








‘If the eyes truly are the
window to the soul. then
some people would he
wise to install blinds.’

ANYA PAMPLEMOUS . from her hook
The Puzzles That Lie TWthin.



There was a girl
called Ruby

IT WAS A CRISP OCTOBER DAY in Cedarwood Drive and a
two-vear-old giel was ganding oo a high stool in front of o buge
picture window. She was watching the leaves fall, studying the
patterng they made ag they whirled their way through the air.
Her eyes followed them until her gaze was canght by a single
yellow leal, almost exactly the shape of & hand. She watched as
1t swonped down into the yard and then salled up high over the
fence and across the street, She watched as it danced up and
down in the hreeze and then slapped flat onto the windshield of
a passing truck.

The truck pulled up in front of old Mr Pinkerton's grey
clapboard bouse, The driver climbed out, walked up the path
and knocked on the door. Mr Pinkerton stepped out onto the
porch and the driver produced a map = the two men struck up
i CONVersation.

Exactly one mioute later an elegant woman turned the



COFNEr, carrying a large green picnic basket, With a glance o
the house and the slightest nod from the driver, the woman
slipped out of her heels, scooped them wp and nimbly scaled Mr
Pinkerton's fence. Mr Pinkerton was busy studying the map and
noticed nothing: the child saw everything, Forty-five zeconds
passed and the woman reappeared: she was carrying the same
basket but it looked much heavier than before and its contents
seemed to be moving.

The little girl attempied o grab ber parents’ attention but
sinee her use of language was still limited she could not get them
to understand, She watched as the woman pushed her feed back
into her black shoes, walked to the rear of the truck and out of
view, Mr Pinkerton chatted on, The girl jumped up and down,
pointing at the window. Her parenis. sensing she might be eager
for a walk, went to put on their coals.

The child drew & truck on her chalkboard.

Her father smiled and patted her on the head.

Meanwhile, the driver folded his map, thanked Mr Pinkerton
and refurned o bis vehicle = waving o him as he drove off, The
vellow hand-shaped leaf fuftered to the ground. The woman, now
minug the pienic basket, walked on by, She bad a fresh searlet
seratch on her lefi cheek,

The child spelled out the trock’s license plate with her



alphabet hlocks.

Her mother tidied them away and dressed her in a red
woollen bobhble hat and matching mittens.

The family left the house and strolled down Cedarwond
drive, When they reached the grey clapboard house, the little
girl paused to pick up the yellow leaf, and there underneath it,
found a small tin badge embossad with an image of something.
What was 1t?

A sudden ery shook the stilloess of Cedarwood Dirive, A
cry that cut right through the heart of the child. She gripped the
badge tightly and felt the pin dig into ber palm, The neighbours
came spilling out onto the street to find the kindby Mr Pinkerton
doubled up with grief, Despite the best efforts of the Twinford
Crime Iovestigation Squad - a search which continued for
sixteen weeks = Mr Pinkerton’s prize-winning Pekinese dog
WS EVEr seen again.

It was on that October day that the little giel resolved o
dispense with the toddler talk and brush up on her language
skills, More imporiantly, thad was the day she set her sights on
hecoming a detective.

The little girl was Buby Bedfor,






An Ordinary Kid

WHEN RUBY REDFORT WAS SEVEN YEARS OLD she won
the Junior Code-Cracker Championships = solving the famous
Eisenhauser conundrum in just seventeen days and forty-seven
minutes, The following year she entered the “Junior Code-Creator
Contest” and stunned the judges when they found her code
impossible to break. In the end it was sent to Harvard University
professors. who eveniually managed to solve it two weeks later.
She was immediately offered a place for the following semester
but declined. She had no interest in becoming, as she put it, zome

bived of geek freak.



Some several years later...



Chapter 1.

