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[image: Image]


CONTENTS

COVER

TITLE PAGE

DEDICATION

1.    How It All Started (Lily)

2.    The Thump on the Porch (Jacob)

3.    Out of the Blue (Lily)

4.    Little Dumpling (Jacob)

5.    Outlaws (Lily)

6.    Transformation (Jacob)

7.    Into the Closet (Lily)

8.    A Voice in the Dark (Jacob)

9.    I Get to Meet LD (Lily)

10.  Spelunker (Jacob)

11.  The Puzzle in the Picture (Lily)

12.  The True Key (Jacob)

13.  Mist in the Mausoleum (Lily)

14.  What Came through the Closet (Jacob)

15.  The High Poet (Lily)

16.  The Dream Eater (Jacob)

17.  The Unravelers (Lily)

18.  Sploot Fah (Jacob)

19.  The World Below (Lily)

20.  The Council of Poets (Jacob)

21.  The Silver Slicer (Lily)

22.  The Battle for the Baby (Jacob)

23.  Tunnels (Lily)

24.  A New Guide (Jacob)

25.  Blankets, Yes; Diapers, No (Lily)

26.  The History of a Mystery (Jacob)

27.  Tia LaMontagne (Lily)

28.  The Black Bridge of Doom (Jacob)

29.  Toozle (Lily)

30.  Tears (Jacob)

31.  The Queen of Sorrows (Lily)

32.  Two Dozen Dumplings (Jacob)

33.  Track to the Top (Lily)

34.  The Master Librarian (Jacob)

35.  Beneath the Library (Lily)

36.  Chimes at Midnight (Jacob)

37.  Bad Vibrations (Lily)

38.  Tikkun (Jacob)

39  Return (Lily)

EPILOGUE 1 (Jacob)

EPILOGUE 2 (Lily)

ABOUT THE AUTHOR



CREDITS

COPYRIGHT

ABOUT THE PUBLISHER


1

(Lily)

[image: Image]

HOW IT ALL STARTED

We’ve only got two weeks before Jake has to turn into a monster for the first time. Gramps, Mrs. McSweeney, and I are pretty sure we’ve got everything set to deal with it. Even so, I’ve decided Jake and I should write down our adventures now, before the big night. After all, if things don’t go the way we hope, his mother will need to know what happened.

The police, too, probably.

I’m going to start because I know Jake will never begin on his own. Once I get the story rolling, I think I can push him to fill in his parts.

So, first things first. I’m Lily Carker, mostly known as “Weird Lily.” I got my nickname when I made the mistake of singing my new song, “How the Wolf Ate Gramma,” for show and tell. It was something I’d just written for my collection Ballads of Death and Destruction, and I was very proud of it. I suppose the fact that I was in second grade at the time didn’t help.

I haven’t made that mistake again.

Even so, the name stuck.

I live with my grandfather, Gnarly, who runs the cemetery.

“Jake” is Jacob Doolittle. Jake lives with his mom on the other side of the cemetery from me and Gramps. Their house is as big and fancy as ours is small and simple. It even has a tower. Awesome!

On the other hand, both houses are pretty run-down.

Jake is the cutest boy in class. Jake himself is kind of clueless about this, but he’s a boy, so that’s to be expected. (It’s probably going to make him mad that I wrote that, but it’s the truth, so there.)

I made a big mistake because of his cuteness when I moved to Needham’s Elbow, back in second grade: I told him I was going to marry him someday.

Actually I told the whole class, since I said it during show and tell.

You’d think I’d learn.

Jacob wouldn’t talk to me for a long time after that.

I can’t say that I blame him.

Here’s how we finally got to be friends: Toward the end of fourth grade I was picking flowers in the old section of the cemetery when I heard someone crying. It’s not unusual for people to cry in the cemetery, of course, but usually it’s over someone who has just died. Since this crying came from the far side of a tombstone dated 1863, I wondered if it might be a ghost. So I peeked around the tombstone.

