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The Mystery of the Dancing Angels
Grasp the clouds by will or chance.
And you shall see the angels dance.
Sarah-Jane loved the sound of that, but she had no idea what it meant. How could anyone grasp the clouds? Even if you could reach them, how could you hold on to them? And even if you could—why would that let you see dancing angels? It didn't make sense.
Sarah-Jane and her cousins Timothy Dawson and Titus McKay had once asked their grandmother what it meant. But all she knew was that she had learned it from her grandmother.
Grandma said the rhyme might be just pretty-sounding words that didn't mean anything. Or it could be a family riddle that would never be solved.
The cousins didn't like the idea of a riddle that would never be solved. They liked solving mysteries and finding things out. That's why they had a club called the Three Cousins Detective Club.
Sarah-Jane lay awake in the little bed in her grandmother's sewing room. Just taking her time getting up. Good-boring was waking up at your grandparents' house on a beautiful
A Family Riddle
summer morning—the first day of your vacation there. Timothy and Titus were there, too. Timothy's baby sister, Priscilla, was too young to be away from her parents. But Titus had brought his Yorkshire terrier, Gubbio. Gubbio had never been there before and was very excited about having "grandparents" to spoil him.
The cousins' mothers, who were sisters, had told them a thousand times to be good and not to wear out Grandma's patience.
The cousins' grandmother, who was one of the most patient people in the world, had just laughed and said they'd be fine.
Sarah-Jane felt so grown-up and happy that she sang "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning" to herself as she got dressed.
On such a beautiful morning, what could possibly go wrong?
Visitors
study in the church next door. That wasn't unusual. But it was kind of unusual for Grandma to be out so early.
She had left a note with the breakfast instructions. And at the bottom it said:
Will be back soon. Have gone to the train station to pick up Patience.
Grandpa always joked that Timothy woke up "bright-eyed and bushy-tailed." And that Titus "woke up slow."
Titus just blinked at the note. He said groggily, "I thought patience was something you got after all sorts of rotten stuff happened to you. So how can you pick up some patience at the train station?"
Timothy was already awake enough to think about it. "It's not some patience/' he explained. "It's Patience with a capital P. That means it's somebody's name."
Titus blinked again. "Patience? That's somebody's name? Patience?"
"Patience can be a name," said Sarah-Jane. "In fact, there was somebody a long time ago in our family named that. I know because my mother told me she almost named me Patience."
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At the thought of Sarah-Jane being named Patience, Timothy and Titus laughed so hard they almost fell on the floor.
Sarah-Jane would have gotten mad at them. But she could understand why it was so funny. She was not the most patient person in the world. Anyway, she liked being named after both her aunts—Timothy's mother, Sarah, and Titus's mother, Jane.
Sarah-Jane said sternly, "OK, so it's funny. But it's not that funny."
"Sorry, S-J," mumbled Timothy.
"Yeah, sorry, S-J," agreed Titus.
Sarah-Jane could tell they were about to burst out laughing again. But just then there was the sound of a car pulling up, and all three of them ran to the living room window.
Grandma and a lady about her same age got out of the front seat. Was this Patience?
Who was she, anyway?
The lady opened the back door and helped out a little girl. Sarah-Jane wasn't that good at guessing ages. But she thought the little girl looked smaller than a kindergartner.
She also looked a lot like Sarah-Jane. They both had red hair exactly the color of a shiny
new penny. Sarah-Jane didn't have a little sister. But if she had^ this is probably what she would have looked like.
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Timothy and Titus looked back and forth between the Httle girl and Sarah-Jane. "What's going on here?" muttered Timothy.
The cousins, feeling oddly shy, came out on the front porch.
The little girl didn't seem the least bit shy. She stood squarely in the middle of the sidewalk with her hands on her hips. First she looked the house over as if she were thinking of buying the place. Then she pointed at the cousins and demanded loudly, "Do they belong to me?"
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knew he was going to get his tail grabbed.
The cousins found the others in the kitchen. The ladies were having coffee. Grandpa had popped in to say hello. And the little redhead was scarfing down a donut. Gub-bio took one look at her, made a beeline to Grandpa, and hid behind his feet.
"Now then/' said Grandma happily. She rested her hand on the other lady's shoulder. "This is Patience. And she's my—"
"Vm Patience!" interrupted the little girl.
