed to have decided that miniature oceans were acceptable, and was dipping her paw into a tide pool by the water’s edge. She managed to hook a small fish, but it flopped and bounced out of reach. She went charging after it, but the fish made it to the safety of the sea, landing with a small splash.

			Mab sprang back with a terrible yowl. A head surfaced from the dark water, catching the fish in its jaws. For one awful moment, Bee thought it was the witch, but then the creature turned its head and Bee saw the whiskered profile of a seal.

			“Good job, Mab!” Hattie cried. “Now, Dore, make your seal sounds.”

			But Dore didn’t need to be told to make noise, especially when he’d spotted one of his new best friends. He and Granddaddy had sat on the lawn all afternoon watching the seals playing. Hattie hadn’t even finished her sentence when he let out a bark.

			The seal turned to gaze at them. It let out a bark of its own, quieter than Dore’s. To Bee, it sounded as if it had a question in it, though she knew that was nonsense.

			Dore barked again.

			Another head popped out of the water. The second seal let out a stream of barks, and suddenly there were at least ten seals all staring at the Snollys. They glided through the water, skins glistening like oil.

			“Well, hop on,” Bee said.

			Hattie bit her lip. Plum fiddled with her pirate sleeves. Neither of them seemed as interested in Plum’s idea now that it was staring them in the face with a big mouthful of teeth.

			Dore kept up his barking. Several seals came closer, and then they seemed to freeze. They hovered in the water and gave sleepy yawns, blinking up at Dore, while the currents churned around them. It was impossible. Were the seals magic too?

			And then Bee realized.

			“There’s a bridge!” Bee exclaimed.

			The seals had come to rest on a narrow spit of land that curved out from Little Fairy Island. It was completely underwater, but not deep water—where the seals were, Bee thought it wouldn’t be above knee height. The spit went all the way across the channel to Little Ghost, where another seal perched, snuffling around in a patch of seaweed.

			“An underwater bridge.” Hattie gave a shudder. “How are we supposed to cross that? I think I like Plum’s idea better.”

			Bee grimaced. Hattie had a point. The black water churned and frothed as it muscled its way through the narrow channel. In the darkness, it was hard to tell how deep the underwater bridge was along its entire length, or if there were any dangerous dips or holes. They would be walking blind, trusting a message from a ghost.

			“Oh, look.” Plum splashed into the shallows, where she lifted a coil of rope. It was tied around an arch in the rock and disappeared underwater. “This must be how Grand-Granny got across.”

			“But—” Bee faltered. “There’s no way that rope could have survived this long—”

			Nobody was listening to her. Hattie gave the rope a tug, and it held. “Perfect,” she said. “I’ll go first.”

			“Then me!” Plum exclaimed.

			“No.” Bee thrust Dore into Plum’s arms. “You’re staying here with him. We can’t put Dore in danger like that.”

			Plum looked crestfallen. “Why can’t I go, and you stay here with Dore?”

			“Because you’re the youngest, Plum Pudding,” Hattie said. “We’ve got to keep you safe too. What would Mom say if you were swept out to sea?”

			Plum paled. “Mom would be so sad.”

			“Yes, and so would I,” Hattie said. “And Bee and Dore too. So you stay here and hold on to the lantern so we can see our way back. That’s an important job.”

			Plum brightened a little at this. She turned the dial on the lantern until it shone like a lighthouse. Hattie and Bee carefully lowered themselves onto the spit.

			Bee gasped as the water swirled around her legs. It was much colder out here than in the shallows. Hattie held on to the rope, but Bee wouldn’t touch it. It was Lucy Juniper’s rope, and it was impossible. There was no logical way for the rope to be there after so many years. Surely it would snap or dissolve into a hundred pieces if she pulled too hard.

			They edged their way across the water, but Bee soon found her feet sliding. The force of the sea was too much—the seals could manage because they were stout and slippery and the water flowed right over them. But Bee was an intruder here, and the water seemed to know it.

			“Bee!” Hattie cried as Bee’s legs flailed. They were just over halfway across, and the water was up to Bee’s thighs. “Hold on to the rope!”

			“I—” Bee gave a choked cry. Her right foot slid on a patch of seaweed, and she lost her balance. She crashed into the sea, the cold like a punch that knocked the sense out of her. Somehow, somehow, in the swirl of cold and ripples, Hattie managed to grab hold of Bee’s arm and pull her back onto the bridge.

			“I told you to hold on!” Hattie yelled. “Are you all right?”

			Bee nodded, though her heart hammered. “We’re closer to the other side now. Let’s hurry, my knees are wobbly!”

			She reached out and hesitantly took the rope. Hattie stayed closer to her this time, walking sideways so she could keep an eye on her.

			With each step, Bee expected the impossible rope to give way. But each time, it held. The rope was ordinary rope, smooth and waterlogged, but there was a strange, silvery fiber running through it. Bee could almost feel it rubbing off on her hands, like paint. Then Hattie was clambering onto Little Ghost, and reaching down to help Bee up.

			As soon as Bee was above the waterline, she sat down heavily. She was shivering, but the summer night was warm, and it already felt as if her clothes were drying.

			“Thanks,” she murmured. She wasn’t sure if she was talking to Hattie or Lucy Juniper. Plum, on the opposite shore, bobbed her lantern as if asking a question. Hattie waved.

			“We have to hurry,” Hattie said. “We don’t have much time, right? If the tide rises even a little, it will be harder to get back.”

			Bee forced herself up onto her wobbly legs and surveyed the island. It was about the size of Ghost, meaning she could walk from one end to the other in the time it took her to count to twenty. But unlike Ghost, Little Ghost was long and narrow and bumpy. Crevasses lined the edge like the claw marks of some enormous sea monster. Waves pounded it, the bigger ones sending spume across half the island. Even if Bee hadn’t fallen into the water, she would have already been soaked from the sheer amount of spray. When she breathed, she tasted salt.

