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Evie carefully lined up all the ingredients she’d need, then checked to make sure the blender was plugged in at the wall and the jug was full of water.

Okay, Super Chef, you have just five minutes to concoct a record-breaking, world-beating, mind-blowing, unbelievably delicious dessert to win the International Trophy for Treats!… And the clock starts: NOW!

Evie tossed a handful of chopped apple into the blender, threw in some pear cubes and a small bowl of grated carrot, then hit the on button. “Quick! Pass me those freezer-pop molds,” she asked her buddy Iris, who was sitting on the kitchen counter, swinging her legs. “Oh, and I’ll need that big box of meaty sticks, too, as fast as you can, please!”

“Meaty sticks?” Iris’s eyes popped. “For a dessert? Um—sure.” Iris slid the molds over, then reached for the box of brown sticks. She wrinkled her nose. “They smell!”

But Evie didn’t reply. She was still racing against the clock in her head. She flicked off the blender and poured the gooey mixture into the molds. “Now I just need to add a meaty stick to each one…” she said, pushing them speedily into the mush. “And after a fast visit to the freezer, my new awesome fruity pupsicles will be done!”

Stop the clock! Dessert complete! Well, almost.

“Er—are you sure this new recipe is going to work?” Iris frowned. “I know you’re the chef, but apple, pear, carrot, and MEATY STICKS?”

Evie giggled. “Sure! They’re really tasty … if you’re a DOG!”

“Huh?” Then Iris’s frown turned upside down and she grinned. “Ah, I get it now … You’re creating recipes for Fudge!”

At the sound of his name the pup came bounding into the diner kitchen and flung himself at Evie.

“Hey! You’re not supposed to be in here.” Evie looked over to see if her dad, who was at the other end of the large kitchen, had noticed. But he was singing along to the radio, with his head in the steam from the large pot of soup he was stirring. Evie crouched down and buried her face in the pup’s warm, spiky fur. “Aw, I missed you, too, but if Hannah sees you…”

“How’s that going?” Iris whispered. “Has your stepmom decided yet if Fudge can stay?”

Thanks to the Agents of H.E.A.R.T., a team of fairy-tale rescue princesses who had recently popped out of a magical book, stray pup Fudge had come into Evie’s life. But her stepmom, Hannah, didn’t think their family diner was the best place for him to live. She’d given him a week to prove he could fit in.

“Hannah’s not made up her mind yet,” Evie said. “But Fudge is doing so well.”

“Really?” Iris watched as Fudge jumped up on his back legs and pulled a tea towel off the counter and began shredding it.

“He’s barking a lot less,” Evie said, wrestling the towel out of his mouth and replacing it with a squishy giraffe toy she found on the floor. “And he’s really not chewing things nearly so much.”

Iris raised an eyebrow. “Um—great!”

“And he only escaped into the diner twice today. And Hannah didn’t notice at all.” Evie rinsed her hands at the sink, then picked up the molds and put them into the freezer. “Don’t worry, Fudge, these pupsicles will be ready for munching very soon—look, these are the other dog treats I’ve been experimenting with…” She pulled out an ice-cube tray filled with yellow blobs and showed it to Iris.

“Oh—er—mmm, they look yummy,” Iris said with a grimace.

“Fudge thinks so. It’s banana ice cream. Well—it’s not actually ice cream. It’s just blended bananas,” she said in a quieter voice. “But don’t tell Fudge, because he thinks he’s having the real thing.”

Iris chuckled. “Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me.”

“I’ve got a whole freezer full of dog treats,” Evie said. “Did I tell you about the doggy cake pops I’ve made? See—I was thinking, if Fudge likes these dog treats, then maybe he’ll stop trying to sneak into the diner and grab the customers’ orders!”
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Fudge can’t resist food. But human snacks aren’t good for him. So I’ve started making doggy desserts that are safe for him to enjoy. Here’s how to make them for your BFFF (best furry friend fur-ever!). Don’t forget to ask an adult for help to stay safe in the kitchen. And remember, too many treats are bad for dogs, so only serve on special occasions!



[image: ]
FRUIT PUPSICLES

Ingredients:


	1 apple

	1 pear

	(You can use other pet-friendly fruit and veggies like watermelon, grated carrots, strawberries, bananas, and blueberries.)

	A blender

	Meaty dog sticks (optional)

	Freezer-pop molds, paper cups, or ice-cube trays



How to make:


	Prepare the fruit by chopping it up into small pieces, making sure to remove cores, seeds, and pips.

	Mix the fruit with some water—about 1 cup.

	Use the blender to make the mixture smooth.

	Pour into molds, paper cups, or ice-cube trays.

	Add a meaty stick.

	Put into the freezer until frozen—usually a few hours.

	Remove pupsicles from molds.

	Run each pupsicle under a warm tap for a few seconds, so it’s not too cold, or your dog’s tongue might stick to it!



PAW-SITIVELY YUMMY ICE CREAM

Ingredients:


	2 bananas

	An ice-cube tray

	A blender (You can mash with a fork if you don’t have a blender.)



How to make:


	Peel the bananas.

	Blend (or mash) until creamy.

	Pour into the ice-cube tray and freeze for a few hours.

	Remember, bananas are quite sweet for dogs, so only give them small amounts and save the rest in the freezer for another day.



For more recipe ideas, check out the websites of the American Kennel Club in the US and Battersea dogs home and the Dogs Trust in the UK.

[image: ]
“But aren’t you worried your dad might accidentally serve up the dog’s desserts to the diner customers?”

Evie laughed. “Nah, this is the old freezer. Dad doesn’t use it for anything else.”

“Shame. I’d quite like to see the Pemberton twins munching on a dog snack.”

Evie grinned. She kind of agreed. Ever since she’d moved to Lime Bay a few weeks ago, Katie-Belle and Clara Pemberton have made things difficult for Evie. But I don’t care, she thought, because I’ve got Fudge (paws crossed!) and Iris and Zak to hang out with, AND I get to help out in the diner now. “Okay, buster,” she said, tickling Fudge’s ears. “I think we’d better get you outside before—”

“EVIE?” Hannah suddenly called from the hall. “Have you seen Fudge?”

“Oops!” Evie looked around for somewhere to hide the pup.

Iris pointed to a large stewpot drying on the counter … but it was too late.

“There you are!” Hannah appeared in the doorway. “Oh, hi, Iris!” she smiled, then looked back at the pup. “I should have known you’d be in here!”

Fudge let out a loud Hello-Hannah-have-I-told-you-how-much-I-love-you-today sort of a bark and raced to greet her.

Evie held her breath …

But her stepmom’s stern face broke into a big grin. “Okay, okay … yes, yes, you’re a lovely boy…”

A lovely boy? Evie looked at Iris, her eyes wide. That sounded positive, right?

“But you’re not allowed in here!” Hannah said, her voice firm again. “If the restaurant inspector pays us a surprise visit and sees you in here, they’ll close us down. Now come on … out you go, back to the yard.” As she escorted Fudge to the door, she looked back at Evie. “Oh, and Dylan says he’ll meet you out front with the cart in five minutes. Can you take Fudge with you?”
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“Sure!” Evie nodded. “I’ll fetch his leash.”

“It’s on the counter in the diner—No, Fudge, not that way—dogs don’t go through the diner! I’ll put him in the yard until you’re ready to leave. Come on, Mr. Dog, let’s go!”

“Did I tell you I’m helping out on our new mobile ice-cream cart today?” Evie asked as she and Iris headed for the diner.

Iris’s eyes sparkled. “That sounds so cool. Can I buy some?”

“Of course! But you might want me to serve you.” Evie leaned in closer and lowered her voice. “My cousin Dylan’s not the best at scooping ice cream. He drops even more than me.”

Iris giggled. “So Dylan’s on vacation from college, right?”

“Yeah, but I don’t think he really wants a job. Hannah says she thinks he’d rather be hanging out with his buddies than serving ice cream.” She slipped behind the diner counter and slid the leash out from under a pile of order pads. Then she picked up her backpack from the cubbyhole beneath. She stole a quick glance inside. Yep, got the magical book of fairy tales, just in case I need the Agents of H.E.A.R.T. Iris and her cousin Zak weren’t the biggest fans of the rescue princesses, but Evie loved being part of their enchanted world. She felt a little ripple of excitement at the thought of having to call on them for help again. “Come on,” she called to Iris as she headed for the diner door. “We can wait for Dylan on the patio.”

Outside, the tables were full of customers. Evie couldn’t help but have a quick check around in case any plates or glasses needed clearing … Whoa! So many people are eating my Happily Ever After Ice Cream! she thought, glancing at their orders.

“Hey, Fancy Pants!” Iris went over to stroke a large tabby cat sitting on the fence surrounding the patio, cleaning its paws.

“He’s here a lot,” Evie said, following her over. “I saw Dad feeding him yesterday—I think he wants to keep him.”

Fancy Pants was another stray animal that had arrived at the diner, thanks to the Agents of H.E.A.R.T. But Evie’s stepmom was adamant—he wasn’t on the potential pets list!

“Fudge wasn’t too sure of him at first,” Evie said, giving the cat a stroke. “But now he loves him, doesn’t he, puss? Unfortunately, Fancy Pants doesn’t feel the same way— Oh, there’s Dylan!” She waved to her cousin, who had appeared around the side of the diner, pushing the ice-cream cart.