"Yes, darling," said the lady. "We're both named Patience. You were named after me. And I was named after my grandmother."
The cousins glanced at one another. So it seemed the little girl was the lady's granddaughter. But that still didn't explain who they were or what they were doing here.
But before anyone could explain, the little girl spoke up again. Loudly. "My name is Patience Elizabeth North. I live at 1535 Grand Avenue. My phone number is 555-1602. And I'm four years old."
It was on the tip of Sarah-Jane's tongue to say, ''Who cares?" But from the way the grown-ups were beaming at Little Patience,
Patience
she didn't think that would go over too well.
Grandma said, "It's wonderful how she knows her address and phone number."
Little Patience nodded as if she agreed that she had done something wonderful. She reached for another donut. The cousins watched her carefully. She'd better not try for more than two. . . .
Grandma Patience smiled fondly at her and looked over at the cousins. "You know, Grace," she said to their grandmother. "I just can't get over the resemblance between my Patience and your Sarah-Jane!"
"Isn't it something?" agreed Grandma. "You can certainly tell they're related!"
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tory—it's called genealogy—is a hobby of mine. I just love it! In fact^ that's why I'm here today. Because of something I just learned about your great-great-great-grandfather, Daniel. I'll get to that in a minute."
She spread out the chart on the kitchen table, and the cousins bent to study it.
Grandma Patience said, "Your grandmother Grace and I are first cousins. Our children—my son, Tom, and your mothers—are second cousins. Our grandchildren—you
Daniel
Patience
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three and Patience—are third cousins."
So that was it. Patience was their third cousin.
"You mean . . ." Sarah-Jane spoke slowly, thinking it through. "That when Tim and Ti and I have children, our kids will be second cousins. And that when Tim and Ti and I have grandchildren, our grandchildren will be third cousins."
"Exactly," said Grandma Patience.
Titus pointed to the second name on the chart. "You were right, S-J. There was someone a long time ago in our family named Patience."
"I'M PATIENCE!"
"Yes, dear," said her grandmother. "But that was also the name of your great-great-grandmother. We can call her Long-ago Patience. That's how you and Timothy, Titus, and Sarah-Jane are related. You all have the same great-great-grandmother."
Maybe Patience didn't like the idea of that any more than the cousins did. Or maybe she just felt like being bratty. Whatever the reason, she waited until the grown-ups weren't look-
The Family Tree
ing. Then she turned to the cousins and stuck out her tongue.
Sarah-Jane hadn't done that in years and years. But Patience made her so mad she did it right back.
"Nonnie!" Patience wailed. "Sarah-Jane stuck her tongue out at me!"
The Woodcarver
lady. You don't like it when people do that to you^ so you shouldn't do it to them. Now^ where were we?"
"You were going to tell us about our great-great-great-grandfather/' said Sarah-Jane^ glad for a change of subject.
"Ah, yes!" said Grandma Patience. "Daniel was a master woodcarver. In a town not far from here, there's a beautiful 100-year-old house. It's being restored by the Historical Society. Well, in my research, I discovered that Daniel had worked on it! So I wrote to the historian in charge of the project. And what do you think! He invited us to come see the
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house—even before it's open to the pubHc. He said he can't wait to compare notes. And since it's so close to your grandmother, I just had to call her. We'll all go together. Isn't that wonderful?"
Sarah-Jane nodded politely. Who knew? It might be wonderful. Or it might be bad-boring. You never could tell.
"That must be such an interesting job," said Grandma. ''Restoring old houses, I mean."
"Oh, absolutely," said Grandma Patience. "I even said that to the historian. Professor Brown. I said, 'If only old houses could talk. What stories they could tell.' And he said that he wished the house they're working on could tell them what happened to the ruby necklace."
The cousins perked up at that.
"What necklace?" asked Titus.
Grandma Patience explained. "There's a portrait of the first owners. And in it, the wife is wearing a beautiful ruby necklace that once belonged to a queen. The necklace should be in a museum."
"Why isn't it?" asked Timothy.
The Woodcarver
"Because no one knows where it is/' said Grandma Patience. "It was never reported lost or stolen. It was never given away. It has never turned up anywhere. It's just gone. Professor Brown wonders if it could still be somewhere in the house. But, if so, they haven't found it."
