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				For Rob, who doesn’t know that I’m a secret crime fighter. Well, okay. So now he knows.

				
					
						[image: A thumbprint in ink.]
					

				

			

		

	
		
		
			
				1.

				Old School

			
			Weird things had a tendency of happening to Olive Cobin Zang, but this morning was weirder than most.

			First, her InstaFriends social media account had vanished entirely—never mind that she had fewer than five followers. Then, when she opened her locker to grab her books before class, all traces that Olive had ever been there had been removed, including her Meggie comics and flower power stickers. And at the school library, when Olive tried to apologize for her overdue library books, she learned that all the fines had been wiped clean.

			By the time Olive reached second period, she was so deep in thought that at first she didn’t notice the black cat perched on the classroom’s window ledge. Unlike her classmates, who never paid any attention to her, the cat was staring right at Olive. When she finally noticed it, it seemed to wink at her before running away.
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			Olive watched the cat disappear, wishing she could run away, too. She hated school. A lot.

			Turning to the front of the room, Olive heard the school’s PA system crackle. Then a tinny voice said, “Olive Cobin Zang”—Olive tried not to panic—“please report to Principal Gates’s office immediately.”

			Instantly, prying eyes were on her. She felt her face flush red. Often overlooked, Olive did not long for this sort of attention. As she began to gather her books, the teacher shook her head. “Leave those. You won’t be needing them anymore.”

			Olive bolted from the classroom, her heart racing. The last time she was called out of class, a mere month earlier, she had been informed that her beloved grandmother Mimi was gone. Who would it be this time?

			Upon entering the principal’s office, she saw her mother seated across from Principal Gates. Olive was instantly relieved—then panicked.

			“Is it Dad?” Her brown eyes began to fill with tears.

			Olive’s mother, Dr. Cobin Zang, arched an eyebrow and handed her a tissue. As usual, she looked perfectly polished, making her daughter feel like a “before” photo in a fashion magazine. “Hello to you, too,” Dr. Cobin Zang said gently. “Your father is fine.”

			“Then…,” Olive sputtered. “Then why are you here?” It wasn’t even 10:30 a.m. She paused to note that her mother’s new short haircut made her look stylish and chic, two words that were never used to describe Olive.

			Dr. Cobin Zang offered Principal Gates a perfunctory smile before turning back to her daughter. “I’m taking you out of school,” her mother said.

			Principal Gates yawned, flipped open a magazine, and stuck his nose in the pages.

			Still holding the tissue, Olive asked hopefully, “For the day?”

			“Yes…,” Dr. Cobin Zang said cautiously, “and then some.” Her mother bit her lip the way she did when she suddenly remembered something Olive-related. “I meant to tell you yesterday, but I got swamped.”

			Now that Olive knew no one had perished, her heartbeat returned to normal. Maybe they were going on a girls’ day? That’s what Mimi had called it when she’d let Olive cut school so they could go to the movies or the mall. On occasion, Olive even did this on her own, though she usually ended up at the library.

			Principal Gates squinted at Olive over his magazine. “You are Olive…?”

			When the principal couldn’t remember her last name, Olive could feel herself shrinking. Not literally, of course, but in the oh-here-we-go-again-I-feel-invisible sort of way.

			Olive tamped down her discomfort. Invisibility had its benefits, she was quick to remind herself. Say assassins were chasing you, or a teacher asked about cell homeostasis and you hadn’t done your homework—if they couldn’t see you, you were safe from embarrassment or death, which often felt like the same thing.

			Still holding his magazine in one hand, Principal Gates clicked through his computer with the other. His unkempt black hair stuck up in two places, reminding Olive of the cat from second period. “This is odd, but we have no record of you. Did you say you were a student here?”

			Olive began to deflate like a tire with a slow leak. “I’ve been a student here since kindergarten.” She pushed her student ID across the desk as proof.

			Principal Gates examined the dented plastic card. “Per this, you’re Olive Cobin Zang, age twelve?”

			“She’s not twelve, she’s eleven,” Dr. Cobin Zang said without looking up. She was now furiously tapping on her cell phone.