It wasn’t a ghost—it was Jacob. (He wasn’t “Jake” to me yet.)

It was easy to guess why he was crying. Everyone in our class knew that something had happened a few weeks earlier so that Jacob’s dad wasn’t around anymore. What that something was no one seemed to know, though there were a lot of guesses, some of them pretty nasty.

The thing was, I understood better than most how Jacob felt, since something similar had happened to me just before I finished first grade. At least I knew my parents were still alive, even if they didn’t want me. In Jacob’s case no one seemed to know whether his dad was dead or had simply taken off.

Until his dad disappeared, Jacob had been pretty normal, and pretty popular. After it happened, he started acting strange. (And trust me, I know about strange!) It took me a while to notice, because it was little things … touching his desk three times before he sat down, or making sure his books were properly organized before we went to the cafeteria. If Mrs. Gorton made him get in line before he was ready, I could tell he felt nervous and unhappy. Sometimes I would catch him tapping his fingers against his thumb … little finger, ring finger, middle finger, pointer finger, over and over. After a while I worked out that the faster his fingers were moving, the more upset he was.

Anyway, that day in the cemetery I figured I knew why Jacob was upset. I also figured he didn’t want to talk about it. But I also knew a third thing … sometimes it feels good just to have someone with you when you feel that way.

So I sat down beside him.

Jake lifted his head, glanced at me, then put his head back down. He continued crying, only a bit softer. Finally he stopped, sat up straight, wiped his face, and whispered, “Thanks.”

That was all he said before he got up and walked away.

Even so, things were different after that, and we both knew it.

It started slowly. Jake and I walk to school and the fastest route for both of us is the dirt road through the center of the cemetery. Afternoons I started waiting for him at the cemetery gate. He didn’t seem to mind, and pretty soon we started walking home together directly from school. We got teased, of course … the usual “Oooh, Jacob loves Lily!” kind of crap, but it wasn’t too bad.

After we had been doing this for about a week, Jacob said out of the blue, “Why does your grandfather hate me?”

“He doesn’t hate you!”

“Then how come he yells at me whenever he sees me in the cemetery?”

I frowned. “Okay, I guess he does act like he hates you. I don’t know why.” To change the subject, I turned to something I had been wanting to get off my chest. “Um … about that ‘marry you’ thing in second grade. That must have been pretty embarrassing. I’m sorry.”

Jake smiled. “Yeh, I got teased about it a lot. Now I get teased about other stuff, by everyone but you. So I guess we’re even.”

Relief!

After that things were easier between us, especially when we discovered that we both like monster movies and horror stories. We started to swap books. One day he made my head explode by handing me a stack of novels by Arthur Doolittle.

“He’s my favorite writer!” I cried. “I’ve always thought it was cool that you had the same last name.”

“Of course I have the same last name. He was my grandfather!”

I went a little spazzo then, but Jake shrugged like it was no big deal.

“What happened to him, anyway?” I asked. “I’ve never been able to find out why he wrote so many great books and then just stopped.”

Jake frowned. “Neither has anyone else. Arthur disappeared—”

“You call him Arthur?”

Jake’s face hardened. “He just took off on the family about twenty-five years before I was born. I never met him, and I sure don’t think of him as ‘Grampa’—not after he abandoned my dad that way.”

“What happened?” I asked.

He shrugged again. “Family legend says he had been acting crazy for a few years. Then one day he was just … gone. Supposedly he left a note, but I’ve never seen it.”

After a while we started a book club and made a hideout in one of the mausoleums, which are these cool stone buildings in the rich people’s part of the cemetery. They store the bodies above ground (in coffins, of course) instead of burying them.

We cleaned up inside, then made a library, both of us donating books and comics. The real gems came from Jacob, because his grandfather not only wrote horror stories and novels, he also collected them. Jacob didn’t bring any hardcovers, but he contributed several paperbacks, including my all-time favorite Arthur Doolittle book, A World Made of Midnight. This was the story where he first described the monster world that he called Always October. It was also the book that made him famous. Most of the books he wrote afterward featured Always October in some way, but Midnight was always my favorite. I had read it about a dozen times.