You can never he
completely sure what
might happen next

EUBY EEDFORT WAS PERCHED ON a high stool in front of the
bathroom window, her binocularcs teained on o cake delivery truck
that had been parked on Cedarwood Drive for precisely tweniy-
one minubes, So far oo one had emerged from the trouck with so
muich as a hlueherry muffin. Kuby gurgled down the last dregs
of her banana milk and made a note in the litthe yellow notebools
which lay in her lap. She had 622 of these vellow noteboolks: all
bt one was stashed under ber bedroom Ooorboards. Though
she had taken up this hobby nine vears ago, no one, not even her
hest (riend Clancy, bad read a single word she bad written, Much
of what Ruby observed seemed pretty mundane but EVEN THE
MUNDANE CAN TELL A STORY |[RULE 18],

Ruby also kept a vivid pink noteboalk, dog-eared and smelling
of bubble gum, and it was in this that she listed her Buby rules =
thers were seventy-nine so far.

RULE 1: ¥OU CAN NEVER BE COMPLETELY SURE WHAT



MIGHT HAPPEN NEXT. A truth no one could argoe with,

Buby was a petite girl, small for her years = at first glance a
very ordinary looking kid, There was nothing particular to mark
her out = that is, nothing until you looked a ligtle longer. Then you
would begin to see that her eyes were ever so slightly different
shades of green. When they looked at you it was somehow
hard 1o remember the point you were arguing. And when she
smiled she revealed small doll-like teeth which somehow made
it impossible to congider ber anvihing offier than & cule kid, But
the most striking thing about Huby Redfort was that when you
met ber you el o sirong oeed for ber wo like you, The bathroom
phone rang: lazily, Buby reached out and groped for the receiver.

‘Brandys wig salon, bhair today, gone tomormow.”

"Hi Rube,” came hack the voice on the other end: it was
Clancy Crow,

‘Ho Clance, what gives?

Not a whole lot actually,

‘Ho to what do I owe the pleasure of this call?

‘Boredom,” vawned Clancy,

‘Ho why don't you get yourself over here, hozo?

Well, T would you koow Rube but my dad wants me home
- he's got some kinds embassy type function and he wants us all

smiling, you koow what I mean?’



Clancy CUrew’s father was an ambassador and there was
abways some funciion or other in progress. Ambassador Crew
lileed to hive his children scrobbed and ssrving canapés to prove
what & great family guy he was = though truth to gell he was
usually teo busy to even remember their hirthdays.

‘Bome people bave all the fun.' drawled Rulby.

Veah, mv life stinlks,” said Clancy.

‘Bo cheer yourself up why don'tcha. Seoot vourself over,
watch a few toons and you'll still be home in time (o smile for
the camara.

‘OK Rube, you've talked me into it, see you in ten,’

Euby put down the phone. 1t lived on a shelf with two others:
one was in the shape of a conch shell, the other disguised as a
har of spap. She had & whole lot more of them in her bedroom.
She had been collecting telephones ginee she was aboul fve vears
old. all in different shapes and colours. The donut phone was her
first = the latest, o cartoon squiree] sporting o tuxedo, Just about
all of them bad come from yard sales.

She was about to continue her bathroom-based surveillance
when the intercom buzzed — Ruby’s parents had sensibly fitted
them on each Ooor to keep shouting o o minimum,

She pressed the speak’ hutton.

‘Hello, how may I be of assistance?”
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"Howidy,” came the visice from the other end of the infercom.
“This 15 Mrs Inghy, your houselkeeper, may 1 pleasse remind you
that vour parents will he home from Switzerland in two and a
guarter hours.'

T know, Mrs Dighy, vou told me that a hall hour ago.”

‘Glad you remembered. May I also point out that they may
be a little grief stricken to see the state of your hedroom,”

Tt's my siyle Mrs Dighy - “layered”- it's very in vogue.’

Well may I continue o remind vou that some magazine
folks are coming to photograph this very house tomorrow and
if your mother sees it in its “lavered” state, you will be i what’s
commaonly referred o as “the dog house”.”