			Olive winced. “Actually, I am twelve.”

			Her mother stopped mid-text and studied Olive. “When did that happen?”

			“Same time as last year,” Olive muttered. She eyed her mother’s phone. Even though everyone at her school had a cell phone, she could never bring herself to ask her parents for one. Besides, who would she call? It wasn’t as if there was ever an emergency, anyway. Olive’s life was so boring.

			“Well then!” Dr. Cobin Zang straightened the lapels of her gray wool suit. “We shall have a belated birthday celebration when your father and I return.”

			When your father and I return. How many times had Olive heard that before? She pretended to be pleased about the celebration, but she knew they’d forget. They always did. She had no doubt that her parents loved her. Still, they never hesitated to go on their endless business trips. They always brought her back a snow globe, as if this made up for leaving.

			Olive tried to convince herself that a missed birthday wasn’t that important. After all, her grandmother Mimi had said, “I wouldn’t mind skipping a few birthdays now and then!”

			Suddenly Olive was hit by a discomforting thought. In her parents’ eyes, maybe the thing that wasn’t important…was her.

			She was barely three months old the first time her mother and father had left her in the care of Mimi. “You were always very adaptable,” her parents would say with pride. “You never cried.”

			It was no wonder Olive loved the Meggie & Her Fun Family comic books. She dreamed of uproarious family adventures by day and home-cooked meals every night. Meggie’s mother and father never went on business trips. If Olive had learned to cry, would her parents have stayed home more?

			Principal Gates set his magazine down. The headline—“GLORIOUS DAME GLORIA!”—blared merrily up at Olive. The cover showed an older woman with unnaturally smooth skin, wearing an overflow of snazzy jewels on her neck, ears, wrists, and fingers. But it was the small black cat brooch with glittery green eyes on Dame Gloria’s gown that caught Olive’s eye.

			“Well!” Principal Gates declared. “Bon voyage to you, Oliver Corbin Zing!” He hoisted his mug in the air, spilling coffee all over Dame Gloria.

			“Olive Cobin Zang,” Olive and her mother corrected him. Both looked at each other, startled but pleased to be in sync for a change. Was this a mother-daughter bonding moment? Olive wondered. Meggie and her mother had one at least every five pages.

			“Where will you be going?” Principal Gates mopped up the coffee from the magazine. Dame Gloria’s face was starting to wrinkle.

			Dr. Cobin Zang beamed. “Olive will be attending the acclaimed Reforming Arts School near San Francisco,” she announced proudly.

			Principal Gates looked stunned. “The prison?!”

			Olive tried to speak, but no sound came out.

			“Former prison,” Dr. Cobin Zang said firmly. “They haven’t had a prisoner there for years.”
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				Rash?

			
			“Prison?” Olive asked her mother as they got in the car. Her throat was suddenly dry. “I’m going to prison?” she finally managed to ask.

			Was Olive being punished because she repeatedly freed the neighbor’s rabbits from their overcrowded pen? Or maybe it was because she broke into that abandoned haunted cottage to try to meet a ghost….

			All right, maybe Olive had bent a few rules over the years. Invisibility had its benefits, and she wasn’t about to let them go to waste. Yet she was sure she had never gotten caught.

			Dr. Cobin Zang’s car backed out of the school parking lot, leaving skid marks in its wake. “You’re not going to prison,” she said brightly. “You’re going to RASCH. You’ll love it!”

			“Rash?” Last year, Olive had gotten a rash from her class nature field trip. One of the popular girls, Kelsey Lawrence, had pointed at a patch of poison ivy and said, “If you want to be my friend, touch that plant.”

			The horrible itch lasted days longer than Olive’s friendship with Kelsey, who later declared, “I don’t hang around with misfits.”

			“R-A-S-C-H, RASCH,” her mother enunciated, though to Olive it sounded exactly the same as “rash.” “It’s the original Reforming Arts School, a top-tier boarding academy. Very prestigious, on its own quaint little island. You could learn how to swim!”

			Olive felt herself gasping for air as fear washed over her. They both knew what had happened the last time she tried to swim, or had her mother forgotten that, too? She had seemed scattered lately.