But just then, something small and furry shot between Dylan’s legs and bounded toward the patio.

“Uh-oh!” Evie breathed. “Fudge must have escaped from the yard. Oh no—he’s going to jump…”

Evie raced over to grab him as he landed on the patio. But the pup had seen the cat now and did a midair swerve, avoiding Evie’s arms and crashing down on top of one of the tables. Then he dived onto the floor and bounded past the customers with a loud Hi-Fancy-Pants-I’m so-happy-to-see-you, want-to-play? sort of a bark.
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The cat hissed. Glasses rattled. Cups toppled. And a plate full of muffins smashed onto the ground.

For a heartbeat, Evie froze as the horror unfolded. Then—Come on, Wonder Waitress! she told herself. You need to rescue this!

She darted around the tables, catching overturned glasses and cups and tumbling plates before they could crash onto the floor. Then she turned and smiled at the wide-eyed customers. Okay, time for the second part of the strategy. Use the rules! It was what Hannah had taught her when she’d first allowed Evie to help out in the family diner. When things went wrong, you had to apologize and explain!
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“I am so sorry about the fuss!” Evie told the startled customers. “And please don’t worry, I’ll fetch you a replacement,” she added to the man whose muffins were now squished on the floor. “No, Fudge!” she said, grabbing the pup’s collar as he lunged for the muffins. “They don’t belong to you. And anyway, human food is bad for you.” She clipped on his leash. “You’re definitely NOT allowed on the patio, and you’re leaving right away! Um, Iris, can you maybe…”

“Oh, sure.” Iris took the leash and pulled the protesting pup down the patio steps to the street.

“Now, please, is there anything I can get you?” Evie asked the still-stunned customers.

“Is everything okay here?” said a voice behind her.

Evie spun around. “Oh—er—hi, Dad.” She breathed a sigh of relief it wasn’t Hannah. “Um—we had a bit of a hiccup, but everything’s fine now.”

“It certainly is,” said an older lady with blond curls, sitting at one of the tables. “This young lady dealt with that energetic pup in a very mature manner.”

“She did?” Evie’s dad smiled. “That’s great to hear. And can I get you another coffee, as most of yours seems to have gone on the table?”

“Thank you,” the lady said. “And, honey, don’t worry about the pup…,” she added to Evie. “I have a wiener dog at home who was just as wild when he was little. But he’s very well behaved now.”

“Aw, I’d love to meet him,” Evie said.

“He’s called Dimples,” the woman said. “Maybe we’ll bump into each other on a dog walk sometime, and I’ll introduce you. Animals bring so much joy.”

Evie’s dad, who was stroking Fancy Pants the cat, nodded. “Yeah, there’s something very calming about having a pet to fuss over. Now I’d better go get a brush and shovel … Was it a blueberry muffin you had, sir?” he asked the man. “I’ll fetch another, straightaway. And I’ll bring the coffeepot out to refill everyone’s cups,” he told the other customers. “Go on now, Evie,” he added in a quieter voice. “I see Dylan’s waiting for you.”

“Thanks, Dad.” Evie raced down the patio stairs two at a time. “That was so lucky,” she whispered to Iris, who was waiting with Dylan and the cart. “If Hannah had seen what just happened”—she looked at Fudge—“you’d be on your way back to the pet shelter already!”

The pup wagged his tail and didn’t seem the least bit worried about his bad behavior.

“Where is Hannah, anyway?” Evie asked, taking the pup’s leash from Iris.

Dylan looked up from his phone. “Huh? Oh, she said she had to go fetch something from your apartment.”

Evie glanced up to the open windows above the diner. Uh-oh! Maybe Hannah had seen the chaos. Or at least she’d probably heard the barking!

“Guys! You forgot these.” Hannah appeared from the side of the diner, waggling two straw hats in the air.

Dylan frowned and ran his hand through his tall quiff. “A boater? Really?”

“Sure!” Hannah smiled. “They’ve even got the diner’s name on them.”

“Um—thanks,” Evie said, taking one from her stepmom and putting it on.

Iris giggled. “Awesome disguise!”

Evie peeped out from under the brim. “It is a little big.”

“It’s vintage!” Hannah said. “And it’ll be perfect for keeping off the sun. Wait—have you got the menu board, Dylan?”

“Er—”

The menu board was a large A-shaped blackboard on which Evie had written all the flavors of ice cream they stocked.

“I think it’s down there.” Evie pointed to a thin shelf below the cart.

Dylan nodded. “I forgot I put it there.”

“Okay, well, Dylan, please look after Evie,” Hannah said. “And Evie, keep an eye on Dylan!” She winked at Evie as she said that and gave her a knowing look that Evie was sure meant don’t let him slack off. “Good luck. I just know this cart is going to be great for business.”

I hope it is, Evie thought, crossing her fingers behind her back, because it was my idea!

“I guess she didn’t see what happened on the patio,” Evie whispered to Iris as they followed Dylan across the street to the beach. “Which means you still have a chance, pup-face,” she added, reaching down to tickle Fudge. “And the longer we can stay out of Hannah’s way, the better.”

“Hey, what are all those people looking at?” Iris asked, staring at a large crowd in the middle of the beach. “Ooh, maybe it’s a street performer?”

Dylan peered over the heads. “Nah, I think it might be a film crew.”

“What? Oh wow!” Iris’s eyes sparkled. “Are they making a movie?”

“Wait—I think I can see Zak!” Evie pointed into the middle of the crowd. “Let’s go ask him.”
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Evie and Iris left Fudge with Dylan, then pushed their way through the people watching.

“Hey, Zak!” Evie called to him, but he didn’t hear. She dodged around the elbow of a man in front of her who was shooting a video on his phone and slipped between some tall teenagers before tapping Zak on the back. “What’s happening? I can’t see.”

“Oh, hi, Evie.” Zak glanced around at her for a second, then turned right back to watching. “It’s a TV show called Dog Squad.”

“I’ve seen that show,” Iris said, squeezing in by Evie’s side. “It’s the one where a bunch of hero dogs save people, right?”

“Uh-huh,” Zak said. “They’ve just been rehearsing a scene on the beach. The star dog has to save someone from drowning.”

“Exciting!” But Evie wasn’t looking at the filming—she was staring at all the people watching. We need to get the cart up and running right away, she thought. Because I bet all these people would love an ice cream to cool them down while they watch.

“Me and Gammy were in a scene earlier,” Zak said.

“No way!” Iris’s eyes gleamed. “How come?”

“They needed some people to be in the background, pretending to picnic … Gammy got talking to one of the film crew and volunteered us.”

Evie smiled. That sounded exactly like Iris and Zak’s grandma, Gammy. She ran a flower stall on the boardwalk, opposite the Browns’ diner, and she was a very chatty lady.

“Aw, I wish we could be on the show, too,” Iris moaned.

“Stick around,” Zak said. “They might need more extras. Gammy even called some of her friends to come down.”

“Where is she?” Iris asked. “I didn’t see her at her stall as we passed by.”

“Getting a coffee.” Zak pointed across the sand, and Evie could see Gammy’s familiar flowery hat bobbing about in the line outside the beach snack bar.

Iris giggled. “Remember how Fudge climbed into a trash can outside the snack shack, trying to find hot dogs?”

Evie grimaced. “Yep, right after he crashed into the Pemberton twins’ sandcastle! That was a total disaster!” It had happened on the day the Agents of H.E.A.R.T. had first appeared. Clara and Katie-Belle Pemberton still hadn’t forgiven Evie. I hope they’re not here! Evie glanced around in case they were lurking in the crowd. They’re always up to something.

“Look!” Iris said, bobbing up to see what was happening. “They’re shooting the scene now.”

Evie managed to peer through a gap to catch a brief glimpse of a dog racing across the sand. But then the person in front of her moved a little and her view vanished. “I think I’ll go check on Fudge,” she said. And make sure Dylan’s started serving ice cream!

He hadn’t. Dylan had tied Fudge’s leash to the cart and set up the menu board a few feet away from the cart, but he was lounging on the sand, staring at his phone. “Guess what?” he said when he saw Evie. “I just checked out the TV crew’s website and they’re filming here all day.”

“That’s great.” More filming means more people coming to watch, which means more ice-cream sales! “Aw, look, Fudge has found a shady spot.” She crouched down to pet the pup, who was lying in the shadow made by the cart. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a treat for you in the bottom of the ice-box for later,” she said, tickling his ears. “I’ll make sure you don’t overheat.”
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“I wouldn’t mind watching the shoot,” Dylan said, trying to see over the crowd. “Did I tell you I’m majoring in film studies?”

“Er—that’s really interesting…” But I think we might need to sell some ice cream first. “Oh, hi,” she added as a mom and her little boy appeared at the cart. “What can I get you?”

A line soon began to form, and Evie and Dylan were suddenly busy. But after a while Evie’s head started to feel hot and itchy under her hat. Her mouth felt dry, too, so she bent down to find her water bottle. That’s when she noticed … “Fudge? Where are you?”

“He was here a moment ago,” Dylan said, looking around. “I guess he must have pulled his leash free.”