O, OK," sighed Ruby, T take care of it

The Redfort house, dubbed the Green-Wood house. on
account of its environmental features, had been designed in 1961
hy famous architect Arno Fredricksonn, Even now, a decade
or 50 later it was still considered very stade of the art and was
regularly featured in architectural journals.

Ruby returned to the bathroom, sat back down on her stool
and confinued o stare out of the window: the truck was still there
bul now there was a racecon gilting on iis roofl, The bathroom
door pushed open and in ambled a largs husky dog. which sniffed
around before seitling down to chew the bathmat,
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‘Bored, huh? said Ruby, slipping off her siool, She padded
into her bedroom and surveyed the wreckage. [t was not a pretty
sight. Ruby wasn® s0 muoch unfidy as she was a spreader - she
had a Lot of stuff and when she was busy working on something
the s had a habit of creeping from one surface to another and
this was what her mother did not like.

Digreit! muiterad Ruby, IT the magazine people were coming,
her mom would just ahout freak if this was what they saw. She
could almost hear her father saying, For the sake of yowr mothers
ainity - do something Buhy.” So she set ahout slipping records
back into their sleeves and pushing books onto shelves, Ruby
had a lot of books: they were arranged foor to ceiling across one

end of her room.

A FICTION SECTIOMN:
hoth English and foreign titles.

FACTUAL:
comprising anything,

GRAPHIC NOVELS AND COMICS:

suhject - largely crime and myatary.
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Rauby and Mres Dighy had a shared enthusiasm for crime and
thrillers: fact or fiction, whether in book form or on the screen.
They would offen seitle down with a large bowl of bhlue corn
chips and watch the guiz show What's Youwr Poizon? or when
Ruby was several years younger, Mrs Dighy would settle Ruby to
sleep by reading one of ber favourite Crime thrillers, The Claw
at the Window.

PUEZLES:

Puzzles wers Huhy's passion.

Any kind of puzzle: crosswords, anagrams, riddles, even
Jigsows = anything that needed to be solved by Anding the “pattern’
the “trick’ or the ‘key’. This had led Buby fo...

CODES;
She had read many books and essays on the subject,

I'n fact she was a subscriber to Masier Code Mondhly, a little
known Chinese subscription-only magazine. Subscribers had to
prove their code-cracking talent before they were permitted o
sign up. It was this journal that bad led her to read the following:
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# Garp Einholt's, The Theary of Code, itz Absivact
Dualiiy and Subtext (to be honest Ruby bad found this
very overstated and not a little tedious).

& Sherman Tree's more vital Unlock My Brain.

# Anya Pamplemouns’s thivty year study of codes, The
Puzzles Thae Lie Wikhin, which she also very much
erjove,

But her personal handbooks were bolth written many
canturies ago,

oo, by the Greek philosopher, Euclid with the simple title
of X,

the other, & tiny indigo book (origin unknown) which was
filled with all manner of codes. It explained riddles and posms
and equations = patterns, svmbols and sounds, If was o code
hreaker's hihle.

Having dealt with the books, records and papers, Euby began
the more complex task of sorting through clothes: all of which
seemed to be on the foor of her closet, [t was here, underneath
a pile of knee-high striped socks, that she unearthed her glasspes,
By, com 1l fo 2oe goe!
Although Ruby would on occeasion wear coptact lenses
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ghe didn’t much care for thems they had a habic of falling out
at exacthy the wrong moment. If Ruby Redfort had an Achilles
heel. it was her eves; without some sort of visual aid life was
Just a hlur.

Thers was ancther bozz from the intercom. “Yoh huh?

What are you doing?'

‘Being tidy - why?

‘Just checlang,'

‘Mrs Dighy, you are one suspicious worman,’

Having put awsy as many of her clothes as she could be
bothered w pot sway, Ruby grabbed all the remaining garments
and stuffed them down the laundry chute. She was in the habit
of tipping all sorts of things down the laundey chute = even, on
occasion, herself. It saved time.