			Bee frowned. The island was entirely made of rock—there was no soil at all. How could you have buried treasure when there was no place to bury it?

			“Bee!” Hattie cried. “Look!”

			She was crouched next to the nearest crevasse. Bee squinted down into the waterlogged darkness. She fumbled for her flashlight with wet hands. Its beam caught the edge of something square and grayish.

			“A chest!” Hattie shrieked. “A treasure chest! Bee, we found it!”

			Bee thought it looked more like a crate than a chest, being made of nailed-together wooden boards, but her heart quickened nevertheless.

			“Let’s haul it up!” Hattie said. She reached down and hooked her hand around the corner. “Urgh! It’s heavy.”

			“I don’t think we can lift it,” Bee said. The chest was crammed so tight into the crevasse that Bee couldn’t imagine how it had been put there in the first place.

			Bee opened Misdirection and pulled out a flat-edged screwdriver. “Let me try something.”

			She ran the screwdriver around the lid of the chest, prying it loose bit by bit. She had to lie on her stomach to reach it, and every few moments, a wave splashed against her face. Finally, the lid gave a tremendous creak, and Bee slid it back.

			Hattie shined Bee’s flashlight into the chest. “What is that? What does that say? S . . . U . . . G . . .”

			Bee squinted. Within the chest were several enormous tins. One said FLOUR on the side in old-fashioned script. The other—

			“Sugar,” she murmured.

			Hattie’s brow furrowed. “That doesn’t make sense. Where’s the treasure? Why would Lucy Juniper hide sugar out here?”

			Bee felt as if someone had placed a cold hand on her back. “I think this is from that ship. The one with the supplies for Misty Cove that Grand-Granny stole.”

			Hattie’s eyes widened. “But why wouldn’t she have used what she took? Why hide it?”

			Bee shook her head. “Maybe she was too ashamed. That man Matthew Fox died, and the villagers blamed it on her. Maybe she couldn’t even look at this stuff. So she buried it where no one would ever find it.”

			The beam of the flashlight darted aside. “Ew! Bee, look!”

			Bee jerked back. The chest, inside and out, was swarming with tiny crabs. She hadn’t noticed them at first because there were so many. They covered the rocks like a dark carpet of claws and scurrying legs.

			Hattie moved the flashlight. The crabs were clustered around the base of the sugar and flour tins, where the bottoms were rusted and full of holes.

			“They’re eating it,” Hattie murmured.

			Bee glanced over her shoulder. The glowing octopuses were thickest here, where a crowd of crabs clustered on the rocks beyond the crevasse, awaiting their turns like diners at a fast-food restaurant. Every once in a while, an octopus would swoop in and snatch up one of the crabs, trying to avoid their waving claws.

			“Of course,” Bee murmured. “The crabs eat the sugar. Then the octopuses eat the crabs. That’s why they taste sweet!”

			“I think there’s something else in there,” Hattie said.

			Bee saw it too. She reached into the chest, trying to ignore the many, many legs scurrying inches away. She grasped the tiny box, which turned out to be another peppermint tin like the one she had found under the floor of the bunkie.

			“Shine it here,” she said, and popped the lid.

			The glitter inside nearly blinded her.

			Bee gaped. The tin brimmed full of jewels. It was a haphazard jumble of bracelets, rings, cuff links, and necklaces, all made of gold and diamonds and what looked like rubies and sapphires. It was all very old-fashioned, and the tin felt heavy in Bee’s hand, like a proper treasure chest should.

			“Oh,” Hattie breathed. She looked as if she was about to start drooling. “Can I see?”

			Bee frowned. “This is for Granddaddy. Not your personal collection.”

			“I know that,” Hattie snapped. The greedy look didn’t fade from her eyes. “I just want to hold them, that’s all.”

			“I think I should be the one to—”

			A wave crashed behind them. It was bigger than the others, and surged over the rock, soaking Hattie and Bee up to their ankles.

			And when it swept away, it swept Misdirection with it.

			“No!” Bee cried. She lunged for her green backpack. She couldn’t possibly lose Misdirection! She’d spent years lovingly filling it with everything that was useful and nothing that was not. But those things weren’t just things—they were memories. The memory of her and Dad going to the dollar store to buy Band-Aids and tweezers, because Dad wanted Misdirection to include a first-aid kit, and coming home with silly hats and sparklers for a surprise half-birthday party for Mom. The memory of the first flower she had pressed with Granddaddy, which she kept in a special envelope in its own compartment. The tent peg from the time they had all gone camping at the lake, that summer when Mom and Dad got back together. When anyone asked, Bee said she kept the peg to secure picnic blankets to the ground, but that wasn’t the whole truth. Whenever she looked at it, she thought of the smell of the forest and the campfire, and Mom and her sisters laughing and screeching at one of Dad’s scary stories.

			Her backpack was irreplaceable.

			She barely heard the clatter of the peppermint tin upon the rock, nor saw the glitter of the jewels as they caught the last of the wave and slid down toward the sea with Misdirection. She couldn’t reach it, not without diving off the rock.

			Hattie was closer to the edge, but for half a second, it looked like she didn’t know what to do. Her eyes darted from Bee and Misdirection to the tumble of treasure. Then her eyes narrowed, and she dove forward.

			Throwing herself onto her stomach on a patch of seaweed, she stretched out with one long arm and wrapped her hand around the end of Misdirection’s strap. Once she had it, she made a desperate grab for a glittering tangle of necklaces and jewels, but she was a heartbeat too late. If she hadn’t grabbed Misdirection first, maybe, maybe, she could have saved them. But the treasure vanished into the hungry sea.