Just then, Evie heard a familiar bark in the distance. Oh no! That sounds like it’s coming from the film set!
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“Excuse me—can I get past, please…”

As Evie pushed her way through the crowd, she could hear the barking getting louder. There was laughter, too. People were pointing and cheering and chuckling at whatever was happening on the beach. Evie felt her stomach tighten. Oh my goodness, I hope Fudge hasn’t interrupted the filming … But as she reached the front of the crowd …

She groaned.

Fudge was down by the water’s edge, diving and frolicking in the waves, his tail wagging, his ears flapping, while the film crew chased after him, trying to catch him. Every time they got within grabbing distance of his trailing leash, he’d dodge away, woofing with joy. It was one of Fudge’s favorite beach games: You can’t catch me!

Evie took a deep breath, then ducked under the tape that held the crowd back from the film set and raced off after him. Her heart was thumping in her chest as she dashed across the sand in front of cameras and technicians and giant lights that made her eyes blink. “FUDGE!” she shouted. “Come here, now!”

But Fudge wasn’t ready to give up his game yet. He’d spotted another dog and was charging up the beach to go play with it.

Head down, arms pumping, Evie ran to grab him. Don’t look at all the people staring at you, she told herself. Just pretend you’re in the diner and you’re sorting out a mess. But even on Evie’s “OMG Accident Scale” of waitressing disasters, this was a new high. Almost as bad as when I dropped that whole cheese-and-onion flan on a customer’s lap! Evie thought. She gritted her teeth. Come on, Wonder Waitress, just apologize and explain!

“I am so sorry,” she panted as she grabbed Fudge’s leash and pulled him away from the other dog. She smiled at the film crew around her. “You see, this is Fudge, and he ran off. But I got here as fast as I could and I hope he hasn’t ruined your filming but he really likes playing with other dogs and—” She stopped … Huh? and did a double take at the dog Fudge was with. Whoa! It looks EXACTLY like Fudge. Well, not exactly like him … The other dog was cleaner and neater, and its coat was trimmed and well-groomed, and it wasn’t nearly as bouncy and silly as Fudge.
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“Princess! Stop!” At the sound of the voice the other dog sat down. A woman with short gray hair, in a blue sweater with paw prints on the front, came striding over and clipped a leash onto its collar. “Hi there!” She smiled at Evie. “I see Princess has made a friend. I’m Mandy, her trainer. What’s your dog called?”

“Fudge. And I’m really sorry,” Evie repeated.

“Don’t worry, it was just a rehearsal,” Mandy said. “No harm done.”

“Oh, thank goodness!” Evie shook her head at Fudge, who was straining to go see Princess again. “No, Fudge—you shouldn’t be here. I guess he wanted to come see what was happening.”

The dog trainer bent down and tickled Fudge’s ears. “Well, that’s understandable … All this fuss on your beach, huh, little guy? Oh goodness”—she stared at Fudge for a moment, her eyes wide—“you look so much like Princess.”

“I noticed that, too.”

“They could be twins!” She beamed up at Evie. But at the mention of twins, Evie thought of the Pembertons and felt her tummy flip-flop. She glanced around. Were they watching right now and laughing at Fudge’s bad behavior?

“Well, you guys better go now,” Mandy said, turning and signaling to the film crew. “Princess needs to focus. She’s supposed to dive into the water and rescue someone, but she’s refusing to do the scene.” She sighed. “Princess doesn’t like water much—not like Fudge! Well, hopefully she’ll get it right soon.”

As the film crew prepared to reshoot again, Evie slunk back toward the crowds, trying not to look at the sea of faces staring at her. Head down, she darted for the tape and was about to duck under it, when she heard a shout …

“Evie! Over here!” Iris waved from farther along, and Evie made a dash for her and Zak.

“Am I glad to see you guys,” Evie muttered as she slipped under the tape. “Did you see what just happened?”

“Sure did!” Iris grinned. “I think Fudge wants a role in the show.”

“He definitely looked like he was enjoying the attention more than that other dog,” Zak said. “Maybe Fudge should be the dog’s stunt double?”

“What—you mean act in place of the TV dog?” Evie chuckled. “Um—it would be fun, but I think he’s had enough fame for one day. I’m going to go get him some water.”

“I’m coming, too,” Iris said. “I could do with an ice cream.”

“And me!” Zak checked his pockets for cash. “Um, you might need to pay.”

Iris rolled her eyes. “You never bring money!”

Evie smiled. And while I’m fetching your ice cream, I’ll make sure Dylan’s still working hard at the cart!
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But when she got back, Dylan wasn’t working at all!

“Hey, Evie, this is Bev.” Dylan was lounging against the cart, chatting with a young woman with long curly dark hair, wearing a headset. “She’s one of the assistants on the shoot.”

“Well, I’m more like ‘the assistant to the assistant to the assistant to the assistant,’” Bev said with a grin. “Basically, I fetch the coffee.”

[image: ] WHO’S WHO IN A FILM CREW BY DYLAN BROWN [image: ]
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If you’re interested in a career in the movies like me, then it’s a good idea to get to know exactly how a film set works and who is in charge! Here’s my guide:




	The Director is the creative heart of a movie. Their vision turns a script into an actual film. They direct the actors and the technical crew and decide how every scene looks.

	The Producer works closely with the director. They take an overview of every aspect of the production, including hiring the crew and controlling the budget!

	The Set Designer creates the place where the movie will be filmed. They design the scenery or dress the set.

	The Cinematographer takes charge of the filming and lighting. This person frames the shots and controls the lighting, color, and look of the film.

	Production Assistants support the producer and director. They help to organize the cast and crew and communicate instructions to everyone. If you’re looking for a career in movies, this is a great place to start!
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Evie smiled at her. “Hi, I’m Evie. This is Iris and Zak. Oh, and Fudge!”

“Aw, such a cute pup!” Bev bent down to pat him, and Fudge’s tail began to wag. “Was this the dog running around the set?”

Evie felt her cheeks grow hot. Even hotter than she already felt in the sun! “Um—yeah, I hope he didn’t cause too much disruption.”

Bev shook her head. “Princess is more of a problem. We’ve been trying to shoot the same scene for more than an hour now. She’s not so good in water.”

“Oh, I love the sea,” Dylan said, taking his hat off and smoothing down his hair. “Especially surfing. Do you surf?” he asked Bev.

Before she could reply, her headset began to crackle. She listened for a moment, then sighed. “Looks like Princess’s trainer has asked for a break from filming. The dog still isn’t cooperating.”

Evie glanced at Fudge, who was rolling on his back in the sand now, waggling his paws in the air and begging for a tummy tickle. I’m so glad you’re not a TV dog. Imagine having to do things when people want you to. She bent down and gave his belly a rub. “Are you thirsty, boy? You’re panting super fast. Come on, I’ll get you some water.” She reached into one of the drawers of the cart, where she’d left her backpack, and pulled out a bowl and a bottle. “Here you go,” she said, pouring some water for him. “Then go curl up in your shady spot again, okay?”

As Fudge got comfy behind the cart, Evie scooped ice cream for Iris and Zak. But as she handed Zak his cone she noticed the crowd that had been watching the filming had begun to break up.

“Um—Dylan…” Evie called.

“Huh?” He turned around from chatting with Bev.

“I think we’re about to get busy,” Evie said. “Quick! Grab your scoop!”

For the next few minutes, they were flooded with customers. Families, teenagers, older people in big floppy hats and brightly colored beach clothes. Everyone was looking for a quick way to cool down. Evie could even see Gammy and two of her friends joining the line. She waved to them, but then she realized how far the line stretched and her eyes popped! Whoa! I hope we’ve got enough supplies! She smiled up at the next customer, a lady with thick dark wavy hair, wearing a long black dress.

“Hi, what can I get you?”

Before the lady could answer—

“Oh—um—hi, Delphine!” Bev called to the lady. Evie noticed Bev stood up taller and was looking a little nervous now. “That’s Delphine Hall, our director,” Evie heard her whisper to Dylan. “I should probably get back to work.”

“Take your time,” Delphine called to Bev without looking up from the ice creams she was perusing. “Princess’s trainer says it could be a while before she’s ready to film again.” She looked at Evie and sighed. “I can’t believe the star of our show is scared of water.” She shook her head. “Well, I guess it does mean I get to try your ice cream. It all looks so delicious. But I think I’ll go classic and have two scoops of vanilla, please.”

“Sure! Would you like caramel sauce with it? It’s my own homemade recipe.”

“It’s really good!” Iris called over from where she was still slurping her ice cream.

But Delphine’s reply was drowned out by a familiar voice.

“Pardon me, Miss Hall! Could I have a moment of your time?”

Evie saw the Pemberton twins and their mom, striding toward the cart. Uh-oh! What do they want?

“Miss Hall!” Mrs. Pemberton called again, tossing her blond hair and waving. “My name’s Annabelle Pemberton. I’m a local restaurateur; I own the best café in Lime Bay! Welcome to our town!” She flashed a crocodile-size smile at the TV director. “And these are my girls…,” she added, pointing to the twins.

Katie-Belle and Clara smirked and did a sort of curtsy.

Delphine nodded. “Oh, yes—um—hello.”