Because the air in mausoleums tends to be damp, we kept the books sealed in plastic bags to protect them. Also, Jacob created a file card system to make sure that we knew exactly what we had.

When I asked him why he was so organized, he blushed and said, “Makes me feel safer.”

I thought about it, and figured I understood.

After that day we talked about more personal stuff. We’re almost through sixth grade now, and pretty much best friends.

The day Little Dumpling arrived, Jake and I were in the mausoleum-clubhouse talking about the biggest problems in our lives. At that moment it was Jacob’s third-quarter report card.

“You got an F in math?” I asked, staring at the horrible grade in amazement. “How did you manage that? You’re brilliant at math!”

He shrugged. “Brilliant at math, not so brilliant at homework.”

I knew that the real problem was he spent so much time trying to get his papers perfect that he rarely managed to finish them.

I looked at him sternly. “This is serious, Jacob. I don’t want to have to do seventh grade without you!”

“Ouch!”

“Sorry, but that’s where things are heading. I would take it as a personal favor if you would at least try to pass.”

“I am trying! I just …”

His words trailed off, and his eyes grew wide.

I didn’t have to ask why. I had heard it too.
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THE THUMP ON THE PORCH

Lily is such a brat! She knew if she stopped there, I wouldn’t be able to resist picking up the story. But she’s right. We really should get this written down before my first transformation.

So—what we heard just then was something scratching at the back wall of the mausoleum. Lily’s eyes bugged when she caught the sound. I suppose mine did too, because it was super weird. To begin with, that wall is thick. Even if someone was scratching on it from the outside, we shouldn’t have been able to hear it inside. Secondly, though we weren’t hurting anything, we knew we weren’t supposed to be in there. So the idea of getting caught was scary.

My fingers were counting off against my thumb, but I decided I should do the guy thing of being brave. So I shrugged and said, “Probably just a branch moving in the wind.”

“There aren’t any branches back there,” Lily pointed out. “No trees or bushes at all. It’s just lawn.”

Still trying to be brave, I said, “Should I go see what’s doing it?”

She thought for a minute. I knew she was thinking because she was chewing the end of her right braid. Lily has long black hair that she keeps in two braids. The right one is her thinking braid. She saves the left one for when she’s angry. When she starts chewing that one, I get nervous. Finally she said, “We’d better hide. It could be my grandfather. It would not be good for him to find us here.”

I nodded, and we scooted into the retreats we had worked out when we’d first made the place our clubhouse: a pair of spots on opposite sides of the building, each behind a low platform that held a coffin. When we had chosen the hidey-holes, they had been dusty and filled with cobwebs, and I had kind of freaked about how filthy they were. But after we cleaned them out, they weren’t too bad.

Lily told me once that when she was in her hiding spot she would lie on her back, fold her arms over her chest, and pretend she was a corpse. I suppose when your best friend is the gravedigger’s granddaughter and her nickname is “Weird Lily,” you have to expect such things.

As for me, I preferred to crouch in a position that would let me leap up and run. The problem with this was that my knees would begin to hurt after a few minutes. Fortunately, the scratching stopped before my legs got too sore.

Lifting my head so I could see over the coffin, I called softly, “I think it’s okay.”

Lily popped up on her side of the room and glanced toward the back wall. Her eyes grew wide. Without saying a thing, she pointed.

I saw it at once: a circle on the wall, about a foot wide, that seemed to be glowing. It was dim, and you had to look twice to be sure it was really there. Even so, it was pretty freaky.

“Maybe just a shiny spot on the stone that we never noticed before?” I ventured, trying to keep the quaver out of my voice.

“I don’t think so,” said Lily. She stepped from behind the coffin, went to the wall, and pressed her hand against it. Without turning, she motioned for me to join her. “Does this feel warm?” she whispered.