"Aha!" cried Grandma with a laugh. "This sounds like a job for the T.C.D.C.!"
"What's a 'teesy-deesy'?" asked Grandma Patience.
"It's letters," explained Sarah-Jane. "Capital T. Capital C. Capital D. Capital C. It stands for the Three Cousins Detective Club. Tim and Ti and I are the only members."
It was at this point that Little Patience— who had been quietly watching her third cousins for a while—suddenly burst into noisy sobs.
A Little Name
"She's had a big day already/' said her grandmother. "Getting up early and riding on the train. Her grandfather and I are living at her house while her mommy and daddy are away. They got a wonderful chance to go to—"
"YURP!"
At first Sarah-Jane thought Patience had hiccupped. But then she realized she was trying to tell them something again.
"What did you say?" Sarah-Jane asked her.
"Yurp," repeated Patience. She seemed pleased that Sarah-Jane was still speaking to her after the whole tongue thing. "That's where my mommy and daddy went. To Yurp."
Sarah-Jane still didn't get it.
Then suddenly—she did.
"Oh^ to Europer
"Very good^ Sarah-Jane!" Grandma Patience smiled at her like one grown-up to another over the head of the little one. "Not everyone would have gotten that."
Sarah-Jane felt pretty pleased with herself. Talking to Patience was a lot like figuring out a riddle.
Grandma Patience said^ "You know, I just realized that Long-ago Patience would have
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been about ten years old when the house her father worked on was built. She might even have gone there to see his work. So you three will enjoy it. Patience is a little too young, Fm afraid. But the chance to see the house came up so quickly, I couldn't get a sitter."
''Oh, don't worry about that," said Grandma. "Look how well Sarah-Jane understands Patience. Sarah-Jane and the boys will look after her."
Talk about mixed feelings. Here was Grandma, practically bragging about how grown-up Sarah-Jane was. Even after the whole tongue thing. That was good. But having to look after Patience? That was bad. Very, very bad. Boring. Bad-bad-boring.
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Not even Sarah-Jane could keep from laughing then. But she still managed to sound fierce. "I mean it^ you two. You'd better help me with that kid."
Timothy and Titus solemnly promised.
And just in time^ too.
The screen door squeaked open and banged shut. Patience came running over to them.
"HEY3 YOU GUYS!"
"Hey, Patience."
"Your grandma and Nonnie said you have to play with me."
"OK."
"And you know what? You're not supposed to let me get dirty for a few little whiles."
Titus and Timothy looked to Sarah-Jane for a translation.
"She means, we're leaving in a few minutes or a little while. And we're supposed to stay clean for when we go to the house, right?"
Patience nodded. "So what are we playing?"
Again Timothy and Titus looked to Sarah-Jane.
"We're going to spread a blanket on the
Tall Tales
grass and look for shapes in the clouds/' said Sarah-Jane. She used a voice that didn't allow for argument from anyone. In a way, she hated to use her favorite^ private^ good-boring thing to do. But she had to keep Patience clean and out of trouble for a few little whiles. And Patience seemed to like it.
After a while^ Sarah-Jane relaxed a bit and said dreamily^
"Grasp the clouds by will or chance."
She half-expected Timothy or Titus to finish the riddle-rhyme.
The last thing she expected was to hear Patience say,
"And you shall see the angels dance."
The cousins sat up straight and stared at Patience.
"How did you know that rhyme?" Sarah-Jane asked her.
Patience shrugged. "My Nonnie teached me. How can you touch the clouds?"
"You can't really/' said Sarah-Jane.
"I can."
"N05 you can't."
"Yes, I can! Because you know how? That boy in the story is a giant boy. And he picked
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me up. And I was way up high. And I grabbed the clouds."
"What boy in the story?" asked Titus.
"Will."
"Oh!" cried Sarah-Jane, suddenly understanding. "Will is not a boy." When Patience started to protest, Sarah-Jane went on quickly. "Your will is when you want to do something. When the rhyme says, 'Grasp the clouds by will,' it means on purpose. When it says 'by chance,' it means you grasp them by accident."
Sarah-Jane was feeling pretty pleased with the way she had explained all that.