			“So, I’m being shipped off to a boarding school?” Olive could hear the distress in her own voice. Not that she was sad to leave her school, where she had never fit in, anyway. But at least there she knew what to expect—the boring classes, the bullies, the subpar cafeteria lunches. All Olive knew about boarding schools involved wizards, flying brooms, and house elves, but those were only in books. “Why—?” she started to ask.

			Dr. Cobin Zang held up a finger and angled her head toward the radio. The newscaster was reporting: “Jaguar Gems has been robbed, making this the fifth ultra-expensive jewelry store targeted in as many days. And now here’s the countdown to this week’s Top Ten Greatest Hits….”

			Dr. Cobin Zang turned down the radio and swerved into the fast lane. “Olive, unforeseen circumstances are dictating this. Your father and I have an extended business trip. This one may be for months, and there’s no one to take care of you, and you’re still only eleven—er, twelve, and…”

			The more the excuses piled on, the more Olive missed her grandmother. Mimi had always been on call to stay with Olive when her parents were away. She even kept a packed suitcase by her door for those emergency trips Olive’s parents were sometimes sent on.

			Olive loved spending time with Mimi. Whenever they were together, her grandmother would stuff Olive with Chinese delights like take-out mapo tofu and slippery chow fun noodles. For dessert, they often split a container of peppermint ice cream.

			Tragically, she didn’t even have a chance to say a final goodbye to Mimi. No one would even tell Olive what had happened. “She’s no longer with us” was all her mother would say, tearfully.

			Olive was expected to zigzag through grief on her own. She had long suspected that her parents withheld information in a misguided attempt to shelter her. But from what—the truth? How much more painful could that be?

			In the Meggie comic books, her fun family discussed everything, including Meggie needing braces and Meggie’s mom losing her job—but getting a better one. They had no secrets.

			Now, with Mimi gone, Olive felt empty and lost. To make matters even worse, she was being banished to a boarding school.

			“…and so,” her mother continued as they pulled up to their unremarkable two-story house, “we decided that RASCH would be the best place for you!” In a failed attempt to sound cheerful, Dr. Cobin Zang’s voice hit an unnaturally high pitch, like she was about to break into song. “That sound good to you?”

			“Not at all,” Olive said glumly. But by then her mother was already out of the car. Olive unbuckled her seat belt and dragged herself inside.

			When she got to her room, her mother was standing by the window, grinning. She stepped aside and pointed. “I got us matching suitcases!” Dr. Cobin Zang sang with the enthusiasm of the lady in the detergent commercial who had just removed the stubborn stains from her husband’s shirt. “Look, Olive! Orange, your favorite color!”

			“Orange is your favorite color,” she reminded her mother. Olive’s room was painted purple, with purple bookshelves weighed down by dozens of snow globes, plus a purple comforter Mimi had helped Olive pick.

			“Hurry and pack,” Dr. Cobin Zang instructed. “I’ll do the same. We have to get on the road soon.”

			When did her mother even buy the suitcases? Didn’t she say she’d just learned about the business trip? Eyeing the orange suitcase, Olive slumped into her desk chair and opened her laptop. She typed “RASCH” in the search bar.

			Instead of a school website, the first thing that popped up was an ad: “FOGGY ISLAND TOUR! EXPERT TOUR GUIDES! FAMILY DISCOUNTS!”

			Olive blinked and then rubbed her eyes. She was going to school at a tourist attraction?

			Relentlessly upbeat music accompanied images of a huge castle. “Foggy Manor has been a monastery, a yoga retreat, and a prison,” a woman intoned. “Over a hundred years ago, Remy Triste bought Foggy Island off the San Francisco coast for his bride and began building the grandest mansion in America. However, she perished under mysterious circumstances before it was completed, and Remy died of a broken heart….”

			Mimi would have loved this, Olive thought. Her grandmother relished a good mystery, though it was a little odd that the school wasn’t mentioned at all.

			“Are you almost done packing?” Dr. Cobin Zang stuck her head into Olive’s room. “We don’t want to be late!”