			Wincing, Hattie got to her feet. She handed Bee the backpack, and Bee wrapped her arms around the comforting weight.

			“Thanks,” she whispered.

			“I know you love that stupid backpack,” Hattie said, rolling her eyes.

			Bee let out a shaky laugh. Then, before she could think better of it, she wrapped Hattie in a tight hug.

			Hattie groaned, though that didn’t entirely cover the look of pleased surprise on her face. “Get off—you’re all wet.”

			Bee picked up the peppermint tin. “We’ve still got a few pieces,” she said half-heartedly. Without the flashlight, which had also fallen into the sea, she couldn’t tell the value of the jewels, just that what remained was only a small fraction of the collection.

			“Ow,” Hattie said, examining her knee. She’d skinned it badly in her desperate lunge, and blood trickled down her leg.

			“Let’s head back,” Bee said, tucking the peppermint tin into Misdirection. “We have what we came for. Sort of.”

			Hattie peered into the night. “I can see Plum’s lantern. But who’s that standing next to her and waving?”

			It was a frantic sort of waving, both arms going at once. Bee’s eyes widened. “Oh no. It’s Mom!”
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			CHAPTER 18

			Pancakes and Punishments

			The morning sun streamed down in warm bursts through the patchy mist as Bee made her way up the lawn toward the house. Her heart hammered in her chest. Mom had been so angry last night that she hadn’t even given them a lecture, she’d just marched them home with her mouth in a thin line and ordered them to bed. Bee knew that the worst was yet to come.

			She paused to look back at the bunkie. The waves curled in the distance, weaving in and out of the fog. Bee felt an ache growing inside her. She didn’t want to leave this place, but she especially didn’t want to leave Granddaddy.

			The Snolly sisters had failed in their mission.

			She tapped on the screen door, through which she could see Granddaddy at the table, sipping his tea. He raised his eyebrows at her. Bee pointed in the direction of the kitchen, where she guessed from the sounds of banging pots that Mom was preparing breakfast, then drew a finger across her throat.

			Granddaddy gave a shrug followed by a dramatic shudder. He gestured for Bee to go around to the front of the house, where he met her outside the door.

			“Here we are,” he said, plucking a few flowers from the garden. “Give me a hand, Phoebe. In desperate moments, a peace offering can make all the difference.”

			Within seconds, Bee had a lovely bouquet. She followed Granddaddy inside and presented the flowers to Mom’s back as she refilled the kettle. “Good morning, Mom. I picked these for you. May I help you with anything? I could wash the dishes, set the table, make you some fresh orange juice—”

			Granddaddy, standing just beyond Mom’s eyeline, made a tone it down gesture as Mom turned to glare at Bee. “Or I could just find a vase,” Bee finished hastily.

			Mom took the flowers. “Good morning, Bee. Well, as Shakespeare might say, ‘It is a wise mother who knows her own child,’ and it would seem that I’m not as wise as I thought. I thought you would know better than to sneak out in the middle of the night, putting not only your own life in danger, but your little sister’s and brother’s. I thought you were smarter than that, Phoebe.”

			Bee hung her head. “Mom, we only did it to help Granddaddy. We went looking for—”

			“Yes, Hattie’s already told me all about your little treasure hunt,” Mom said. “She sobbed herself to sleep. I thought she’d gotten it out of her system last night, but when I went to check on her this morning, she started up again.”

			Bee looked away. Out of the four Snollys, Hattie was the best at fake-crying. She’d gotten them off the hook for quite a few things with her dramatic sobs and apologies. Somehow, though, Bee didn’t think that would save them this time.

			“Sit down,” Mom ordered. “I’ll bring you your pancakes.”

			Bee’s hopes rose. “Then I’m not in—”

			“Oh, you’re in trouble, all right. Your father and I just haven’t decided what to do with you yet.”

			“You talked to Dad?” Bee was filled with dread. Dad rarely got angry when she did something wrong—his reaction was worse. He got disappointed.

			“Yes. We came up with so many possible punishments that we weren’t able to choose. We might just go with all of them.”

			Bee sat down heavily. Plum was at the other end of the table, halfway through her pancakes—chocolate chip, her favorite and Bee’s least-favorite, which Bee thought highly unfair. The two Snolly sisters exchanged a glum look.

			“Thank you, Alice,” Granddaddy said as Mom served up more pancakes. “Very kind of you. Bee, these flowers are simply lovely. And Hattie did a wonderful job setting the table, didn’t she? And Plum, who was out all morning picking these delicious huckleberries.”

			Plum got up and whispered something in his ear.

			“Ah,” Granddaddy said. “Well, I’m much obliged to you for sprinkling them with fairy dust, my dear. I’m sure we could all use a little of that this morning. What considerate grandchildren I have.”

			Now it was Bee’s turn to make the tone it down gesture. Mom glared at Granddaddy.

			“I’m sure you had nothing to do with all that, Dad,” she said.

			“Mmm?” He made an apologetic motion at his mouth, which he had just stuffed full of pancake.

			Hattie shuffled into the room. Her hair was in disarray and her sweater was on backward, as if she’d been too full of despair to notice her appearance. Bee noted, though, that her eyes were suspiciously clear and unswollen.

			“I’m not sure I can bear to eat anything,” she said, slumping into a chair. “I feel so terrible about being such a bad role model to Bee and Plum. Also about my irresponsible decisions and wonton disregard for safety.”

			“I believe the word you’re looking for is wanton,” Granddaddy said helpfully. Mom put her head in her hands.