Patience nodded thoughtfully. "That's what Will says, too. He told me to pull on the clouds. And the angels danced. I danced with them. But Will didn't want to. Because you know why? He's a giant and when he dances everything shakes. He breaks things."
"Patience," said Timothy. "That is a tall tale."
"It is notV cried Patience. "What's a tall tale? I don't have a long tail. I'm telling!"
And before anyone could stop her. Patience was up and running toward the house.
Sarah-Jane covered her face with her hands
Tall Tales
and flopped back on the blanket. "Ohhh/' she groaned. "Where will it all end?"
"It's going to be a long day/' agreed Timothy.
"Come on," sighed Titus. "Let's go explain what really happened. Again."
Just then Grandma called cheerfully from behind the screen door. "Timothy! Titus! Sarah-Jane! Patience! Come on, kids! It's time to go."
The cousins struggled to their feet and folded up the blanket.
Then the same thought seemed to strike each of them at the same time. If Patience had gone inside to tell on them, why was Grandma calling her?
f
Hiding
long. The cousins ran over to the back porch. Grandma took one look at their faces and said, "What's wrong? Where's Patience?"
"She said she was going in the house/' said Timothy. "A couple of minutes ago."
"We didn't actually see her go in the house, though," said Titus.
"Patience!" called Sarah-Jane. "Patience, where are you?"
Something crawled out from behind the big bush by the back porch.
It grabbed Sarah-Jane's ankle.
Sarah-Jane knew perfectly well that there were no boa constrictors in her grandparents' backyard. But to her shattered nerves, that's just what it felt like.
She screamed and tried to kick whatever it was away.
"Ow!" yelled the boa constrictor, sliding back behind the bush. "Nonnie! Sarah-Jane kicked me."
Grandma Patience had come out when she first heard the commotion. Now she looked into the bush. "Patience Elizabeth North. Are you hiding again?"
"I like to hide," said the bush.
^^y--^
"I know you do. But you come out of there right now. We talked about this before, young lady. It's wrong to make people worry about
Hiding
you. Now, come out of there and apologize to everyone."
To the others Grandma Patience said, "She's done this at home. Once we found her curled up in the kneehole of a desk. I thought I would lose my mind."
Patience did as she was told.
Then to Sarah-Jane she said, "You know, it would be easier to call me if I had a little name."
The Hundred-Year-Old House
"Excellent!" said Titus beside her.
"Neat-O!" agreed Timothy.
"So cool!" said Sarah-Jane.
It was the biggest^ fanciest house she had ever seen. It was the kind of house that made you want to wear long dresses and ruby necklaces and to ride in horse-drawn carriages.
She was dying to see inside^ but she also felt a little scared.
Someone else must have been feeling the same way, because Sarah-Jane felt a little hand slide into hers.
Sarah-Jane looked down at the penny-red hair. Well^ you couldn't stay mad forever. She gave the hand a little squeeze.
For onccj Patience seemed at a loss for words.
But the grandmothers were not at a loss for words. They closed in for a little talk.
"All right, now. We're counting on you to be on your Best Behavior."
"Don't touch anything."
"And no running around."
"No loud noises."
"Patience, you stay with Sarah-Jane." Sarah-Jane, you watch her."
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"Timothy and Titus^ you help Sarah-Jane."
"Don't touch anything. Let's all just have a nice time."
Titus raised his hand as if he were in school. When Grandma called on him he said^ "Does this mean we can't turn the place upside down looking for the ruby necklace?"
"We were looking forward to that/' added Timothy wistfully.
"Ohj you guys/' said Grandma with a laugh. "I can't take you anywhere." But she sounded kind of proud when she said it. Because she knew she really could take them anywhere.
Professor Brown greeted them at the front door. He seemed delighted to hear them gasp when they stepped into the hall.
Sarah-Jane had never seen anything like it. It was more like being in a church than a house.
The hall was paneled in rich^ glowing wood. And high up in the corners were carved flowers and fruit and ribbons and birds. All carved by her own great-great-great-grandfather.
The Hundred-Year-Old House
"Step into the library/' said Professor Brown. "And I'll give you the guided tour. We haven't completed the entire house, yet. Some of the upstairs rooms are still empty. We'll finish them when we've raised more funds. Note the beautiful carving on the mantelpiece. Such workmanship. And over the mantelpiece you'll see a portrait of the original owners, who . . ."