Judging her work finished, Ruby’s finger hovered over the
TV's ‘on’ switch, but her attention was caunght by what sounded
like activity in the kitchen, Seven years ago she had rigged up
a reverse periscope device so she could see what was ocourring
in the kitchen below, Today she saw Mrs Dighy taking a fresh
hatch of cookies out of the oven.

Nice wark Mys Diglry,

She slid her notebook carefully inside the hollowed out
doorframe, and went downstairs,
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RULE 2: IF YOU WANT TO HEEF SOMETHING SECRET.

DON'T LEAVE IT LYING AROUND.



Chapter 2.
There's a lot of truth in fiction

WHEN RUEY ENTERED THE STYLISH, modern kitchen, she
was automatically handed a vile-smelling green drink, Ruby
glared at Mrs Dighy, bearer of the unfortunate liguid.

Mrs Dighy shrugged, ‘Don’t look at me, it's your mother’s
orfders - she wants you to grow.” SBahina wag always trying to
get Raby to ead foods that might promote growith, “Personally 1
don't see what's s0 wrong with being short,” Mrs Dighy added.
Tve always been shorl and its never stopped me from geiting
hy in the worlkd.”

This was true, Mrs Dighy was probably one of the smallest
and most determined people one could meet. She had been with
the Redforis lopg before Ruby was born and before that she was
housekeeper to Ruby's mother's parents. Her face resembled
an autumn leal = dey and covered in lines. When she applied
lipstick, it blad along the tiny cracks around her mouth, creating
miniature rivulets, She was getling oo in years bul oo one was



aexactly sure of her age = if asked she vsually answered, ‘sixty,
seventy, eighty, who's connting? Not me thet's for dearn sure.”

Mrs Dighy spoiled Euby whenever possible bt never, ever,
went against Mrs Redfort's dietary instructions. Sabina Redfort
was always pufting her household under one health regime or
another and Ruby and her father dreaded them oll,

Rauby took the drink without arguing, brought if to her lips
and said, “Mrs Dighy, could I have just one cookie, just to tale
the taste wway?

Mrs Dighy considered the request for a mere moment. " Well,
your mother dido’t say you couldod = 50 T guess it would be all
right.” She turned her back just for a second, maybe two, and in
this tiny moment Ruby poured the drink down the sink, having
heen careful to first make sure she got some of the green liguid
on her upper lip.

Yuck! said Ruhy.

‘There's a miserable kid,” said the housekeeper, wiping
Ruhy's face as if she were still just a toddler. Mrs Dighy looked
al Ruby's T-shirt, which bore the splement semve days séfnk and
mutterad, "well, who can argue with that.’

She paused,

‘Do second thought your mother will, If I wers you I might

avoid the trouble by changing into something, you know = frilly,”
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Ruby made a face - frillv” wag neither in her vocabolary
nor her wardrobe. As far as her attire went, she was more often
than not dressed in jeans, sneakers, a T-shirt printed with either
a somewhat hostile word: bege, an interesting number: 3729, or
some less than agreeable statement: bored beyond bellef. But
she knew what Mrs Dighy meant and she kpew she had a point

The backstairs door opened and in walked a young woman
followed by three large boxes of heirloom tomatoes balaneed on
a pair of skinoy legs.,

‘Hola Buby, how are you?' said the woman.

Bien gracias Consuela,” replied Ruby, Hey, s that you under
there, Clance?’