			“I’m not going to get in the way of whatever punishments you have in mind,” Granddaddy said to Mom, “which I’m sure will be highly creative in nature. But I will say that I’m touched by your desire to help me, children, even if your chosen manner of helping was rather unconventional.”

			“Dad,” Mom said. “You can’t thank them for something they’re being punished for.”

			“Hmm, perhaps not,” Granddaddy said. “In any case, my dears, I’m going to be fine. You shouldn’t be worrying about someone my age.”

			“Yes,” Mom said. “In fact, I’m declaring this a worry-free summer from now on.”

			“Not possible,” Hattie said with a groan. “I’ve worried about the sandcastle contest seven times this morning.”

			“Well, maybe this will cheer you up,” Granddaddy said. “I’ve heard that last year’s winner dropped out. So you’ll have a little less competition. Apparently one of his creations came to life and swallowed him. He’s fine—but, as you might imagine, he’s been left with a deadly fear of sand.”

			Plum giggled.

			“Actually,” Mom said slowly, “that gives me an idea. There was something your father said . . .”

			Plum froze with her hand on the maple syrup. “About burying us in the sand?”

			“I don’t think such extreme measures will be necessary,” Mom said. “Your father wanted to teach you all about the importance of setting good examples for each other. I think there might be a way to do just that. I’ll talk it over with him after breakfast.”

			“Wonderful,” Granddaddy said. “The best punishments do more than punish, after all. Now, I hear you three have something to show me. Something that belonged to my granny.”

			Bee jumped. She hadn’t even looked at the peppermint tin since getting back from the Fairy Islands—Mom’s anger had driven it clean out of her head. She slid Misdirection off the back of her chair and dug out the tin, which smelled strongly of the sea and had sharp barnacles sticking to it. She handed it to Granddaddy.

			“We lost most of it,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, Granddaddy—”

			“No need for apologies,” he said. “After all, I didn’t know there was anything to find out there. How on earth did you girls come up with the notion of looking for buried treasure on—what name did you give it? Little Ghost?”

			Bee, Hattie, and Plum kept quiet. They had made a pact to keep the stranger details of their discovery—namely, Bee’s dreams and the impossible path to Lucy Juniper’s old house—from Mom and Granddaddy.

			“A lucky guess, I suppose,” Granddaddy answered himself absently, as if his question hadn’t been important. Bee gave a silent sigh of relief.

			He opened the tin, and for a moment, he froze.

			“Well, I’ll be,” he said. Carefully, he lifted out a locket, which hung from a long golden chain. The locket was encrusted with pearls.

			“Pretty,” Plum said.

			“My mother told me about this,” Granddaddy murmured. “My granny wore it all the time. Inside, she kept a lock of my own granddaddy’s hair—as I told you, he died quite young. But—” His voice faded as he opened the locket.

			Bee looked. Inside the compartment was a curling lock of fiery red hair. “Grand-Granddaddy had long hair, didn’t he?” she said.

			“This isn’t his,” Granddaddy said. “This is my granny’s. She must have replaced it before she buried the locket.”

			“It’s like a message,” Mom murmured. “She must have known we’d find it one day. Maybe when we really needed it.” She was blinking very fast. She gave Granddaddy’s shoulder a squeeze.

			“They say my mom was the spitting image of Lucy,” Granddaddy said quietly. “Same smile, same fiery hair. I never met her, but Mom told me so many stories that it often felt as if we were best friends. I wanted to be a pirate when I was young, just like her.”

			He closed his hand around the locket, and his gaze drifted to the window. For a strange moment, Bee thought Granddaddy’s face looked very young—the lines disappeared, and he looked like a little boy, his eyes full of sea daydreams. Then he gave her a smile, and he was Granddaddy again.

			“Is there anything else?” Hattie said.

			Granddaddy nodded. He set the tin on the table with the lid open. “The rest of this, I presume, was ill-gotten—that is, stolen goods. The only piece of jewelry my granny owned was this locket.”

			He pulled out an antique magnifying glass with a silver handle and rows of little emeralds running up both sides. He unfolded it with a snap and held it over the newspaper on the table. “My! The glass is still perfectly clear after all these years. How strange.”

			Bee met Hattie’s gaze. She knew what Hattie was thinking—that, given everything that had happened, it wasn’t strange at all.

			“You don’t have anything like this in your Misdirection, do you, Bee?” Granddaddy said.

			Bee blinked. “No.”

			“Well, why don’t you hold on to it, then? I know you only carry around things that are useful, and I suspect this might come in handy when you’re examining specimens.”

			Bee took the magnifying glass with a shaking hand. She held it over the table, marveling at how the glass picked out every line in the wood. It was perfect—she could already see herself squinting through it at the tiniest flowers and leaves. “Thank you, Granddaddy.”

			Mom groaned. “A gift, Dad? Really?”

			“Well, I don’t know if I’d say that’s a gift,” Granddaddy said. “It’s been at the bottom of the sea for years. More like useful rubbish, wouldn’t you say, Bee?”

			Bee hid her grin and nodded.

			“Rubbish!” Mom said. “It’s got jewels all over it, Dad!”

			“Has it?” Granddaddy did a not-very-convincing double take, then peered into the tin again. “Well, I must say, this looks as if it’s been made for Hattie.”

			Hattie’s eyes bulged. In Granddaddy’s hand was a gold ring with a cluster of fiery rubies in the middle. They looked like something you would pull out of a cave lined with crystals, jagged and sharp and impossibly beautiful.

			“But this must be worth—” Hattie looked as if she was about to faint. “Millions of dollars.”

			“I’m not sure about that,” Granddaddy said. “I think those may be garnets, not rubies—though what’s in a name? It catches the light nicely, hmm?”

			Hattie slid the ring onto her index finger—it fit perfectly. She turned her hand this way and that, posing, until Bee felt the urge to empty her orange juice onto her sister’s head.