			Olive shut down her computer. She scribbled in her diary, held it briefly to her chest, and tossed it into the suitcase along with her clothes and Meggie & Her Fun Family comics. With a heavy sigh, Olive took one last look around her room, taking in her unmade bed, the vintage poster of the famous Flying Wallendas acrobat family, and the overabundance of snow globes. Could you feel homesick when you were still at home?

			Olive shut the door and then trudged back to the car.

			Her mother seemed lost in thought, which was often the case before a business trip. Olive knew enough not to bother her when she got this way. Anyway, the four-hour drive (three if Dr. Cobin Zang sped) allowed Olive time to overthink about what lay before her.

			Her parents’ business trips had grown longer as she’d gotten older. They were gone three months for their last trip, and her mother couldn’t even say when they’d be returning this time. Olive kept making the window go up and down until her mother asked her to stop. At least a new school meant she could start over, right? Maybe she’d even make a friend at RASCH.

			The hum of the car’s engine was hypnotic, and Olive stared at the blur of trees rushing past. “This time, a trio of supermodels were targeted,” the radio DJ was saying. “Rumors are swirling that there’s a criminal mastermind on the loose who’s overly fond of expensive baubles….”
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				RASCH

			
			Olive’s mother gently shook her awake. “We’ve arrived!” She motioned out the car window to the dark water of the San Francisco Bay.

			Olive stretched her arms and stared at the blob in the ocean. A whale? An iceberg? It was hard to see through the fog.

			“Things will clear up eventually,” her mother promised. They climbed out of the car, and Dr. Cobin Zang waved to something in the distance. “Look! The welcome committee is waiting for you.”

			Through the fog, Olive could barely see the small figure standing beside a big yellow school bus.

			Without warning, Dr. Cobin Zang pulled her into an uncharacteristic hug. Suddenly wide awake, Olive stiffened before allowing herself to melt into her mother. She held tight and thought about Mimi while trying to ignore the painful twinge in her chest.

			“I love you,” Olive whispered. She had forgotten to tell her grandmother this the last time they said goodbye, and she wasn’t going to make the same mistake twice.

			“Oh, Olive, honey, I love you, too.” Dr. Cobin Zang’s eyes began to well up. Tears? Allergies? A little of both, perhaps? For a moment, her mother looked like she wanted to tell Olive something, but instead she cleared her throat. “Your father and I will see you soon! Olive, have a wonderful time at RASCH. It may surprise you.” Then she waved to the figure in the distance, got back in the car, and sped off without missing another beat.

			Olive was watching her mother’s car disappear into the fog when a booming voice thundered: “Olive Cobin Zang? Girl, show yourself!”

			Olive jumped. She whipped her head around but couldn’t see anything.

			“Darn fog.” The booming voice sounded resigned. “It’s like pea soup, only without the flavor.”

			Emerging from the haze, a tiny woman strode purposefully toward her. She was wearing a yellow rain slicker, red rubber boots, and goggles.

			“You must be Olive. I’m Yashika Banerjee, but everyone calls me Yash.” She extended her hand and grabbed Olive’s in a surprisingly strong grip. “I’m here to ferry you to RASCH.” Before Olive could respond, the woman abruptly spun around and marched back into the fog. “Let’s go. Don’t dawdle!”

			Olive swallowed her sadness. Dragging her suitcase, she struggled to stay in step with Yash, who by now had climbed into the big school bus. Olive had barely made it inside when the vehicle lurched and headed straight toward the ocean.

			“Watch out!” Olive screamed as they plunged into the water.

			“Amphibious vehicle,” Yash explained dryly. The bus was now bouncing up and down as if in cahoots with the waves. “Meet BoBu—it’s short for ‘boat bus.’ It can travel on both land and sea. Any other questions?”

			In fact, Olive had a boatload of questions, but they all evaporated when the sun cracked through the clouds to reveal a stunning San Francisco Bay. The water glistened, seagulls swooped and cawed, and the Golden Gate Bridge stood majestically as a backdrop. It was as lovely as a screen saver and reminded Olive of the postcards her parents sometimes sent.