"The ruby necklace!" cried Sarah-Jane before she could stop herself.
Professor Brown was delighted to repeat the story of the lost necklace that he had told Grandma Patience. But he was interrupted again. This time by Patience, who seemed to have gotten over her shyness.
"I HAVE TO GO POTTY!"
upstairs Alone
and rooms and rooms away.
Patience didn't want Sarah-Jane to come in with her. So Sarah-Jane waited outside in the hallway.
"Don't lock the door," she said.
"Why?"
"Because sometimes little kids lock themselves in and then they can't figure out how to unlock the door."
"I know/' said Patience from the other side. "Because you know what? Once when I was little, we were at these people's house. And I locked myself in the bathroom. And you know what? The firemens had to come get me.
It sounded like another tall tale. But knowing Patience, it was probably true.
A sudden thought struck Sarah-Jane. "Patience Elizabeth North. Did you really have to go potty? Or did you just want to see the bathroom?"
"No, Sarah-Jane. I really have to go."
"Well, all right then. Just don't forget to wash your hands. And don't take all day."
"OK."
While she was waiting for Patience, Sarah-
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Jane couldn't resist peeking in the rooms around her. Most of the rooms at this end of the hall were unfurnished.
Sarah-Jane tiptoed back toward the stairway. Here the rooms were all decorated. The beds were so high you needed a little stepstool to climb into them. And a couple of them even had a canopy. Sarah-Jane had always wanted a canopy. It would make you feel like a princess. Wait till Patience saw this.
Patience!
Sarah-Jane had actually forgotten why she was up there. Patience should have been out of the washroom by now.
Sarah-Jane turned and hurried back to the end of the hall. She tapped on the washroom door.
"Come on^ Patience. I said not to take all day. They'll be wondering where we are."
There was no answer.
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Sarah-Jane was about to turn back when she noticed a door on the other side of the staff room. This door led to an empty bedroom beyond. Sarah-Jane glanced in. This room had a door that led to yet another room.
"Patience!"
Sarah-Jane looked around in dismay. Was Patience hiding again? Or had she just wandered off to peek in rooms as Sarah-Jane her-
I
Missing
self had? Either way, how would she ever find her? Sarah-Jane knew she had to get help.
She turned and fled back to the hallway, then down the hallway to the grand staircase. Even though she was worried about Patience, one part of her mind was imagining something else. Lady Sarah-Jane with her long dress billowing gracefully as she swept around the landing—
And slammed smack into Timothy and Titus.
"Ow!" said Timothy. "My cousin the linebacker. You know you're not supposed to be running, S-J."
"Shh!" said Sarah-Jane. "Just shut up and listen."
"You know you're not supposed to tell us to shut up, S-J," said Titus solemnly.
"Tim! Ti! Please! Quit kidding around! I need you to help me."
"OK, OK. What's up?"
Sarah-Jane took a deep breath. "I lost her."
"What?!"
"Patience. She's gone. She could be anywhere. You've got to help me find her. What's
r.,£:^r
something people did all the time for fun.
Patience led them through the washroom, through the staff room, through the bedroom, | and into the little room beyond.
The Dancing Angels
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"TAA-DAA!" she said. "See? I told you. Angels!"
The cousins stood and stared. They hadn't been expecting to see anything. Certainly not angels. But there they were. Beautiful^ graceful angels. Carved all in a row into the mantelpiece. Carved by their own great-great-greatgrandfather. It gave Sarah-Jane shivers—good shivers—just to think about it.
"N0W3 watch!" commanded Patience. "Watch me make them dance."
And before anyone could stop her, she darted into the fireplace. She was small enough to stand up under the mantel. She reached up and pulled on something.
And with a soft, scraping noise, the angels glided apart in a stately dance.
They left a dark open space in the middle of the mantel. Patience pulled on something again. With the same gentle dance, the angels glided together.
And it was as if the empty space had never been there.
The Angels' Secret
So how had Patience found it?
She must have known what they were thinkings because she explained. "I finded it when I was hiding." She must have caught a look on Sarah-Jane's face, because she hurried on. "Then I saw all the pretty clouds. And I saw a cloud I could pull on. And I did. Because I wanted to see the angels dance."