T thinl so,” muttered Clancy, struggling (o heave the boxes
onto the counter. He rolled his eyes. “I'll just go and feich the
others.” Clancy was a good-nafured person = mostly he tended
to like people, hut he dido't much like Consuela. Too bossy. Mrs
Drighy was no big fan either,

The trouble had begun when Sabina Hedfort rather rashly
decided that Mres Dighy's cooking was too stodgy and fhat they
should adopt a more olive oil and tomato based diet. This had
led to the hiring of dietary expert Consuels Cruz, Consuela bad
heen down over from Seville, Spain, along with many suitcases

and countless cooking wiensils, and though ber salary was eve-
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watering, Mrs Redfort considered her to be worth every penmy,

The new diet, however, may bave been helping maintain
healthy hearts but it certainly wasn't generating much love.
Mrs Dighy made a muttering sound deep in her throat and
Consuela clucked her fongue and both women left the room by
different doors. Buby, now alone, piled several cookies on fo a
plate {ten to be exact) and went ahout making herself some more
appealing drinks [bwo banana milles with strawherry iee-cream).
The banana milk was imported from Europe, for though Brant
Radfort had tried, it seemed impossihle to find anywhere inzide
the TUSA,

Ruhy popped straws in both drinks and carefully carried
them oul of the kitchen = sucking on one of the straws as she
went. She was about to climb the stairs, when she caught sight of
the lietle light on the answer phoone Oashing o indicate & message,
She pressed play.

‘Hey there Redfort gang! It's the Humberts here = Freddie
and I were just saying how much we would like it if vou all came
over = and Quent would just adore fo see darling Buby! Call us
back won't you! Bye bye bye!’

Thig voice belonged to Marjorie Humbert, a family friend,
wife of Freddie Humbert the Twinford City Bank manager and
mother of Quent the dullest boy in town, Buby astomadically
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pressed erase’ and continnad on her way, She was followed hy
the large husky.

"Hey there Bug,” cooed Ruby, “wanna watch some TV

When she entered her room she caught sight of herself in the
mirror. Mrs Dighy was right: if she wanted to avoid & whole Iot of
grief she might want to put on a dress. She rummaged through
her closat until she found an inferesting red and white number
she had picked up at a thrift store - if Buby wore anything other
than jeans and T-shirts, then it was uwsually second band, She
was ong of those girls who people talked abowt as “having her
own style,” which was sometimes meant ag a compliment and
sometimes not, The hem of the dress was gecured with sticky-
tape, but one hacdly noticed if one wasn't looking too closely,

Buby pulled on some hlack over the knee socks and a pair
of Yellow Stripe sneakers, The dress still retained its thrift store
odour, so Ruby sprayed herself with some perfume. |Oriental
Rose: she had a sizeable collection of beauwtifully bottled
fragrances which, when worn mingled with the odour of the
bubblegum she so often chewed, creating a uoigue Buby Redfort
fragrance. |

Clancy had not yet reappeared &0 Ruby carried the teay of
snacks up the open-tread stairease which connected her room

o the roofop, She liked tosid up bere on warm svenings looking
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at the stars, writing in her notebook, reading and, more than
oecasionally, watching the portable TV. She settled down in the
heanbag, in one hand a copkie and in the other a large green
apple. She believed that the healthy atiributes of the apple might
counteract the bad effects of the cookie, (Ruby Redfort had a lot
of theories like this one.)

She looked up when Clancy popped his head through the
trapdoor. Clancy was a shortish, serawny looking boy - not
exacily vour ‘vearbook kid' bul certainly one of the most engaging
characters you were likkely to talk to, if of course vou bothered to
talk to him = which s lot of people didn’L.

‘0Oh boy! I bad to make a dash for the siairs or she would
howe hiad me peeling tomatoes for the rest of my life = T wouldo't
mind but tomatoss give me hives.”

He slumped down next to Ruby, who was busy fipping
through the channels. Ruby was a keen watcher of TV - she
watched @ lot, She loved sit-coms, dramas, news shows, guiz
shows, documentaries, but it was the detective shows that were
her TV passion, and Crazy Cops in particular. Crazy Cops was a
police drama that Buby and Claney were practically addicted to
=it was very informative while at the same time being exioenely
entartaining. They had hoth picked up a lot of knowladge about
police investigations and human behaviowr from watchiong Crazy
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Copr. "Theres o lod of teh fo flotion,” was something Buby was
fond of reminding her parents whenever they complained alvout
her TV habit”, Sunday night, however, was toon night, and they
were just into a fourth episode of Grime Girl of the Crime World,
when Ruby beard her parent’s car drawing into the drivewsy.