			Yash pointed toward a small island with what looked like a castle perched on it. “Foggy Manor,” she said lovingly.
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			Olive’s eyes widened as she recognized the massive stone structure from the video. She wasn’t sure if the mansion was ugly or beautiful or both. Tall turrets of irregular heights pierced the sky. Stained-glass windows shone like gems, and unattractive gargoyles jutted out from the walls. A narrow moat wrapped around the building like a ribbon.

			It was like stepping onto a movie set. Olive felt a tranquil sense of awe and wonder and, for a brief moment, a sense of belonging, even though she had never been here before.

			Yash pulled up to a dock next to the water, and BoBu motored onto it as smoothly as if they’d been on land all along. As the bus rumbled to a stop, Olive was embarrassed to have been nervous when BoBu first plunged into the ocean. “The unexpected can be exhilarating,” Mimi once said. “Keep an open mind and give things a chance before judging too quickly.”

			Yash yanked hard on a metal lever and the door swung open. “Well, come on. What are you waiting for? Sunny’s expecting you!”

			Olive stood up and followed Yash off the bus. As her suitcase bumped along the cobblestone walkway leading up the hill toward Foggy Manor, she asked, “Where are the other students?”

			Yash snapped her fingers. As if on cue, a loud bell rang. Kids began spilling out of Foggy Manor in tight groups, gabbing away. Their colorful clothes looked like costumes with an array of clashing patterns and styles. Artsy-fartsy, Olive thought approvingly, momentarily forgetting her uncertainty. “Artsy-fartsy” was lobbed around as an insult at her old school, but here it seemed to be the norm. Several students smiled at Olive despite not even knowing her, and Olive found herself smiling back.

			Rising above them was a woman in a billowing caftan of green and gold, wearing a crown of daisies and a thick brown braid that went halfway down her back. She wafted in their direction, bringing with her the scent of pomegranate and patchouli that Mimi was so fond of.

			“Olive!” she exclaimed in a rich voice. As she neared, it quickly became apparent that she was as tall as Yash was short. “I’m Sunny O’Moa. I’m sure your parents have told you about me. We went to school together and were all on the fencing team!”

			Olive hadn’t known her parents fenced, and she certainly had never heard of Sunny O’Moa. Uncertain whether to tell the truth or lie, Olive decided on something in between. “You’re Sunny!” she said.

			“Indeed!” A rosy blush spread across her pale cheeks. “As dean, I’d like to formally welcome you to RASCH—Oof! Oof! Oof!”

			When Olive looked unsure, Sunny nodded to Yash, who managed an unenthusiastic “Oof.”

			“Now you say it, Olive.” Sunny smiled in anticipation.

			“…Oof?”

			“Oof! Oof! Oof!” Sunny’s voice carried in the wind. She grinned. “It’s our official RASCH greeting! You’ll get the hang of it.”

			This was it. This was her moment to ask. Olive swallowed. “Pardon me…” Olive was capable of being exceedingly polite when necessary. “But…what kind of school is RASCH?”

			When Sunny beamed at her, Olive felt warm inside. Maybe this place wouldn’t be so bad after all. “Excellent question! Bravo, Olive!” She swept a hand toward the manor and the kaleidoscope of students who occupied the lawn. “Our revolutionary Reforming Arts School was founded decades ago as an experiment in schooling juvenile offenders. Today, we are a boarding school for the artistically adventurous!”

			Any hope Olive had allowed herself was tossed aside when she heard the words “juvenile offenders.” Did Sunny think she was a juvenile offender? Was she a juvenile offender? Was relocating lawn gnomes considered a crime? Was RASCH still a prison of sorts?

			Numbly, Olive wondered if she would perish here. Was there a doctor on call? She was starting to get a stomachache.

			“Do you have any questions?” Sunny asked brightly.

			Olive shook her head. “No, everything’s good,” she said softly, then forced a smile. “Oof?”
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				Foggy Manor

			
			Sunny’s bracelets jangled like the melodious wind chimes that circled Mimi’s circus tent. “As you can see, the mansion is an architectural masterpiece,” she noted proudly. “Though this island is made entirely of rock, the original owner of Foggy Manor, Remy Triste, imported rich soil from Italy; hence the lush gardens!”