			“What about Plum?” Hattie said. Plum had been gazing at the ring admiringly, and looked up at Granddaddy with sudden hope. Bee was surprised that Hattie had remembered Plum in the midst of her gloating, but maybe Hattie was more generous than Bee had given her credit for.

			“Maybe Bee and Plum should share the magnifying glass,” Hattie said. Bee glared at her.

			“I would never forget my Sugar Plum,” Granddaddy said. “There’s one more thing here.”

			He lifted out a tiny silver key threaded on a chain. It was old-fashioned, the sort of key you imagined opening doors to enchanted castles or dangerous dungeons. It had a milky sort of glow, and despite its lack of jewels was easily as pretty as Hattie’s ring, at least in Bee’s opinion. It was pretty in a different way—a stranger, quieter way. Plum drew in her breath.

			“I can’t imagine why Granny kept this,” Granddaddy said, handing the key to Plum. “It can’t have opened any doors in her cabin, not a fine thing such as this. No doubt it was stolen too, and some rich tourist a hundred years ago was left without the key to his vault. Still, something about it suits you, Plum.”

			“It looks like the key to a fairy house,” Hattie said. “You’re right, Granddaddy. That is the right gift for Plum.”

			“You just don’t want to share your ring,” Bee said.

			Hattie’s other hand closed over the ring. “Who said anything about that?”

			Plum gravely put the key around her neck. “I’ll keep it for now,” she said. “But if the fairies want to get inside their house, I’ll have to give it back.” She sounded a little glum at this.

			“I’m sure they won’t want it back,” Hattie said. “It’s probably just a spare, like the one Mom keeps in the bird feeder. They probably don’t even know it’s gone.”

			“Well, if we’re done with Christmas in July,” Mom said with a narrow look at Granddaddy, “let’s everyone finish up with breakfast. Girls, I’ve decided that your punishments will commence immediately.”

			Hattie and Bee let out a groan that was immediately frozen by one of Mom’s iciest looks. “None of that,” she said. “Come on, eat up. You’re going to need the energy.”
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			CHAPTER 19

			Granddaddy’s Best Chocolate Chip Cookies

			Bee set her buckets down with a thunk, wiping her sweaty hair out of her face.

			Hattie, crouching next to her sandcastle, frowned. “You didn’t fill them to the top.”

			Bee flopped down on the sand. “They’re almost full.”

			“Almost full isn’t full,” Hattie said. “Mom said you have to do what I say. I’m going to tell her.”

			“Mom didn’t say that, actually,” Bee said. “She said I have to help you. Not treat you like the queen of the universe. These are the nineteenth and twentieth buckets I’ve filled, you know. My arms hurt.”

			“Almost filled,” Hattie grumbled, but she took the buckets and emptied them onto her construction pile. She was building a fairy house with a mushroom-cap roof, and Bee’s sand would become part of the flowery hillside leading up to the driftwood door. Hattie was in the middle of making a little path from the crushed shells of sand dollars, arranged to look like marble paving stones. Bee had to admit—to herself, not to Hattie—that it was one of the loveliest sandcastles Hattie had ever made.

			“Oof,” Plum said, setting her own bucket down with a grunt. She only had to fill one bucket for every two filled by Bee, which was highly unfair and clear evidence of favoritism from Hattie.

			“Thank you, Plum,” Hattie said graciously. Bee leaned backward until her elbow knocked over one of the fairy lampposts—by accident, of course.

			“You know,” Bee said, “you two have to help me with my specimen collection this afternoon. Hattie, I wonder if you should have to press three flowers for every one of Plum’s?”

			Hattie didn’t look up from the sandcastle. “And I wonder if your precious flowers will end up in Granddaddy’s next batch of chocolate chip cookies.”

			Bee smothered a gasp. Hattie wouldn’t dare. Would she?

			“Hello, girls,” Mom said, appearing behind them carrying a beach chair in one arm and Dore in the other. “How are things coming along?”

			“Great, Mom,” Hattie and Bee chorused sweetly.

			“Hattie and Bee were fighting,” Plum said.

			“Oh, Bee,” Mom said. “Can’t you give your sister a little peace?”

			Bee’s jaw dropped in outrage. “She threatened to bake my samples!”

			“And I’m sure you’ve done nothing to deserve that. Honey, the competition is tomorrow. I think we can cut Hattie a little slack—she’s working very hard.”

			“Very hard, Mom,” Hattie said, and Bee made a throwing-up noise.

			“Although I’m afraid you need to work a little harder in some other areas, dear,” Mom said. “I looked over your work from last night, and I found quite a few messy stitches. You’ll have to do them over.”

			Hattie’s smile faded, and Bee chortled to herself.

			The Snolly sisters’ punishments hadn’t involved scrubbing Granddaddy’s floors or pulling up weeds in the garden, as Bee had feared. No, Mom and Dad had decided to punish the sisters by making them help each other. Hattie and Plum would help Bee collect her samples and organize them by species, and Plum and Bee would help Hattie with her sandcastles. And as for Hattie and Bee—

			“Here you go,” Mom said, dropping a very lumpy brown dress into Hattie’s lap. “Get to it.”

			“But Mom! You said we were supposed to work on the sandcastles this morning.”

			“And you said you would do your best with Plum’s costume. If you’d done that, you could have kept working on your sandcastles, honey.”

			Hattie groaned. She unfolded the fabric and took the sewing kit Mom held out to her.

			“Make the flippers big,” Plum said. “Seals need big flippers because they swim far.”

			“What are you smirking about?” Mom said to Bee. “You’re supposed to be working too.”

			Bee looked hopefully at the fairy castle. She wanted to try her hand at building a turret. Hattie made it look so easy.