“I was just asking one of your crew about whether you might need any more extras for your filming today…”

“Oh, well—I’m not sure, you see—”

“Because my girls are very talented!” Mrs. Pemberton interjected. “They go to drama club and dance classes, and they do gymnastics…”

At the word gymnastics, the twins began to handstand and tumble and cartwheel across the sand in front of the cart.
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Delphine smiled. “Impressive.”

“I know!” Mrs. Pemberton beamed. “They can sing, too, and—”

“Is that your dog?” Delphine interrupted, suddenly catching sight of Fudge snoozing behind the cart.

Evie glanced down. “Oh—yeah, and I am so sorry about earlier…”

“That’s okay,” Delphine said. She was peering at Fudge now, a thoughtful expression on her face. “He’s so much like Princess … for a moment I thought he was Princess…”

“About my girls—” Mrs. Pemberton began again. Her smile had vanished now, replaced by a deepening frown.

“What’s his name?” Delphine asked Evie, ignoring Mrs. Pemberton.

“Um—Fudge. And yeah, he looks very similar to Princess,” Evie said. “Only a lot scruffier!”

Zak and Iris exchanged glances with Evie. Then Zak stepped forward.

“We were just saying Fudge should be Princess’s stunt double,” Zak said. “He loves the water.”

“And he’d do anything for a treat,” Iris added. “I bet you could train him to rescue someone.”

A smile spread across Delphine’s face. “Hmm, exactly what I was thinking! Bev,” she called over to the young woman, who was still standing next to Dylan. “Radio to Mandy, the dog trainer, and ask her to come over here. I think we might have just found the solution to our problem.”

Evie tried not to look at Mrs. Pemberton, who appeared to have swallowed a mouthful of wasps.
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“Fudge is doing so well,” Evie whispered to Iris and Zak. “Look! He’s already learned to carry that float in his mouth.”

It was a little while later, and they were standing close to the shore, where Fudge was learning his part. His coat had been clipped and brushed by Mandy the dog trainer, and he was now splashing around in the shallow water while she showed him what he had to do in the scene.

“I just wish I’d brought my camera so I could show Hannah and Dad,” Evie said. She’d already checked her backpack twice, just in case she’d put it in there. But the magical book of fairy tales and her straw hat, which she’d stuffed inside, were all she’d found. She slipped her thumbs into the straps of the backpack and rocked back and forth on the sand, with a little excitement. “Oh, Fudge really is so intelligent, don’t you think?”

“Sure—but it could also have something to do with the treats Mandy keeps giving him.” Iris giggled. “Every time he gets something right, she gives him another one.”

“He’s definitely going to ace this screen test,” Zak said. “Then think of the cash you’ll get if he’s actually in the show.”

“Money?” Evie’s eyes sparkled. “I hadn’t realized he’d be paid.”

“Of course!” Zak said. “Animal actors get tons of cash.”

“Which is just as well,” Iris said, “because if Hannah lets you keep Fudge, pets can be pricey. Gammy always says our cat, Puddles, costs a fortune. There’s vet’s bills, food costs, kenneling for when you go on vacation…,” she said, ticking them off her fingers.
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Keeping a pet can be pricey. But don’t worry! My cat, Puddles, and I have found loads of ways to keep the costs down. Here are our top tips.
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	First, don’t pay kenneling fees! Instead, form a pet-sitting circle with your friends, so you can care for one another’s pets when you go on vacation.

	Groom your pet yourself! There are loads of online videos to help. Ask an adult to help with nail clipping and coat trimming, while you do the brushing and combing!
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	Make your own pet toys. Cats love Ping-Pong balls, rolled-up tinfoil, and string. Or try making a flicky-stick toy! This is Puddles’s favorite. All you need is a twig, some string, and a feather. First, you tie the feather to one end of the string, then attach it to the stick. You can also make super-cool dog chew toys by ripping up an old T-shirt or jeans and braiding the strips together. Or try knotting them into a ball. As for smaller pets like guinea pigs and rabbits, they love an old cardboard box to play inside.

	You don’t need to buy fancy pet beds, either. Cats will be just as happy on an old pillow or blanket tucked into a cardboard box!

	Use unwanted bowls as pet dishes. Or pick up inexpensive ones in discount stores.

	If the price of buying a pet is a problem, there are lots of less expensive ones. Goldfish, guinea pigs, and hamsters cost less to keep, and you can pick up secondhand cages, fish tanks, and equipment.

	And if you’re not allowed a pet, don’t worry! Find a yard critter to care for. Build yourself an ant farm or a wormery. Feed the birds or keep garden snails in a tank outside. Be sure to learn how to care for these animals before you get started.

	For more information about caring for a pet, look at the websites of the ASPCA or The Humane Society of the United States.
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“Yep, it all adds up to about fifteen thousand dollars over a dog’s lifetime,” Zak said. “Even more if Fudge grows into a larger dog. There was a report on the news about it last week.”

“Fifteen thousand dollars?” Evie blinked at him. Even if she saved every dime of her allowance she’d never make that much. I guess if Fudge doesn’t get the part, we’ll have to sell a whole lot more ice cream to cover his bills. She glanced over her shoulder, where Dylan was waiting with the cart. But instead of serving, he was still chatting with Bev. Evie was about to go over and give him a prod, when—

“Quiet on set!” one of the assistants called through a megaphone. “Rescue scene with stunt-double Fudge: screen test, take one.”

Evie felt her heart begin to beat a little faster. She looked at Fudge, who was sitting on the sand next to Mandy, and tried to telepathically send him good luck thoughts. Come on, boy, you can do this! And if you do, maybe the money you’ll get paid will make Hannah want to keep you more!

The red lights on the back of the three cameras pointing at the water lit up, and the sound engineer, with his long, fluffy microphone on the end of a pole, moved in closer to the water’s edge.

Delphine, the director, who was sitting on a chair in front of a few monitors close by, raised her hand. “Action!”

All eyes were on the sea then, where an actor who had been bobbing around in the shallow water for the last five minutes now swam out into frame. For a few moments nothing much seemed to happen—then the actor let out a loud, high-pitched scream.

Evie, Iris, and Zak exchanged glances, all trying not to laugh.

“It’s as though he’s getting gobbled up by a giant man-eating shark,” Iris whispered.

Evie swallowed a fit of the giggles so she wouldn’t distract Fudge, but it was hard, especially when the actor began to waggle his arms, too.
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“HELP!” he yelled. “HELP ME!”

That was Fudge’s cue. Mandy whispered something in the pup’s ear, and he bounded into the scene, racing across the sand, his tail wagging, his ears flapping, carrying a float in his mouth. He dived into the water and dog-paddled out to the “drowning man,” dropping the float in front of him.

“AND CUT!” the director called. The lights on the cameras went out.

“Wow,” Iris breathed. “Fudge IS a natural.”

“Looks like the director thinks so, too,” Zak said as Delphine got out of her chair and came striding over with a giant smile on her face.

But before Delphine reached them, Fudge shot past her and threw himself at Evie. She collapsed on the sand as the pup covered her in dribbly tongue-licks, then shook his wet coat all over her. “Urgh!” Evie half grimaced, half laughed, then hugged his damp wriggly body tight and breathed in the salty smell from his coat. “Well done, pup-face,” she whispered. “You’re such a clever dog.”

“He is!” Delphine said. “And that’s why I want him in our show. Of course, before we can shoot the scene for real, we’ll need your parents’ permission—or your guardian’s…” She glanced over to the ice-cream cart, where Dylan was still lounging around, scratching his ears and looking at something on his phone.

“Um—maybe best to talk to my parents,” Evie said. “They’re in our café … Brown’s Diner. It’s on the beachfront.”

Delphine nodded. “Mandy?” She spotted the dog trainer and waved her over. “Please could you go and check in with Evie’s parents about hiring Fudge?”

Hiring Fudge? Evie looked at Iris and Zak in wonder. Is this really happening? Fudge is actually going to be a TV star!

“Okay, everyone, reset for the next scene!” Delphine called to the crew. “We’ll shoot Fudge’s scene properly a little later on. Oh, and we’ll need Princess for this next part. Don’t worry,” she added to Mandy, who’d appeared by her side. “It’s the rescue scene on the sand. No water! I’ll get Bev to fetch Princess from her trailer while you go speak to Evie’s parents.”

“Well done, Fudge!” Mandy bent down to tickle his ears. “You’re such a fast learner.”

“Maybe you could tell that to Evie’s stepmom,” Iris suggested. “It might make her want to keep him more.”

“Huh?” Mandy looked at Evie. “You mean, Fudge doesn’t actually belong to you?”

There was a sudden silence.

“He does belong to me!” Evie gasped. “Only, we live above the diner, and strictly speaking, dogs aren’t allowed in there, so my parents said they’d need time to think about whether he can stay. B-b-but he’s doing really well,” she added quickly. “And I’m sure Hannah is going to let me keep him.”

Mandy nodded, but she had a thoughtful expression on her face now. “If your stepmom decides not to keep him, perhaps I could … I’m always looking for talented new dogs to train for TV.”

What? Evie suddenly felt like she was standing on quicksand. “But he’s not looking for a new home.”

“Yeah, Fudge is definitely Evie’s dog!” Iris said, looking worried now, too.