Clancy looked at his watch and groaned. T guess 1 gotta go,
my dad won't exactly see the funoy side if T'm late,”

“That's too bad Clanee, but hey, don't forget to smile.’

“Yeah, yeah, some feiend you are = T'll call you later,”

He left by climbing from the roof onto a branch of the large
iree handily positioned right next w the bowse = rom there he
conld shimoy his way down to the vard. Ruby descendsd more
comventionally, by way of the stairs.

Noticing that she had forgotien to tackle the large pile of
shoes in the middle of the room, she fetched the beanbag and
placed it on top. The room looked magazine-shoot tidy. She took
one last look in the mirror, then adjusted the barretle securing
her long dark hair in a firm side-pari. giving her a look of uiter
OO POELDNE,

Satisfied, Ruby sort of half walked, half hopped downstairs,
followed silently by Bug,



Chapter 3.
‘sounded like dessert’

"HEY HONEY, HOW'S MY GIRL?" said her father, lifting Ruby
up over his shoulder and mussiog ber baie, It was o ‘welcome
home’ ritual Brant Redfort had never grown out of.

‘Hey Dad, d'va wanna cool it, you're messing with my look!”
gaid Ruby in a somewhat strangled voice,

‘Oh Brant!” said Sabina Redlort, pretendiog 1o disapprove.
‘For an intelligent man you really can behave like a total not.” Mo
one but Sabina would ever describe Brant Redfort as intelligent.
Ruby had been horn to parents who would never he giving
Einstein a run for his money.,

In many ways nature had been generous to Brant and Sabhina.
They bad been given an easy charm and likeability, geod looks and
generous personalities. But for all their fairytale-like graces, they
had little going on upstairs in the smart depariment. However,
you would be hard-pressed to mest o more popular conple. and

for this reagon they headed up just about every committes or



fundraising benefit in Twinford - they were what's known as
worinlites’,

The Redfort family walked upstairs to the living room and
settled down on one of the large white couches.

‘Ho how was Switzerland? gaid Ruby

‘Ol it was wonderful, just wonderful, if we badno't had fo get
back for the musenm launch we would have stayed on longer,’
said Sabina wistfully.

‘O veah, what museum launch is that? said Ruby.

‘Ruby, surely you haven't forgotten about the Jade Buddha
of Khotan!” exelaimed her mother,

‘Bahina honey, she's pulling your leg.’ said Brant, raising his
eyes heavenwands, “You have been talliing abouat nothing but the
musenm lannch for the last two months.”

“Oh very cute!” lasghed Sabina as she pinched Buby on the
cheelk.

Ruby’s parents were both wildly excited about the Jade
Buddba coming to Twinford. Stolen from the ancient kingdom
of Kboton duriog the Bih cenfury and missing for over a thousand
years the Buddha had recently heen rediscovered encased in a
block ol ice somewhers north of Alaska, The archasologist who
dug the artefact out of the glacier was the senior curator of the
Twinford City Museum, D Enrico Gonezales, In recognition of



this monumental and heroic discovery, the people of Khotan had
agreed to have the Buddha displayed at the moaseam for a lmited
period hefore it made its long journey bhome, Brant and Sahina
were, of course, on the museumn party committee,

Wou guys sure do travel light,” said Ruby Inoking around for
their suitcases,

‘0h yes,” said her mother, “The airline managed to lose every
piece of our luggage - can you believe 18!’

‘Bo Iguess vou lost all vour vacation pictures o7 said Ruby
hopefully. Ruby had endured many tedious hours of her parents’
vacation snapsbots and would go to any reasonable lengihs o
avnid the misery of a family slide show.

‘Wo,” said her father, Tockily T kept all the Glm in my carry-
on luggage - 1 can't wait to get them developed. you'll see 1 got
some beautiful shots,” Ruby considered this unlikely: Branot was
a horrihle photographer.