			“Don’t even think about it,” Hattie said. “But you can empty Plum’s bucket and get more sand.”

			Bee sighed.

			“Such industry,” Granddaddy said, coming up behind them with a picnic basket tucked under his arm. “Alice, I believe they’ve outlawed child labor, you know.”

			“It’s only wrong if I’m paying them,” Mom said.

			Hattie looked up. “Could we get paid?”

			Mom’s only reply was a long laugh that had a decidedly villainous quality. There was a mwa in it.

			“In any case,” Granddaddy said, setting the basket down, “I’ve come bearing lunch. Sandwiches, salad, and cookies, of course.”

			“Oooh! What kind?” Bee said. The Snolly sisters clustered around the basket. Granddaddy had been up early that morning, mixing and measuring and rolling, but he had refused to tell them anything about the ingredients.

			He tapped his finger to his lips. “Not until you try them, girls.”

			Plum was first. She took a hesitant bite, perhaps remembering the pepper-flavored cookies Granddaddy had made two days ago. Her face brightened, and she stuffed the rest of the cookie into her mouth.

			“Iff goo,” she said, spraying cookie crumbs everywhere.

			“Ugh, Plum.” Bee took a bite of her own cookie. She almost gasped.

			The cookie was better than good. It was quite possibly the most delicious thing Bee had ever tasted. She broke the cookie in half and tried to examine the dough. It had a faintly pinkish tinge that reminded her of the colors painted on the sand by the setting sun.

			“It tastes like . . .” Plum chewed slowly, thinking. “Like here. Like Misty Cove. Like the Fairy Islands.”

			The other Snollys nodded. It didn’t make any sense, but somehow it was true. It tasted like summer days on the beach and the tang of salt in the wind.

			And magic, Bee thought, though of course she would never give Hattie the satisfaction of saying that out loud.

			Hattie swallowed the last of her cookie and reached for another. “What’s the secret ingredient?”

			“I’m afraid I cannot divulge that,” Granddaddy replied, but they all knew he was only saying it because he liked making them guess.

			“Ice cream!” Plum said.

			“No, he made ice-cream chocolate chip cookies last week,” Bee said. “Is it chai? Yams? No, wait, you did those too . . .”

			“Oh no!” Hattie said. “Don’t tell me it’s octopus.”

			“Alas,” Granddaddy said, “I don’t believe Rainstorm would be happy if I invented octopus cookies. She’s so proud of her milkshakes, she’d see it as competition.” He lowered his voice to a carrying whisper and leaned forward slightly. “So don’t tell her.”

			“What?” chorused the Snollys, even Mom.

			Granddaddy held up his hands, laughing. “All right, all right. You were closest, Plum. The cookies are made from pieces of here. The dough contains a small handful of crushed wild raspberries that grow along the edge of the lane, as well as a pinch of lavender from my granny’s garden on Fairy Island. That crunchy topping is a mixture of caramel and sea salt that was drawn from this very beach.”

			Plum reached for another cookie. “They’re my favorite.”

			Hattie nodded. “Definitely.”

			“They’re even better than the root beer ones,” Bee said.

			“Well!” Mom said. “It seems you’ve found a winner, Dad. After all these years. Congratulations.”

			Granddaddy nodded. As he bit into his own cookie, his expression grew thoughtful. “Although . . . I wonder if the effect might be even better if, instead of caramel, I used glazed bananas . . .”

			The Snollys groaned.
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			CHAPTER 20

			Octopus Ice Cream

			Hattie won the sandcastle competition, of course.

			It wasn’t even close. Over eighty sandcastles sprang up on the beach that day—vast fortresses with moats and drawbridges and dragons, sea monsters rearing up out of the sand, mermaids and ships and whales, and even model villages of Misty Cove.

			Hattie made an octopus.

			But it wasn’t just any octopus. It was an octopus so vivid, so lifelike, that Bee kept staring at it, expecting it to lift a tentacle at any moment. Perfectly shaped suckers made of seashells lined the tentacles, and a trail of ink that was actually wet seaweed glistened behind it. And it glowed. Hattie had decorated the octopus with shards of beach glass in such a way that they caught the sunlight and shone just like the octopuses had shone that night at Little Ghost Island.

			“Perfect,” Kyra Yu said as she took Hattie’s photo beside the octopus. “This will be on the front page of The Foghorn tomorrow. Any plans for the prize money? Readers love to hear about that. New bike? Video games?”

			“Oh, no. I’ll put it straight into my bank account,” Hattie said. “It’s important to save for the future.”

			Kyra beamed at Hattie. Bee considered telling her that Hattie was just trying to suck up to the judges ahead of next year’s competition. Hattie was indeed very good at thinking of the future—when money was at stake.

			The Snollys weren’t the only ones admiring the octopus—a small crowd had formed, oohing and ahhing and taking pictures. Hattie’s octopus had a badge pinned to it that read First Prize. Somehow, Hattie had even managed to make the octopus look proud of itself.

			“Well, it looks like congratulations are in order,” said a voice behind them. “I can’t say I’m surprised.”

			Bee whirled around first. “Dad!”

			Within two seconds, Dad was engulfed in Snollys—more than one of them quite sandy—as Hattie, Bee, and Plum leaped into his arms. Mom handed him Dore, who let out an ear-splitting squawk.

			“Seagull,” Dad said. “That’s a new one. Nice to have some variety—he’s already mastered crows and pigeons and all the other city birds.”

			“You won’t be saying that an hour from now,” Mom said as the other Snollys took their hands off their ears.