			The breathtaking landscape was dotted with students—on the lawns, in the trees, atop the boulders overlooking the ocean. Some were painting, others were dancing, and a few were making giant puppets bigger than cars. Facing the water were several quaint cottages, each one framed with different-colored rosebushes.
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			“Faculty and staff housing,” Sunny answered before Olive could ask. “Not everyone lives in the mansion, although it is bigger than a mini-mall.” They continued up the path that curved around the island, and Olive admired what appeared to be tiny houses on stilts near the shore. “Guard towers,” Sunny explained, “to stop prisoners from escaping. Legend has it that only five managed to make it across the San Francisco Bay, though dozens more tried.”

			And failed, she didn’t have to say. Olive gulped. Well, she wouldn’t be escaping across the bay anytime soon. She was still making up her mind about RASCH, but more than that: Olive couldn’t swim. Every time her parents or Mimi tried to teach her, it always ended in tears, with Olive having to console them.

			She squinted at Yash. If she was to break free from RASCH, it would have to be on BoBu or another boat, she mused. Olive was always thinking of how-tos and what-ifs. She had loved curling up on the couch with Mimi to watch TV and try to solve the mystery on the Who Done It? television show before its dramatic conclusion.

			Sunny stopped abruptly, her smile turning upside down. They stood before a high chain-link fence topped with rusted barbed wire. The faded Do Not Trespass! sign might have looked imposing at one time, but someone had rewritten it to read: Donut Trespass! and drawn a pair of cheery dancing donuts on it. Now it just looked silly.

			The dean’s voice softened to a whisper. “After Remy Triste’s tragic death, it was discovered that he was deeply in debt. The government seized the property and turned Foggy Island into a prison. To save money, they had prisoners build the cells on the back end of the mansion. But the project was halted before they had a chance to finish.” She motioned beyond the Donut Trespass! sign. “That side of the island is in disarray from almost a hundred years of neglect. When RASCH first began as a school for juvenile offenders, the fence went up to separate the past and present.”

			Olive peered beyond the barbed wire, eager to check out the disarray, but Sunny was already walking away. Her voice had returned to its chipper tone. “Today, our students are a lively group from all over the world. Each is placed with like-minded others in a pod based on their special skills, like visual arts, theater, music, writing, and other.”

			Olive was unsure of what her own special skill was, and if she even had one. She would probably be an “other.” But first…

			“Ahem.” Olive attempted to sound nonchalant. “Ah—what exactly classifies one as a juvenile offender?”

			“Yash!” Sunny boomed, causing her to wince. “Why don’t you have a go at the definition?”

			Olive had almost forgotten Yash was there. Casting a sullen glance their way, the dean’s assistant recited, “A juvenile offender is one who is often unruly, commits status offenses, or is charged with engaging in infractions of the law, such as larceny, vandalism, assault, disorderly conduct, truancy, breaking curfew….”

			Olive tried not to cringe. She was guilty of four so far.

			Sunny clapped her hands. “Well done, Yash!”

			“Humph,” Yash replied, slowly edging away from Sunny and Olive as they returned to the mansion. She was about to make a run for it when Sunny stopped her. “Yash, please park Olive’s suitcase somewhere while I finish the tour.” After the luggage changed hands, Sunny strode briskly across the yard. Olive had to skip so as not to be left behind.

			“Is RASCH still a school for juvenile offenders?” Olive asked. She held her breath.

			“Not anymore,” Sunny said. Relieved that the academy wasn’t some sort of youth detention center, Olive exhaled. “Yet who among us hasn’t offended someone else in one way or another? Today’s RASCH students have special skills and abilities,” the dean continued. “We focus on the present, thus informing the future. Oof!”

			Olive nodded, trying to look wise, though she wasn’t sure what this statement meant. Mimi used to speak like that, too.