As if on cue, all four of them said the rhyme together.
"Grasp the clouds by will or chance.
And you shall see the angels dance."
"Do you know what?" said Sarah-Jane. "Grandma always said she learned that rhyme from her grandmother."
"That's what Nonnie says, too," said Patience.
"Right," said Sarah-Jane. "Grandma and Nonnie had the same grandmother. And who was that? Long-ago Patience. I think Long-ago Patience made up the rhyme to tell about the mantelpiece. We didn't think you could really grasp a cloud. But Patience did. And she was right. We didn't think you could really see angels dance. But Patience did. And what do you know? She was right."
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The discovery
L
:'s dark in that hole/' said Patience.
"Never fear. Timothy's here!" said Timo-thy^ and he pulled a tiny flashlight out of his pocket.
Titus ran to get a chair from the staff room.
"Mcj me^ me! Let me look!" said Patience.
The cousins glanced at one another. She had been the one to find the secret space. . . .
Titus put the chair in front of the fireplace for her to stand on. Sarah-Jane helped her to climb up. And Timothy held the flashlight.
"I see something!" cried Patience.
And without giving a thought to the dark or dirt or cobwebs. Patience reached into the hole.
Honestlyl thought Sarah-Jane. The kid has no fear.
"I feel something!" cried Patience.
The Discovery
And she pulled out a metal box.
They knew the rule was: Don't touch anything.
But they couldn't help it.
The box wasn't locked. Inside the box there was another box. And inside that box was a soft velvet bag. And inside the bag was a ruby necklace.
They knew the rules were: Don't run. Don't yell.
But they couldn't help it.
Penny
Patience and her father and the original owners. And the owners were probably the only ones who knew that this is where they would hide the necklace. Until these children came along."
He looked at the cousins and Little Patience with amazement.
"Ohj you can depend on the T.C.D.C. all right/' said Grandma Patience.
Professor Brown looked puzzled. "What's a 'teesy-deesy'?" he asked.
"It's letters/' piped up Patience before anyone else could answer. "Capital B. Capital P. Capital V. Capital G. It stands for the Three Cousins Detective Club."
She tugged on Sarah-Jane's hand and looked up with big^ pleading eyes. "Sarah-Jane. I helped find the necklace. Can't I please have a little name?"
All of a sudden^ Sarah-Jane knew what she meant.
"YeSj Patience/' she said. "I think it's time we gave you a little name."
Everyone looked to Sarah-Jane for an explanation.
"Patience wants a nickname. Just like when
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we cousins call one another Tim^ Ti, and S-J. Isn't that rights Patience?"
Patience nodded so hard they thought her head would fall off.
Sarah-Jane went on, ''Patience wants a nickname to show she belongs to us cousins and to show that we belong to her."
Again Patience nodded.
"What's short for Patience?" asked Titus. "Pat?"
But Patience shook her head. "Pat is my teddy bear's name." She sounded surprised that he didn't already know that.
"How about initials?" suggested Timothy. "Patience Elizabeth North. P.E.N. Pen."
"A pen is something you write with/' said Patience doubtfully.
"But not if you turn it into a girl's name/' said Sarah-Jane. "Especially if the girl has hair the same color as a . . ."
"Penny!" said Timothy and Titus.
"Penny/' repeated Patience. ''Penny. Penny. Penny. Penny. Penny. Vm Penny!"
Later that day the grandmothers pulled
Penny
Sarah-Jane aside and thanked her for taking care of Patience.
"You are so patient with her!" exclaimed Grandma Patience.
Sarah-Jane couldn't believe her ears. ''Me? Patient? Are you kidding?"
"Ohj you were wonderful/' said Grandma Patience. "I love that child with all my heart. But she does drive me crazy sometimes."
"Me, too/' said Sarah-Jane in a small voice.
The grandmothers laughed and hugged her.
Grandma said, "Being patient with people doesn't mean that they don't drive us crazy sometimes. It means treating people well even so.
Grandma Patience said, "I just hope looking after my little pumpkin wasn't too boring for you."
Sarah-Jane shook her head. "Nope! That's one thing you can say about Patience. She's not boring!"
The End
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