“And her parents really like him,” Zak added. “We went camping last week, and Fudge found this awesome treehouse and—”

“Sure, sure, I understand,” Mandy said. “But perhaps I’ll just mention it when I talk to your stepmom.”

“Oh, please don’t,” Evie said.

But the dog trainer was distracted now. One of her assistants had appeared with a thick wad of papers in his hand.

“Fudge’s contract,” the young man said, handing over the papers.

“Great! I’ll go see your stepmom, now,” Mandy said, taking the contract and heading off across the sand.

Evie clenched her hands into tight fists. I won’t let this happen! No way can she take Fudge from me.

“Um—should I go football tackle her?” Iris said. “Then we can sit on her so she can’t talk to Hannah.”

“I wish you could…” Evie began, then she stopped. A wish! Of course! That’s the answer. “Don’t worry. The Agents of H.E.A.R.T. will help me keep Fudge.”

“Aww, noooo!” Zak groaned. “Anything but them.”

Zak and Iris had both met the agents before Evie, and their experiences with the meddlesome rescue princesses hadn’t been altogether positive.

But Evie was already rummaging in her backpack for the magic fairy-tale book. “I won’t let that trainer take Fudge,” she said firmly, “and I know exactly which agent will help!”
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Evie held the magical book in her hands for a moment, its pages fluttering a little in the sea breeze. It feels so warm, and friendly, she thought. And the rescue princesses always help me. I just know this will work.

“Wait! What if someone sees?” Zak said, glancing around.

But the film crew was busy moving their equipment across the beach now, while the crowd that had been watching was drifting off—some, stopping to buy ice cream.

“Dylan’s too busy to notice,” Evie whispered. “And anyway, he’s WAY too old to be able to see the agents. And no one else is watching, are they?”

They took another look around, but everyone seemed occupied doing their own things … laying out picnics, setting up folding chairs, building sandcastles.

“Okay, here goes.” Evie took a deep breath: “I wish I could stop the dog-trainer lady from taking Fudge away. Oh—and please could you send Agent B to help, because she found Fudge for me, and she knows a lot about animals because of all the time she spends with the Beast and—”

But Evie’s words were drowned out by a cracking noise and a flash of silver, which was so bright it made her blink, and she dropped the book. But as she reached to grab it, a figure in red darted across and scooped it up.

“Hey!” Evie cried. And Fudge let out a bark.

“Watch it!” shouted the figure, pointing to Evie’s feet.

Huh? Evie glanced down and saw two large crabs in front of her, up on their back legs, waggling their pincers at her. “Aah!” She stepped back, bumping into Iris.

“Wow!” Zak breathed, crouching down to get a closer look. “They’re the biggest brown crabs I’ve ever seen on Lime Bay Beach.”

“Good thing you didn’t stand on them,” the person in red said to Evie. “One nip, and you’d be squealing.”

“Um—who is that?” Zak whispered to Evie and Iris.

“Well, it’s not Agent B,” Iris muttered.

Evie peered at the small figure in red carrying a basket, with her hood pulled down so low you couldn’t see the face that was shadowed inside. Then a slow smile spread across Evie’s face. “Um—are you Little Red Riding Hood?”

The figure bowed. “Agent Hood. Here to help.”
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“You’re an agent?” Iris frowned. “But in the story, you’re not much older than us.”

Agent Hood snorted. “Appearances can be deceiving.”

“That’s true,” Evie said. “Whenever customers see me in the diner, they just think I’m a little kid. But I’m a good waitress—”

“And a chef!” Zak said. “The same thing happens in my parents’ bookstore. I know more about the stock than either of them. But no one ever asks me for advice.”

“Yeah, and when I’m helping at Gammy’s flower stall,” Iris said, “I can add up prices WAY faster than her calculator, but she always insists on checking my math.”

“I would, too!” Zak laughed. “Hey!” he yelped as his cousin elbowed him in the arm.

“Of course, being undervalued can be an asset,” Agent Hood said. “It gives you the element of surprise.” And she threw a pinch of red powder in the air, which crackled and sparkled.

Fudge gave a howl and dived behind Evie.

“Hey!” she cried. “You’re scaring him!”

“Oops, sorry.” Agent Hood’s shoulders drooped a little.

Iris stepped forward. “I don’t mean to be rude, but where are the other agents?”

“Busy!” Agent Hood said. “But we don’t need them…” She did a quick spin on the spot.

“If you need to vanish. Or to disappear.

“Call Agent Hood! Have no fear!

“She’s short and savvy, and really wise …

“She’s a regular hero and a Master of Disguise!”

Iris glanced at her buddies, her eyebrows raised. “Um—okay…,” she said, looking back at Agent Hood. “But how does being a Master of Disguise help us exactly?”

“Because I’m going to hide your dog. Then the dog trainer can’t take him away.”

Evie felt a bubble of excitement in her belly. “Oh, that’s an awesome idea.”

“Yep, we’re going to keep him hidden all day,” Agent Hood said. “Then the TV crew will leave, and your troubles will be over.”

“But then Fudge won’t be in the show,” Iris said.

Evie’s shoulders drooped a little. “That’s true. And if he isn’t in the show, he won’t earn the cash to pay for all his doggy bills.” She crouched down and wrapped her arms around the pup. “But don’t worry, boy, I’m sure I’ll think of other ways to make the money we need.” As she spoke she looked across to where Dylan was still lazing against the cart, staring at his phone. Come on, Dylan, start selling ice cream! LOTS of ice cream!

“So, how exactly are you going to hide Fudge?” Zak asked Agent Hood. “Because wriggly puppies don’t sit still for long.”

“With a brilliant disguise, of course. My buddy the Big Bad Wolf taught me everything he knows about concealment, after that whole Who-ate-Grandma? mix-up!”

“Mix-up?” Zak cocked his head to one side. “Didn’t that actually happen, then?”

“It’s a long story,” Agent Hood said. “It really is a long story—the longest in the book. Oh, and Wolfie—that’s what I call him—sends his apologies, by the way. He’d love to have helped. But he was a little tied up.”

“Like Grandma in the wardrobe?” Iris muttered.

“So what’s the plan?” Evie asked. “Because I really think we should hurry. The dog trainer could be back at any moment.”

“Don’t sweat it,” Agent Hood said. “I’ve got everything we need in here.” She held up her basket. “Now, stand back. I’ll need a bit of space.”
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Evie was about to ask how everything Agent Hood needed could possibly be inside such a tiny basket when—

“Whoa,” Iris gasped. “Look! Her whole arm fits inside.”

Agent Hood was rummaging in what seemed to be a never-ending, deep sack. Though it still looks like a very small basket, Evie thought. Weird!

“Okay, this will do, and this…” Agent Hood began pulling pieces of fabric out of her basket, and she tossed them onto a rapidly growing pile in front of Evie and her friends.

“I don’t get it,” Zak muttered. “How does so much stuff fit inside that basket? It’s against all the laws of physics.”

Evie wasn’t sure what the laws of physics were, but: “Maybe there’s none of them in Fairy Land,” she whispered.

Agent Hood had cast her basket aside now and was searching through the pile she’d made. “Nah, not that one…” She tossed a piece of cloth that looked a lot like a giraffe to one side. “… nope, no good … and I don’t think he could ever pass as Grandma…” she added, dropping a flowery bed cap onto the heap of discarded costumes. “Oh yeah, let’s try this!” She dangled something brown and fluffy in front of Evie. “What do you think?”

“A beard?” Evie squinted to get a better look.

“No, silly! It’s a mane!” Agent Hood held it out. “Here, Fudge, come try it on.”

The pup trotted over, wagging his tail, and Agent Hood slipped the mane over his head. “Ta-da!”

“He looks like a lion,” Iris said.

“Exactly!” Agent Hood smiled. “The perfect disguise. No one will bother him if they think he’s a lion.”

Zak coughed. “Um—we don’t get many lions on Lime Bay Beach.”

Agent Hood cocked her head to one side. “No lions? Really? What sort of neighborhood is this?” She shrugged. “Okay, well, let’s try something else … How about this?” In a blink of an eye, Agent Hood had switched the mane for another costume, and Fudge now peeped out of a strange greeny-brown costume that had spiky brown humps down the back.

Iris burst out laughing. “A stegosaurus! That’s so cool!”

“Um—yeah—but it’s not really a disguise.” Evie smiled. “See, we don’t get dinosaurs around here, either.”

“No way!” Agent Hood shook her head. “This place is soooo dull.” She rummaged through the pile again. “Okay, let’s try this one.” And in a heartbeat, she’d switched Fudge’s costume once more, and suddenly the pup was transformed into a …

“Pineapple?” Evie couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. “Oh wow! Well, we definitely have them in Lime Bay.”

“Not that big,” Zak muttered. “And they don’t normally have faces.”

“Urgh!” Agent Hood snapped. “You guys are so fussy. Okay, how about this?” She slipped another costume over Fudge’s head.

Iris giggled. “Awesome! He’s a gingerbread man!”

“Not awesome,” Zak said. “Don’t you remember what happened in the story?”

“Oh yeah, he got gobbled up by a fox.”

Fudge let out a whine and tried to push the costume off with his paws.