After guite o lot ol welcoming from a very excited Mres Dighy
- Giood to have you back af last, you've een ooay doo long!” and a
good deal mone fussiog, * Yoube lost weight Mrs I, yowe veed feeding
up.” - supper was ready and the family sat down to eat. Mrs Dighy
had gone to a lot of irouble with the fable and there was o buge
floral display which was very difficult to see over or indsed round.

During dinner, Ruby’s parents burbled on abowl the
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wonderful hotel and the delicious schnitzel and the beautiful
Alps. And the conversation went something like this:

BARINA: Tluite the wistiest sehindizel T hove eoer wested,”

BRANT: Ayl vohict cehoned those Alps! Todk whout gl

Until Ruby wished they would start talking about the Jade
Buddhba again. But then, of course, they did.

SABINA: ‘Speaking of Switzeriond. Marjorie mentioned

theead ihe Baecddbes glass displogy ensge fias ol been erperdy

destgeed by o Seriss srpert - o ones et i, na one - hes

ot witter revdusn,”

BRANT: ‘O yes, thodls vight o fellow neomed.., whod s Bis

arerme fomey?”

RUBY: Kloies Gaesto,”

BEuby hadn't exactly been listening, but she had besn party
to g0 many of these discussions that her brain had absorbed all
the interesting and less than interesting details.

SABINA: “Thaes vight Rul! Well, aecording (o Morjorie the

ptrees display oase will be the shoape of o eglinder and s going

fo vise v eroweglt e e foor af e strobe of midnighi!”

BRANT: "How does ke da i, do you think?

SABINA: ‘Beals me! Must be some kind of magicien - o

e et bnais b g get that gliess cylinder open - L8

top seered,”
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BRANT: T i their gliess 45 a8 ercellend as thete sotmdizel

e e poingg do be o for o ieea!”

~and they were back (o talking aboot schnitzel again.

Ruby wished hard for some kind of distraction before her
brain froze over - and her wish was granted by a loud thod and
a high pitched shriek.

“Whatever in the world was that?” exclaimed Mrs Redfort.

‘Bounded like dessert,” said Ruby,

‘What?* gaid her mother.

‘1 must say having Consuela around is great if you are
looking to lose weight but I am afraid our friend Bug has been
pounding it oo

‘Bug’s been putting on weight? What do vou mean? Why
would Bug put on weight? asked Mrs Hedfort.

‘Do account of all the low Oving food in there,” replied Ruby.
‘Mrs Dighy and Consuela throw ingredients at each other nearly
every night. Most of it ends up on the floor and Bug is only too
happy to clean up, if vou know what | mean.”

“What!” said Braod who was very much against pets eating
their owner's food.

There was a crasbing sound followed by o velp.

Yeah, I've pretiy much got used to it but you may get
complaints from the neighbours any day soon.’
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‘Oh we don't wanit that,” gaid Brant, looking over towards
where Mr Parker lived. Mr Parker was a very difficult man.

‘et used o what? said Sabina

‘Kitchen friction,” replied Ruby. “Mrs Dighy can't stand
Consuela and Consuela can't stand Mrs Dighy - it's heen like
this ever sinee you guys went away.”

‘Reall? said Sahina

‘O veah,” said Buby raising ber voice a Little, to make herself
heard over what sounded like the smashing of a cult-glass tulip
vase. It's heen terrible - | must say this fish is very good though.’

Sabina slammed down her napkin, stood up and strode over
to the kitchen door.

Twouldo't do that i T wene you, Mom,” warned Ruby through
a mouthiul of mackerel. But Sabina was not to be deterred. She
opened the door just as Mrs Dighy took aim with a pitcher of
tomato juice. Consuela ducked and Sabina found herself covered
in red gloop,

‘Mrs Dighy! What has gotten into vou!’

Mrs Dighy gquickly reached fora lacge disheloth, put i down
and picked up & towel.