I touched the spot. It didn’t feel that warm to me, but to be sure I walked to the east wall and pressed my hand against that one. Definitely cooler! I returned to the back wall and tried again. Lily shook her head. “It’s gone now.”

“Are you playing with my mind?” I demanded.

I still hadn’t forgotten the time she had convinced me that some nights she slept in the mausoleum.

“No mind games!” she said, pulling the ends of her braids so that they crossed over her heart—her way of saying she is being totally honest. “I’m just trying to figure out what’s going on. Let’s go look from the other side.”

Lily went first, in case it had been her grandfather. After she had checked, she gave the all-clear signal and I followed her to the back of the mausoleum. The outside wall was blank and unmarked.

I knelt to study the grass. “No sign of it being stepped on,” I said.

Lily shook her head. “Okay, that was really strange.”

“Which probably means you liked it!”

She grinned. “Of course!” Then her face grew solemn again. “Even so, I want to know what was doing it.”

My reply was interrupted by a rumble of thunder. I glanced up. The sky had gotten dark. “I’d better get going. The storm is going to hit soon, and Mom will be mad if I come in wet.”

“The real storm is going to be over that report card,” said Lily.

I shuddered. The thought of showing my mom that F was far more frightening than hanging out in a mausoleum with Weird Lily Carker and hearing mysterious scratchings on the back wall.

As it turned out, Mom didn’t get angry. That would have been unpleasant, but better than what actually happened, which was that she started to cry. Not wailing sobs or anything. She just sat and stared at the report card until tears rolled down her cheeks.

I really, really wished she would just yell at me and get it over with.

Finally she put the card on the table—we were in the kitchen—and left the room. I sat where I was, feeling like a steaming pile of dog poo. Or, more precisely, what a steaming pile of dog poo would feel like if it also felt miserable and frightened.

After a while I sighed and started up the back stairs. Front or back, going upstairs takes some time, since I have to touch three important spots along the wall to do it. I can’t explain why this is. It’s just that ever since Dad went off on a caving expedition and never came back, I have to do certain things. If I skip them, my gut gets tight and I feel sick and scared. The only way to make the feeling go away is to go back and start over again.

The upstairs hall is lined with portraits of my ancestors, including a painting of Tia LaMontagne, my sort-of grandmother. Tia had been married to Arthur Doolittle for a few years, then mysteriously disappeared. That’s why I call her my sort-of grandmother: though she was married to my grandfather, she’s not my father’s mother.

Tia was a painter, and the second floor of the tower used to be her studio. It’s a guest room now, though we haven’t had any guests since Dad disappeared. A door in that room leads to the third level of the tower, which is where my grandfather had his writing office. I’d never been up there. It’s locked, and according to my father, his mother threw away the key after Arthur abandoned them.

Tia was far and away the most beautiful of my relatives, but in such an odd way that the picture gave me the creeps. Even so, sometimes I would stop and stare at it. Unlike the other portraits, this was set outdoors. Dressed in a black gown, Tia sits in front of a large tree, her legs folded to the side. The ground is covered with brilliantly colored leaves, hidden in places by strands of mist. Tia’s hair, redder than the most scarlet of the leaves, tumbles over her shoulders like a river of flame, reaching nearly to her waist. Her right hand, lifted to shoulder level, points toward the enormous full moon that floats over her right shoulder. Her left hand rests in her lap, thumb and little finger folded under.

Three details make the picture particularly strange. First, it’s set in the cemetery; behind her are tombstones and a mausoleum.

Second, on the moon are the hands of a clock. It is five minutes to midnight.

Third, despite her smile, a tear is trickling down her cheek.

Dad used to stare at the painting too. If I came up beside him while he was doing so, he would put his hand on my shoulder and say, “My father used to say there was a long story behind that picture, and the key to the family mystery. When I begged him to explain, he would only say, ‘I’ll tell you more on your eleventh birthday.’”

That was all Dad ever said about it. He didn’t need to say more. I knew that by the time he had turned eleven, his father was gone.