“Um—maybe you have something else in your basket?” Evie suggested as she took the gingerbread man costume off and handed it back. “Maybe something that blends in better?” She glanced around the beach looking for inspiration and noticed Bev was back chatting with Dylan again. Uh-oh! I hope Mandy hasn’t sent her to find Fudge! We’ve got to hurry up and hide him. “What about a picnic hamper?” she blurted out. “Maybe we could disguise Fudge in one of them?”

“I’ve got something even better!” Agent Hood picked up her basket and reached inside. “Not a picnic hamper—A PICNIC!”

“Is that a hot-dog costume?” Iris grinned. “Because Fudge loves hot dogs.”

The pup cocked his head to one side, staring at the costume. He sniffed the air a few times. Then he lost interest.

Zak chuckled. “Doesn’t look like it fools him.”

“That’s because it doesn’t smell right,” Agent Hood said. “But I’ve got some hot-dog-scent spray in here somewhere.” She rummaged in her basket some more. “When you disguise yourself, you’ve got to get the odor right. Like when I dressed up as a giant cheese to hide myself in a deli … If only I’d remembered to make myself smell like cheese, I’m sure no one would have spotted me.”

Evie couldn’t quite imagine a giant, person-size cheese blending in anywhere—smell or no smell! She looked at Iris and Zak, who were trying not to laugh. “Er—that’s great about the scent spray,” she said to Agent Hood, “but isn’t Fudge a little too wriggly to be disguised as food?”

As if to prove the point, Fudge suddenly jumped up and grabbed the hot-dog costume from Agent Hood’s hand and began rolling around on the sand with it.

“Hey! Let go!” Agent Hood pulled the costume out of Fudge’s mouth and shook off the drool. “Maybe you’re right.” She reached back into her basket and then—“Oh yes, this might do…”

“What is it?” Iris peered at the blue cloth Agent Hood had pulled out. “It’s got a lot of teeth…”

“A shark?” Zak’s eyes widened as Agent Hood put it over the pup’s head, and his face suddenly popped out of the costume’s mouth. “Whoa! Now it looks like a shark that’s swallowed a dog!”

“Exactly!” Agent Hood clapped her hands. “He’s a hungry shark that ate a puppy for breakfast! A backstory is always so important for a believable disguise,” she added.

Evie grimaced. “That’s a horrible story.”

“Plus a shark wouldn’t have four doggy paws poking out of its belly,” Iris pointed out.

“It might,” Agent Hood said. “There are lots of different types of shark, you know.” She glanced around at the unconvinced expressions on the friends’ faces. “You guys are such nitpickers.”

“Are you sure you don’t have anything a little less…” Evie tried to think of the right word that wouldn’t offend Agent Hood.

“Weird?” Iris suggested.

“Fake!” Zak added.

“Eye-catching,” Evie said. “Something that people will notice less.” She glanced over to where some of the film crew were wheeling several large lamps and a camera across the sand, and she felt a little wobble in her tummy. We’ve got to hide Fudge before someone sees him!

Agent Hood sighed, then put her hand back into the basket.

For the next few minutes, she pulled out costume after costume. A teddy bear, a badger, a lobster, a llama, a tiger, a tortoise, a pizza, a cream cake, a giant ice-cream sundae with a spoon and a cherry sticking out of the top …
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Becoming a Master of Disguise, like me, takes a lot of practice. But with my handy guide you’ll soon be blending into the background.




	First, look in the mirror and notice how you style your hair and what sort of clothes you wear.

	Now invent a new identity. Think of a new name and a backstory. Where does this person come from? What are their hobbies? What do they like to wear?
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	Experiment with different clothes. Swap clothes with a buddy. Or borrow one of your adults’ outfits; a baggy outfit can give you a different body shape. Try finding different clothes in thrift stores.
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	Change your hair by parting it differently. Or use hair gel to sweep it back. Wash-out hair colors can quickly give you a new look (check with your adult for permission). Wigs can help, too. Though crazy colors may make you stand out more!
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	Use a pair of glasses with clear lenses or a hat to hide your face.

	Altering the way you walk and your posture can make a big difference.

	Or change your voice. Try recording yourself, then practice different ways to speak—louder or softer, or with a different accent.

	Hiding in plain sight is easy in a crowded place, but always think about your background. If you’re dressed like a penguin, you might fit in better at a zoo than a mall!
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But none were quite right. And with every rejection, Agent Hood got huffier and puffier.

Meanwhile, Evie kept glancing around, expecting Mandy the dog trainer to reappear at any moment. Not that Fudge seemed worried. He was so bored with the dress-up game, he’d curled up in a ball by Evie’s feet and was snoring softly.

“This is the last one!” Agent Hood snapped. “Take it or leave it.” Without waiting for the friends to give their approval, she reached down and pulled a brown costume over Fudge’s startled head.

“Oh my word!” Iris said, peering at the pup. “He’s a seal!”

“And he actually looks like one, too,” Zak added.

Fudge let out an excited woof! “Aw, I think he likes this one.” Evie smiled at Agent Hood. “I’m sure this will work. Thanks! Because you do sometimes get seals on a beach, right?”

Zak nodded. “We often have seals in Lime Bay.”

“Thank goodness you’re happy!” Agent Hood gathered up the discarded costumes and stuffed them back into her tiny basket. “Now take him down to those rocks over there”—she pointed across the sand—“because when you’re disguising something, getting the right background is essential. I’ll go find some extra-thick seaweed to place around him. It’ll cover his paws better.”

As Evie led Fudge across to the rockier part of the beach, she felt a wave of relief. If they could just keep the pup out of sight for a while, he’d definitely be safe from the attentions of the dog trainer.

“He does actually look like a seal,” Iris said, plopping down on the rocks next to Evie and Fudge. “Especially if you sort of half shut your eyes and don’t look too closely.”

“Well, seals and dogs do have similar skulls,” Zak said. “They belong to the same subset of animals, along with wolves and bears and raccoons. I read a book about it once.”

Evie stretched out her legs and felt her shoulders relax a little. “It really is the perfect disguise,” she said. “Now all we have to do is wait for the film people to leave.”
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As she spoke, more of the crew passed by, their arms laded with equipment.

“How long do you think they’ll be here?” Iris whispered.

Evie shrugged. “Maybe Dylan will know.” She glanced back toward the ice-cream cart, where her cousin was chatting with Bev again. “I’ll go ask him when Bev leaves.” I definitely don’t want to go anywhere near the film crew while I’m hiding Fudge. She reached down to pat the pup. “Hey! Don’t chew that!” She pulled Fudge’s seal flipper out of his mouth and laughed. “You need this costume to protect you, otherwise—” She stopped as an older man stepped in front of her with a camera.

“Don’t mind me,” the man said. “I’m just getting a picture of the nice little seal pup … Oh!” He peered a bit closer. “It’s a strange-looking one, isn’t it?” Evie was about to say that yes, he might be a little unusual looking, but not all seals are the same, when she saw over the man’s shoulder that a family was approaching. And behind them a group of teenage girls.

“Oh no!” Zak muttered, “I think the ‘seal,’” he said, making quotation marks with his fingers in midair, “is drawing a bit of a crowd.”

“That’s not good,” Iris said. “It might attract the dog trainer.” Evie scrambled to her feet. “Um—I think we’d better move—fast!” She scooped up Fudge and was about to make a run for it, when one of the teenage girls stepped forward.

“Hey! STOP! You can’t steal a seal!”
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Evie froze. “Er—well, you see…” She swallowed a few times desperately trying to think of a reason why she would be allowed to take a seal from the beach.

“Uh-oh!” Iris said under her breath. “Everyone’s looking now.”

Evie took a quick glance around the beach and her heart sank. Not only were lots of the visitors staring, but so were some of the passing film crew members, and Bev!

Zak coughed. “Um—we’re actually part of the Lime Bay Beach Wildlife Rescue Squad. And we’re checking this seal over.”

“Really?” the teenage girl’s eyes narrowed. “I’ve never heard of the Lime Bay Beach Wildlife Rescue Squad.”

“It’s new,” Iris said, stepping in front of Evie and Fudge to block the girl’s view.

She frowned. “Why would they let kids be involved?”

Before Iris could answer, Fudge began to wriggle wildly in Evie’s arms, then let out a loud woof!

“Huh?” The teenager tried to see past Iris. “That sounds like a dog!”

“Yeah—er—that’s one of the things we’re checking for,” Iris said. “Um—bark fever!”

“Huh? I’ve never heard of that.”

“Oh yeah, it’s definitely a thing,” Zak said, moving to stand by Iris’s side and cutting the girl’s view even more. “Bark fever can affect all creatures in the Caniformia suborder of animals.”

The girl looked confused.

“Hey,” Iris said. “Have you tried that new ice-cream cart yet? It’s really good.”

“What? No…,” the girl began, but her friends had turned to look where Iris was pointing to Dylan.

“Come on, Lauren,” one of them called. “I’d love some ice cream.”

“Or you could stay and I’ll tell you more about the wildlife squad,” Iris said. “Maybe you guys could even join our group! We’re scrubbing bird poop off the boardwalk this afternoon. It would be great if you could help, right, Zak?”

“Sure!” he grinned. “I’ll go fetch the sign-up sheet. What did you say your names were again?”