‘That's the second time today that someone bas thrown a
drink over my Oscar Birdet suit!” exclaimed Sabina.

TeeallyT Who was the Grst? inguiced Ruaby, who wias by mow
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sianding in the doorway, and chewing on a carrof,

‘Bome frapiic little man at the airport = spills my martini
all down my front and now this! Boy, this tomato is never going
b0 come out,’

Let me clean it up, Mrs R, said Mres Dighy, who was looking
rather pale in the face.

TN thank you not to touch it Mrs Dighy, it's dry-clean only!’
replied Sabina, these last words coming out rather more sharply
and with more volume than she bad intended.

‘Iz never gonna be clean again Mrs Hedfort, no way José,”
said Consuela giving Mrs Dighy a smug look, Sabing was about
to try and calm things down when Mrs Dighy got in first.

“Well, I ean see whose gide vou are taking in all this, and me
a person you've koown your whole entire life. 1 see thirty-six
years of servioe and loyalty count for very litthe round these parts
Mayhe I'll just go and pack the few sorry possessions [ own and
get out of here for good! No doubt cousin Emily will take me in,’

‘0Oh Mrs Dighy! Please don't... * pleaded Sahina, but it was
no uge, Mres Dighy was already making ber way downstairs to
her housekeepers apartment - there would be no pancalkes for
brealfast, that was for sure,

Ruhy was relieved when the telephone rang.

‘Redlort high drama society, You want dreama, we gol i’
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She hoped it would be Clancy Crew, he would certainky
lighten the atmosphers = but it was Marorie Humbert.

The following words were deliverad iy Ruby at super high
speed o avold conversation.

‘Hello Mrs Humbert yes I'm weller than yow could begin to
wrreaginie T weould Love o chat wt T know my mother is on the edge of
her send of the prospect of talking o you - Iye, Iye. bye!”

Buby handed the phone to Sabina. ‘Gotta walk, Bug.' she
said, and whistled to the dog.

Jeepers, comeld I 1ise some air.

Bauby and Bug left by the back door and made their way down
Cedarwood Drive, turning right on Amster Street. Ruby decided
bo stop by the tree on Amster Greens o lange oak in the maddle of
a triangle of grass. It stood there surrounded by blossom trees; a
wooden bench sal directly under it. The oak tree was old, with
hranches that twisted towards the ground and swept up again.
It was perfect for climbing, Ruby and Clancy liked to sit agp this
tree and watch the people down below: when the tree was in leaf
it provided perfect cover,

Buby jumped on to the bench, swung herself onto the lowest
branch and from there made ber way quickly up (o dhe highest
climbahble limb. Finding the hole in the bark. she felt around with
her hand and pulled out 2 piece of elaborately folded paper, A
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perfectly formed origami turtle, Ruby and Clancy had got into
the habit of leaving each other tree notes, written in code and
nsually folded in this complicated way as it meant they would
he sure to koow if someone had got there first - origami was
impossible to re-fold withowt knowing how, and very fowe people
kpew how. Clancy bad obviously written the note on his way
hack home hecause it sald,

wWweilklp Xrauvuziv vawp eofyhoo

efivrlw ay va mg wowpw®

Euhy smiled, seribbled something on a bubhlegum wrapper,

nsyqg ltszsjyk wvy ptrwayoeo

pushed it into the hole in the tree and climbed back down. When
she gt home, she found her parents were still discussing the
tomato gloop incident. Her mother was saying. °1 hate for Mrs
Diighy to be unhappy but we can’l lose Consuela, she is a dietary
genins.’

“Why don’ T call tbat house management agency?” aid her
father, ‘see if they can't send someone to sort of keep control.”

Tguess it’s worth a shot,” replied her mother,
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The telephone hegan o ring.

TN get 1t!" ealled Ruby, she was sure this time 1t wouald he
Clancy complaining ahout all the smiling he had had to do at
his dad’s dinner, but disappointingly there was no one on the

enid of the line,