			Hattie claimed Dad first, dragging him closer to the octopus to give him a detailed tour. Dad leaned in to admire it, a smile lighting his dark eyes behind his glasses. Bee couldn’t wait to show him her sample collection—not to mention the Fairy Islands. She was glad that he was spending a night in Misty Cove before they left to go camping.

			Plum skipped in circles around the sculpture, the tail of her new seal costume making a ring in the sand. “Why does it keep looking at me like it wants to eat me?” she said.

			“Don’t be silly,” Hattie said, though she seemed to take this as a compliment. She kept patting the badge on her chest, identical to the one worn by the octopus.

			“I have to say I’m surprised,” Granddaddy said. “It’s lovely, Hattie, but I would have guessed you’d make something more elaborate.”

			“I thought about that,” Hattie said. “But it’s like I’ve always said: Sometimes it’s the simple things that matter the most.”

			Mom and Dad seemed to smother a snort. “I’ve never heard you say that,” Bee said.

			“I might have thought it, though.”

			Bee rolled her eyes. “Yesterday you said the only thing that mattered was getting the prize money.”

			“Hmm, that does sound more in character,” Granddaddy said.

			“I did not,” Hattie said.

			“You did!” Plum piped up. “You told me and Bee to make a list of everything you can buy with a hundred and seventy-five dollars. Then you said you won’t buy anything, you just wanted the list to look at.”

			Bee’s jaw dropped. “Plum! Did you just side with me?”

			Plum’s eyes widened. She hid behind Hattie’s octopus, as if it could protect her from having to side with anybody.

			Hattie folded her arms. “Now that the competition is over, I guess I’ll have to put you two to work on something else. I’m sure I can think of a few ideas.”

			“Much as I am intrigued by your desire for revenge, Hattie,” Mom said, “your father and I have decided that your punishments are complete.”

			“Although,” Dad said, “if you sneak out again, I’m afraid we’ll be forced to come up with a far worse punishment—one that will last the rest of the summer. Understand?”

			The Snolly sisters mumbled agreement. “Can I still help Bee with her flowers?” Plum said, fiddling with the hood of her seal costume—it was brown with big black button eyes and ripples of shiny lace that looked like water. “I like picking flowers.”

			“That’s no surprise,” Bee said in an airy voice to hide how pleased she was. Plum was actually good at spotting rare plants, and it was nice to have somebody around who wanted to hear about all the things she had learned. “Flowers are interesting.”

			“Not that interesting,” Hattie said. “If I have to spend another minute listening to you yammer on about grass, Bee, I’ll go batty. But I can still help you with the sewing, Mom. It’s fun.” It had been Hattie who had come up with the idea of putting lace on the seal costume. As it turned out, she was almost as good at making costumes out of lumpy thrift store clothes as she was at making octopuses out of sand.

			“Well, I’m glad I had help with my sample collection,” Bee said. “Though I still haven’t found half the specimens I wanted to.”

			Granddaddy looked at their parents. “You may find you have a little more time to complete your collection than you think, Phoebe.”

			The Snolly sisters whirled on Mom and Dad. “What?!” they chorused.

			“Uht!” Dore echoed in a piercing shriek that Bee did not consider very flattering.

			Mom winced and took her hands off her ears. “Well, the cat’s out of the bag. We’re not staying forever, girls, so you’d best not look at me like that. But your father and I think we could extend our stay here in Misty Cove until Christmas, and see how things go from there. I’ve already—”

			Here she had to stop, for the Snolly sisters had erupted in a storm of cheers and whoops. Plum did three no-hands cartwheels in a row. The noise threw Dore into confusion; he alternated between sister-like shrieks and seagull screams. By the time the noise level dimmed, nearly everyone on the beach who had been admiring Hattie’s octopus had run for it.

			“Good grief!” Mom said. “Another eruption like that, and we’ll cancel the cancellation of your punishments.”

			“What about you, Dad?” Bee said.

			“Well, the bookstore is only open four days a week,” Dad said. “So I’ll drive over here most weekends, and you girls can spend a few weekends and holidays in the city with me and Christine. She’ll come out here with me whenever she can get away from the chocolate shop.” He gazed out over the water, his eyes bright. “I might just be able to finish writing my book. I’ve always found this place inspiring—it has a way of getting inside you somehow. I know that doesn’t make much sense.”

			Bee exchanged a look with Hattie. Dad was making more sense than he knew.

			“Where . . . are we going . . . to school?” Plum asked between cartwheels.

			“As I was saying,” Mom went on, “I’ve already spoken to the teacher at Misty Cove Elementary, and there won’t be any difficulty enrolling you here for the fall.”

			“What about the theater?” Bee said. Mom’s creaky old theater was the only thing Bee had missed about the city. The Snolly sisters went there after school and did their homework behind the stage when Mom was working late.

			“There’s a theater in Port Alberni, about an hour from here,” Mom said. “And wouldn’t you know it? They had some grant money come in and they’re looking to expand their programming this year. The director contacted me a few days ago with a job offer. He found out that I was in town from the newspaper article.”

			“Hooray!” Hattie said. Kyra Yu had run a story about their discovery of Little Ghost Island in The Foghorn. Mom hadn’t wanted to let Kyra interview them, on the grounds that children in the middle of a Very Serious Punishment shouldn’t get their photos in newspapers, but Granddaddy had convinced her. It had been a small photo, anyway, and smudged with ink from the grocery store advertisement on the opposite page. Plum had been a blurry, fairy-winged shape on the right, because Kyra had given up trying to stop her from hopping up and down. Hattie had let Bee stand in the middle to show that she had been the leader of their adventure, which had given Bee that little inner glow again, but Hattie had also stuck her hands on her hips and stood up as tall as possible, so that your eye still went to her first. Which just goes to show, Bee thought, that while some things change, they don’t always change that much.