But the teenagers had already turned to go.

“Thanks, guys,” Evie said as soon as they’d moved away. “Now I think I’d better get this costume off Fudge before anyone else accuses me of stealing a seal!” But as she gave it a tug … “Huh?—It’s stuck!” She gave the costume another pull and Fudge yelped. “Oh, sorry, boy, I didn’t mean to yank your fur.”

“Maybe it’s shrunk in the sun?” Zak said. “Some material does that.”

“Um—I think we’d better move,” Iris whispered. “Bev’s staring at us.” Evie looked up and eyeballed Bev, who appeared to be talking into her headset.

“Over there!” Iris suggested, pointing to a large crowd milling around on the far side of the beach. “We can lose ourselves among all those people.”

“But what about Dylan?” Evie asked as she followed Iris across the sand with Fudge in her arms. “Hannah told me to stay close to him.”

“Don’t worry,” Zak called. “I’ll go ask him to bring the cart over. I’ll tell him there are more customers over there.”

“Thanks. And please tell him to bring the menu board, too.”

As Evie and Iris slipped through the crowd, heads turned to stare at the wriggly pup wearing his seal costume.

“It’s a deep-sea-diving doggy wet suit,” Iris muttered to a particularly nosy man. Confusion flashed across his face and Evie tried not to laugh.

“This way,” she whispered to her buddy. “I can see a gap in the crowd— Oh wow!” Evie breathed as they reached the front of the throng. “Check out those sculptures!”

Laid out across the beach were spectacular sand carvings.

“It must be some sort of competition,” Iris said. “Check out that dragon!”

There were castles, too, and strange magical figures … Some were enormous. The size of a school bus, Evie thought as she stared at a giant octopus with thick sculpted tentacles. Others were much smaller. No bigger than a wheelbarrow! Evie put Fudge on the sand and crouched down to admire a tiny toadstool village that was being built by a group of sculptors in brown overalls.

“There you are!” Agent Hood appeared by her side, clutching handfuls of smelly seaweed. “Why didn’t you stay by the rocks?”

“We had to get away from the crowds of wildlife spotters,” Iris said. “They all wanted to take pictures of the seal.”

“Ah! So they were fooled!” Agent Hood’s chest puffed out with pride. “I really am a Master of Disguise.”

Iris rolled her eyes. “The costume didn’t help at all. It made Fudge stand out more!”

“And I can’t get it off,” Evie added. “See”— she tugged at the seal suit—“it’s stuck!”

“How strange,” Agent Hood murmured.

“That’s why we’re here, trying to blend in,” Iris said.

As she spoke, a little girl a few feet away suddenly spotted Agent Hood and gasped. “Look, Mama,” she said, tugging her mom’s skirt. “It’s Little Red Riding Hood!”

“Dang!” Agent Hood muttered. “I always get recognized.”

Iris rolled her eyes. “Perhaps YOU need a disguise!”

Agent Hood gazed out across the sand sculptures. “Mmm, that’s not a bad idea … I know how we’ll hide Fudge! We’ll turn ourselves into sandcastle builders and create a giant model to conceal him in.”

“What?” Evie gasped. “Um—it’s a fun idea … but I think we need to get this costume off first. Have you got scissors in your basket?”

But Agent Hood wasn’t listening. “All we need are the right outfits and we’ll look just like the other builders.” She put her hand in her basket and rummaged around. “Here, put these on.” She produced several pairs of brown overalls. “There’s a pair for your friend, too.”

“Oh, um—thanks,” Evie said, “but about those scissors…”
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“Urgh!” Iris groaned as she held up her overalls. “I hate brown. Don’t they come in another color?”

Agent Hood, who was stepping into her own pair of overalls, ignored her. “Now come on. We’ll set up behind that giant boot sculpture. No one will notice us there. And once we’ve hidden Fudge, I’ll, er, try to find some scissors to get the costume off.”

“It’s a shame Agent R isn’t here,” Evie whispered to Iris as they followed Red Riding Hood across the sand. “She’s great at building things.” She stopped and looked at Iris. “Wait—don’t you think it’s odd she didn’t come?”

“Totally!” Iris said. “The agents never come by themselves. And also where’s Agent B? You asked for her especially.”

“Hey, guys—whoa!” Zak did a double take at the sand sculptures, and then another one as he spotted their overalls. “What on earth…”

“You’ve got to wear them, too.” Evie handed over his pair. “Agent Hood thinks we should join this sandcastle contest to hide Fudge. We’ve got to be disguised as builders.”

“What? But I hate dressing up—”

“Watch it!” Iris interrupted, pointing behind Evie. “Pembertons at six o’clock!”

Evie turned and saw the twins pushing their way through the crowd toward them. “Quick! Let’s go build a sandcastle. That’s got to be better than talking to them, right?”

“Agreed!” Zak quickly pulled on his overalls and darted after Agent Hood.
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“I’m surprised someone’s not spotted us yet,” Iris whispered as she shoveled more sand onto their sculpture.

Despite all the building equipment Agent Hood had produced from her basket, including buckets and spades, water sprays, spoons, sticks … their model still looked more like a giant heap of sand than a sculpture.

“Remind me, what we’re making again?” Iris added as she stopped shoveling to wipe the moisture off her face.

“Um—a cottage?” Evie whispered. “For Fudge to hide inside.” She bent down and tickled the pup, who had found a shady spot and was happily chewing his flippers again. “I just wish I could get this costume off.” She gave it another tug, and Fudge yelped. “Sorry, boy … Um—Agent Hood,” she called, “… about those scissors…”

“Later! First we need to build our sculpture!”

“But this isn’t going to fool anyone,” Iris said. “Look at it!”

Agent Hood sighed. “It doesn’t have to be an actual sculpture. It just has to give the illusion of being one.”

“That’s weird!” Zak said, staring at the other sculptures. “Have you noticed they don’t look real? Like that elephant over there—it’s just too … perfect.”

Iris rolled her eyes. “Maybe the modelers just know what they’re doing!”

“Or maybe they’re all fakes—Look!” Zak pointed to a team of builders who were carrying a giant plinth with a sculpture on top.

“Wow, is that the Taj Mahal?” Iris stood on tiptoe to get a better look. “How did they make that?”

“And how can they move it around?” Zak asked. “If we tried that, our model would fall to pieces.”

“It already has,” Iris muttered as another section slumped.

Zak stalked over to a nearby sculpture of a giant whale and reached out his hand.”

“Stop!” Iris called. “You’ll knock it—”

TAP! TAP! TAP!

“See?” Zak said, rapping his knuckles on the side of it. “That’s not the sound sand makes.”

Evie dropped the spade she was holding and went to take a closer look. “B-b-but the sculptures can’t be fake. People are building them.”

They were surrounded by teams coming and going with wheelbarrows full of sand, while others patted it onto the bases of the models and a few wobbled at the top of ladders, sculpting the highest parts of the creations.

Agent Hood shrugged. “It could just be a disguise. Seeing is believing, like I keep telling you.”

“But why would they fake it?” Iris asked.

“Um—I think I know why…” Evie’s eye had been drawn to a flurry of activity. Several film cameras were being set up. Tall lamps were also being rolled along the sand, and the sound engineer with his long fluffy microphone had reappeared. “This isn’t a sandcastle competition,” Evie said. “It’s a film set! And there’s Delphine and she’s with the dog trainer!” Evie felt a hot flush of worry pass over her. “Guys! We need to hide Fudge. Quick!”

“Don’t sweat it,” Agent Hood said, reaching into her tiny basket again. “We’ll just use another disguising technique—”

“No more costumes!” Evie cried.

“Not an outfit—this!” Agent Hood pulled out a jar, which she waggled in the air. “Grandma’s finest fish paste! She makes her own, you know.” Then, before Evie could stop her, Agent Hood crouched down by Fudge and started smearing the paste over his seal costume.

The pup let out a woof of excitement as he smelled the paste and tried to lick it.

“Stop! I don’t know if that’s safe for dogs to eat!” Evie tried to make a grab for the jar, but Agent Hood held it out of her reach.

“He’s not going to eat it,” Agent Hood said. “He can’t even get to it, with his costume on.”

It was true. Fudge was craning his neck to try to reach around to lick up the paste but couldn’t quite flick his tongue far enough.

“But why, then?” Evie asked.

“Because we need something to make the sand stick to him.” Agent Hood stopped smearing the paste on Fudge and grabbed a shovel. “Now we just need to cover him with sand, and he’ll blend in with the background, like a chameleon.”

“Neat idea,” Zak said. “But just for the record, chameleons don’t change color for camouflage; they do it to adapt to their environment and their mood and—”
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My cousin Alex, who’s a park ranger, always says there’s a lot we can learn from animals. And disguising techniques are some of their best talents. Here are a few of my favorite animal experts in camouflage!

GIANT LEAF-TAILED GECKO

This gray-green-colored lizard is great at hiding. With a head and tail that look like a leaf, it can flatten itself against tree trunks and branches, and with the help of little skin flaps around the edges of its body its outline is blurred, making it even more invisible.