			Now Sunny was pointing to the humongous castle that anchored the island. “The deed to Foggy Manor was given to RASCH decades ago by an anonymous benefactor. The upkeep needed for this place is as much as a small kingdom.” She gave a sad laugh before perking back up. “In addition to tours, we also host weddings, retreats, parties, and conferences, and just last year, we leased one of the buildings to Butter Bakery!” On cue, a warm breeze delivered the aroma of cinnamon bread, and Olive’s mouth watered. “The building was originally the prison bakery, which supplied ‘Con Cakes’ to stores in San Francisco.”

			Olive couldn’t help but smile. Con Cakes. Mimi, who considered herself a cake connoisseur, would have loved that. Whenever she ordered a cake, which was often, she’d have the bakery write Congratulations, Olive! even if they weren’t celebrating anything.

			Sunny was waving enthusiastically to a group of students who were doing some sort of complicated dance in the gardens. “These days,” she informed Olive, “Foggy Manor is most famous for our annual performance fundraiser. Last year, RASCH put on a musical production of Cats, and it’s still talked about today. I can’t tell you what this year’s theme is, but I can say”—she winked—“ahoy, mate! And here’s another hint of what’s to come!”

			Sunny flung both arms toward a life-sized marble statue of a beautiful woman in a flowing gown, standing proudly in front of the manor.










OEBPS/images/9781984830326_cover.jpg
"For any kid who's felt like a misfit, this crackling adventure packs a wallop!”
LINCOLN PEIRCE
HE MIDKNIGHT!

NEWBERY HONOR WINNER AND
NATIONAL BOOK AWARD FINALIST ART BY CALDECOTT MEDALIST

LISA YEE DAN SANTAT





OEBPS/images/008_Yee_9781984830296_all_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/001_Yee_9781984830296_all_art_r1.jpg







OEBPS/9781984830326_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Chapter 1: Old School


						Chapter 2: Rash?


						Chapter 3: Rasch


						Chapter 4: Foggy Manor


						Chapter 5: Loser


						Chapter 6: Donut Trespass!


						Chapter 7: The Conundrum


						Chapter 8: Modest & Monica


						Chapter 9: Ballyhoo


						Chapter 10: Gymkhana Splore


						Chapter 11: Top Secret


						Chapter 12: Nock


						Chapter 13: Name-Calling


						Chapter 14: Misfits


						Chapter 15: Noses


						Chapter 16: Splish-Splash Splore


						Chapter 17: Comchom


						Chapter 18: Smote


						Chapter 19: Dim Sum


						Chapter 20: Success Simulator


						Chapter 21: Meet Bee


						Chapter 22: Code Bagel


						Chapter 23: Ss Jeremiah O’brien


						Chapter 24: Decompression


						Chapter 25: A Purpose


						Chapter 26: Swashbuckler


						Chapter 27: I Am Not Afraid


						Chapter 28: Dame Gloria


						Chapter 29: Ruby


						Chapter 30: Blame Game


						Chapter 31: Swept Away


						Chapter 32: Treasure Chest


						Chapter 33: Lizard’s Tail


						Chapter 34: Benny’s Pawn Shop


						Chapter 35: Jinx


						Chapter 36: Clues


						Chapter 37: The Decoy


						Chapter 38: Kittykon


						Chapter 39: Airport


						Chapter 40: The Bling King?


						Chapter 41: Home


						Chapter 42: Clue


						Chapter 43: The Mouse


						Epilogue


						Agent Profiles


						Gadget Profiles


						Acknowledgments


						About the Author


						About the Illustrator


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						iv


						v


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						24


						25


						26


				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			


		
	



















OEBPS/images/009_Yee_9781984830296_all_art_r2.jpg
RN e,

\
41’5 M.,

V‘? 7 ﬂj‘\'\\\\\
FITR: ‘
0 e
LR TUN
fa
—k\" -~ AN N
3 - W - i >
R

P TATrS

T A NN

. .‘-qﬁi'/tﬁ'/';'l'f )

INY . . 22 ¢
MOV L sy T RN ‘\
DNy )“// ol

" .

/l











OEBPS/images/9781984830326_title_page.jpg
Written by LISAYEE
lllustrated by DAN SANTAT

ﬁb New York

Random House






OEBPS/images/007_Yee_9781984830296_all_art_r1.jpg
)

LT i