			“Gee, Mom,” Bee said. “So if we hadn’t snuck out that night, that man wouldn’t have offered you that job, and we wouldn’t have been able to stay here. Isn’t that something?”

			Mom gave Bee a look that knocked her back a step. “And by something, Phoebe Margaret Snolly, you mean . . . ?”

			“Um, nothing,” Bee said quickly. “Isn’t that nothing? I meant to say that.”

			Mom turned away. Hattie grinned at Bee, and Bee gave her an exaggerated shrug of innocence. Plum smothered a laugh behind her hand.

			Bee gazed at the beach, brimming with happiness. Tourists and Misty Covers alike wandered along the sand, chattering and eating ice cream cones—Rainstorm Galaxy had set up a cart at the other end of the beach. Bee suspected that most people thought octopus ice cream was a joke. Ashley was wandering along the high tide line, waving his metal detector slowly over the sand. Hattie was chattering away to Mom and Dad, while Granddaddy stood looming over everyone, quiet and smiling. Plum played a hiding game around a log with a boy who seemed about her age. He was wearing what looked like a superhero costume, a T-shirt with an S on the front and a long red cape. When Plum caught him, he grinned and gave her seal costume an admiring look.

			“That Ashley Fox is busy these days,” Granddaddy said, watching Ashley bend to pick up a coin. “He was one of the sandcastle judges too.”

			Bee froze. “Did you say Ashley Fox? Is he related to Matthew Fox?”

			“Yes . . . Ashley is his great-great-grandson.” Granddaddy frowned at her. “Not that it matters. All of that is ancient history.”

			Bee wasn’t sure she believed that. She thought of how rude Ashley had been at the museum. He must believe that her great-great-grandmother had murdered his great-great-grandfather.

			She shivered. It was a terrible thought, even if it wasn’t true.

			She noticed that Granddaddy was still gazing at Ashley, and that the frown hadn’t left his eyes. Did Granddaddy really believe that what had happened that night with Matthew Fox was ancient history? Or did he just want to? There was a difference. Bee knew that kids sometimes believed in things because they wanted to—like Hattie and Plum believing in magic. Maybe grown-ups did that too, about grown-up things.

			Still, Bee was glad that she’d solved another mystery.

			Something brushed against Bee’s ankle, and she jumped a foot in the air, her mind going straight to the witch under the floor. But it was only Hattie’s octopus.

			She blinked, and her mouth fell open. “It moved! Hattie, your octopus moved!”

			“Don’t be silly, Bee,” Hattie said, rolling her eyes.

			Plum ducked behind Bee, her eyes wide as she stared at the octopus. “What part?”

			“That tentacle right there! It was flat a moment ago. Now it’s raised a bit, see? Hattie, wasn’t this tentacle flat?”

			Hattie was helping herself to another cookie. “I don’t know.”

			“Well, you made it!”

			“Oh, I don’t remember. It has eight tentacles, Bee.”

			“I saw it move too,” Plum whispered to Bee. “It turned its head a little and looked at me.”

			Bee narrowed her eyes at the octopus. She reminded herself that she still didn’t believe in magic, even after everything that had happened. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t keep an eye out for it. That was just good common sense, wasn’t it?

			At the root of every fairy tale is science, like the seed of a flower. But what if, sometimes, the root of a story was more stories? That was what the Fairy Islands felt like—a vast tapestry of stories, strange odds and ends of things stitched together like one of Plum’s costumes. Bee wondered if she would ever find the beginning or end of them.

			Well, at least now she had time to try.

			“Now that the competition is over, will you be retiring from the sandcastle business, Hattie?” Granddaddy said.

			“Oh no.” Hattie shook her head emphatically. “Now I have to start practicing for the winter contest. One of the judges was telling me that’s where the real competition is. The summer contest is for tourists—winter is when the professional sandcastle artists come to Misty Cove. And you have to account for things like frost barriers and salt-to-sand ratios . . .”

			Hattie droned on and on, and even Mom and Dad started to look glassy-eyed. Plum tugged on Bee’s hand. “This is boring,” she whispered. “Let’s go to Fairy Island. I can help you pick more beach cucumbers.”

			“Beach carrot,” Bee corrected. “Okay. But we have to rescue Granddaddy from Hattie too.”

			Bee caught Granddaddy’s eye and made the snip-snip sign. He gave a shadow of a wink, and kept nodding along as Hattie talked. Slowly, the three of them edged away until they were just beyond Hattie’s line of sight. Bee slipped her hand into Granddaddy’s.

			“Hurry,” she murmured, and they set off at a brisk trot, their bare feet silent against the sand. Plum pressed her arm against her mouth, smothering giggles.

			“Very stealthy, children,” Granddaddy whispered. “I think we just might—”

			“Hey!” Hattie’s voice floated down the beach. “Where did everybody go?”

			But it was too late. Bee, Plum, and Granddaddy had made it to the bank of fog rolling in from the sea. When Bee looked over her shoulder, Hattie, Mom, Dad, and Dore were like shadows. Or ghosts.

			“Ha!” Bee said. Now there was a magic trick!

			“I’ll catch up,” Granddaddy said, a smile hovering around his eyes.

			Bee grinned. She and Plum took off laughing down the beach. Bee ran backward and then forward, taking in the sweep of the sea and the Fairy Islands as well as the jumble of homes and shops that was Misty Cove, curved like a seashell around the beach. Her heart gave a happy skip.

			Misdirection bounced on Bee’s back, and Plum’s seal costume rippled through the waves of fog, as if Plum truly was a seal racing through the sea. Fairy Island peeked in and out of the mist, and when it vanished, who could say that it hadn’t left their world and drifted somewhere else entirely?

			Bee lowered her head and ran on.
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