Like father, like son …

In my room I lined up my pencils by length, then took out the picture I was working on, an attempt to copy the cover of one of my grandfather’s books. It was cool: two horrifying monsters wrestling in a swamp while behind them a beautiful woman without many clothes presses herself against a big old tree, screaming.

I love drawing. It’s about the only time I can shut out the world and not think about stuff like how many times I have to touch the door before it’s safe to open it. I got so lost in the picture, I almost forgot about the trouble with my mother.

Then I smelled the hamburgers.

Mom knows I can’t resist hamburgers, so she cooks them whenever she feels she might be even partly in the wrong. It’s her way of apologizing without actually having to say “I’m sorry.”

Mom isn’t a big talker.

I tried to resist but the smell was too good. Before long I was downstairs, setting the table—my role when Mom cooks apology burgers. Later, as we were clearing the dishes, she said, “I have to work on that tapestry I’m making for the new hotel over in Winchester. Want to join me in the Loom Room while you do your homework?”

Mom’s a weaver. She does most of her work on a big loom Dad built for her back when I was a baby. Later he made a much smaller version for me. Mom had been using it to teach me to weave. I liked it; the rhythm was relaxing. I don’t use it anymore, though. I stopped when Dad disappeared.

Mom’s big weavings hang in art galleries. One is even in a museum. After Dad disappeared, her weavings changed. Some, filled with dark, jagged designs, were downright disturbing. That was why I was glad when she got the hotel commission: it forced her to create a design more like her work used to be.

It had been a long time since she’d had a new commission. Fortunately, she has a part-time job teaching weaving at the community college. Otherwise, we’d really be in trouble.

“Well?” asked Mom, interrupting my thoughts. “Do you want to join me or not?”

I shrugged. “I guess so.”

“All right, get your books.”

Even though I was pretending it was no big deal, I loved being in the Loom Room. It’s at the front of the house, in the base of the tower. The racks of yarn make it look as if someone has spilled a rainbow on the wall. Behind the bench where Mom sits is a picture of Penelope, weaving as she waits for Odysseus. To Mom’s right is a painting of Arachne, who was turned into a spider for boasting that she could weave better than Athena. Above my own loom, which—with the help of a piece of plywood—I now use as a desk, is a picture of the three fates weaving the destiny of all mankind.

The storm had broken and rain was pounding against the windows. Mom worked on her tapestry. I pretended to work on my math. Everything was very cozy.

Actually, I didn’t plan to pretend about the math. I really did want to get the work done. But my mind kept wandering, distracted partly by the pleasure of watching my mother’s slim, quick fingers manipulate the bright strands of yarn, partly by the howling of the wind. I was trying to force my attention back to my own work when a rumble of thunder shook the house.

As it tapered off, we heard a loud thump from the porch.

Mom looked up. “Go see if the wind blew something over, would you, Jake?”

I sighed, but mostly for effect, stepped into the front parlor, and turned on the light. (With money so tight, we don’t leave on lights we aren’t using.) Even with the light the room was gloomy, since it’s covered with dark-brown wallpaper. Every time I saw that paper, I felt a twinge. Dad had always said he was going to take it down someday. Now every time I saw it I wondered if “someday” would ever come—if he was dead, or had simply gone missing like his own father. If so, might he improve on his father and actually come back to us?

At the front door I was touching the knob for the third time when another bolt of lightning split the sky, this one so close I could hear the crackle of the electricity. The thunder followed almost immediately, shaking the house.

I waited for it to fade, then pulled the door open.

A small cry at my feet caused me to look down.

I let out a yelp of surprise.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
QOO LPP90000P990900009990000009

BRUCE COVILLE ALWAYS
OCTOBER

o

QOO0 VVPPPPP00900OPP0000000Q






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/9780062190055_Cover.png
y BRUCE COVILLE

AL
OCTOBER 4






OEBPS/images/chap.jpg





OEBPS/images/s.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062190055_Cover.jpg
AL
OCTOBER

74 BRUCE COVILLE