THE MIMIC OCTOPUS

This clever creature is a shape-shifter! It can avoid predators by changing its body shape to make it look like other critters such as a spiny lionfish, a sea snake, or a poisonous flatfish!
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BUTTERFLIES AND MOTHS

Many insects have wing patterns and colors to avoid being eaten. Some look like leaves or big eyes to frighten predators away. Others even appear like bird poop! The hornet moth is almost identical to a real hornet. While the stick caterpillar resembles a twig; if it’s threatened it will freeze at an angle to become even more twiggy!
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DECORATOR CRAB

These remarkable crustaceans camouflage themselves by attaching stuff to their shells, such as seaweed, corals, and sponges. They have tiny hooked hairs on their shells, which act like Velcro. Some even attach toxic plants or stinging sea anemones to ward off predators—a bit like scary armor!



[image: ]
“Whatever!” Agent Hood interrupted, adding a few more shovels of sand. “Now—check him out … The pup’s hidden and we can continue building.”

Evie frowned. “Um—I guess he does blend in a bit…”

“Yeah, if you close your eyes really tight and promise not to look.” Iris shook her head. “That disguise is not going to fool anyone. He just looks like a dog in a seal suit with sand all over him.” She winkled her nose. “And he smells bad, too.”

“Um—maybe we should just go somewhere else,” Evie suggested, looking around the beach. “Because someone might see us and realize we’re not supposed to be here.”

Zak coughed. “Er—I think that just happened…”

Evie looked to see what Zak was talking about. Clara and Katie-Belle Pemberton were glaring across at them from the crowd of spectators. Their faces were red, their hair was ruffled, and their expressions were so frownie they could win a face-pulling contest!

“Why are you all on the film set?” Katie-Belle yelled.

“We’re WAY better at building sandcastles than you,” her sister added.

People in the crowd were staring now. And some of the set builders were looking their way, too.

“It’s not fair!” Katie-Belle moaned. “I’m going to get Mama to speak to the director, so we can join in.”

“Guys,” Zak whispered. “I think our cover is blown.”

Evie nodded. “Yep, we really do need to go now—Fudge?” She looked round to the shady spot where the pup had been sitting. “Hey—where did he go?”

Agent Hood chuckled. “I guess my good camouflage skills have made him vanish into the background.”

“No they haven’t,” Iris said. “He’s over there sniffing that candy wrapper.”

“Fudge? Come here, boy,” Evie called. “You shouldn’t eat trash. It’ll give you a sore tummy.”

But as she went over to fetch the pup, there was a sudden fluttering of wings and a large gull landed between them, blocking the way.

Uh-oh, I don’t like the way that bird is looking at me—and Fudge! “Go away! Scat!” Evie clapped her hands, but the bird shook its feathers at her and stood its ground, turning its head to eyeball Fudge. “Um, guys,” she whispered, “gulls don’t eat dogs, do they?”

“Well, actually, a tiny Chihuahua got carried off by one from a yard in Lime Bay last year,” Zak said. “It was in the newspapers—Hey!” he yelped as Iris elbowed him.

“Evie really doesn’t need to hear that right now.”

“But it’s true … though that dog was WAY smaller than Fudge,” he added quickly. “And it doesn’t happen often … Though gulls will eat any scraps they find—they’re omnivores. And right now the gull probably thinks Fudge is a giant fishy snack!”

Evie glanced at the gull again. It really was staring at Fudge. “SCAT!” she yelled. “Get away from my dog!” She waved her arms to scare the bird, but it didn’t fly off—it just hopped sideways and began to make a CAW! CAW! noise.

Evie took a deep breath and stepped past it, expecting at any moment to feel its sharp beak peck her ankles. “Don’t worry, Fudge,” she said, bending down next to the pup and blocking the bird’s view. “I’m going to get this costume off you; then it won’t think you’re food. I need those scissors, NOW, please!” she called to Agent Hood.

“Oh yes, the scissors…” Agent Hood scuffed her feet on the sand for a moment before answering. “Sorry, but they won’t actually help, because I—um—fixed the costume on with Fairy-Tale Glue.”

“What? Why?”

“Well, I didn’t want it to fall off!”

“B-b-but there must be some way to get it off!” Evie tugged at the costume again, harder this time, but Fudge let out a yelp.

“You can’t remove it,” Agent Hood said. “You just need to wait until it wears off.”

Just then, three more gulls fluttered down to join the first. “Go away—scat!” Evie waved her arms at them, but the birds didn’t move. Instead, they hopped closer.

“Whoa, they’re like velociraptors circling their prey!” Zak said

“Zak!” Iris nudged him again. “You’re still not helping. Don’t worry,” she called, grabbing the biggest spade. “I’m not scared of them. You don’t grow up in Lime Bay being terrified of gulls.” And she stalked over, waggling the spade above her head helicopter style. “Go on! Beat it!”

The birds scattered. But not very far. CAW! CAW! They called, and more birds appeared over their heads, circling and swooping.

“I’m just wondering if gulls swarm like bees,” Zak said. “Maybe they communicate with each other and call for backup. I’ll ask Alex; he knows everything about birds.”

Evie had met Zak and Iris’s cousin Alex when they’d camped up at Big Woods. He was a junior ranger there, and a lot of Zak’s passion for creatures seemed inspired by him. But maybe not when it comes to gulls, Evie thought as a large bird suddenly swooped low and made Zak duck out of its way.

“Um—maybe it’s time for Plan B?” Zak muttered.

“You’re right,” Evie said. “Quick, everyone! RUN!” She grabbed Fudge and charged off across the sand, with the others just behind her.

“Which way?” Zak called.

“Head around the bay,” Iris shouted. “We’ll take cover in the old lighthouse.”
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They zoomed down the beach, dodging sandcastle builders and members of the film crew, as well as picnickers and people playing ball games, and ran toward the headland, with the gulls swooping above them.

“Not far now!” Iris panted. “Follow me!” She scrambled around the jutting cliff edge and led them to the next bay beyond. There were no sunbathers here; the sand was full of large boulders and slimy rock pools. At the far end, standing on the cliff edge, was the Lime Bay Lighthouse, towering over everything.

“Ooh, the lighthouse!” Agent Hood cried. “The perfect place to disguise ourselves.”

“What as…?” Iris puffed. “Lighthouse keepers? Whoa! Watch it!”

A particularly large gull dive-bombed toward them, only swerving away at the very last moment.

Evie clutched Fudge closer, and ran even faster, glancing up every few moments to check on the gulls.

The flock had grown larger now. And the birds were cawing and circling and swooping and diving. And a few were landing on the rocks in front of them.

Uh-oh! They still think Fudge is lunch! “But I won’t let them get you!” Evie whispered, clasping the fidg- ety pup tighter.

“Make for the lighthouse,” Iris shouted. “We can shelter inside.”

They dashed across the last few yards of the beach toward the cliff steps.

“Careful!” Iris called, clambering up first. “It’s slippery!”

Evie followed, holding the pup with one arm and using the railing by the side of the steps to keep her balance. “Hey—who lives in the little house?” she called to Iris as a small white cottage behind the lighthouse came into view.
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“That used to be the keeper’s cottage but it’s a museum now. Gammy’s friend Bob volunteers there. He showed me around the lighthouse once. Come on. Let’s go find him.”

But as they reached the top, they could see the door to the museum was closed.

“Wait! There’s a note.” Iris jogged over to get a closer look at the piece of paper taped to the front door.

Meanwhile, Evie’s eyes were still glued to the gulls. Most were still flying above them. But a few had landed on the museum roof and were peering down, their beady black eyes fixed on Fudge.

“It says: ‘Due to unforeseen circumstances, the museum is closed,’” Iris called.

Zak shrugged. “Bob’s probably down on the beach watching the filming with Gammy.”

“Is the lighthouse closed, too?” Evie’s heart was thumping in her chest. If they couldn’t hide from the birds … “Whaa!” she gasped as a few of the gulls swooped down from the roof and landed on the rocks, close to where she and Fudge were standing. The pup let out a woof that sounded a lot like: Please-don’t-eat-me-strange-feathery-friends! but the birds didn’t fly off.

“Don’t worry. The lighthouse isn’t shut,” Zak called. “See? The door’s propped open. Come on!”

They raced after him down the stony path, their hair flying and their clothes flapping in the breeze.

Evie stole a quick glance above and saw that the flock of gulls was circling overhead. She quickened her pace, hugging Fudge close in case they made a grab for him. Head down, she sprinted the last few steps, ducking as she followed the others through the low door into the darkness of the lighthouse.

“Everyone inside?” Zak asked.

But before they could reply …

CLUNK! The door slammed shut behind them.
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For a moment, no one said anything.

Evie blinked in the darkness as her eyes adjusted from the outdoor sunshine to the sudden low light inside. “I guess the wind must have blown the door shut.”

“It’s a bit weird!” Zak said. “Just as we stepped inside. Hey, maybe this place is haunted!”

Iris laughed. “You think a ghost shut us in? That would be so cool!”

Evie chuckled. “I’d prefer a ghost to a seagull.”

Zak went over and gave the door a push. “It’s stuck!”

“Huh?” Evie put Fudge down and went to help. Iris joined in, too. But even with the weight of them all pushing, the door wouldn’t budge.

Evie felt a wobble in her tummy … But I need to be on the beach making sure Dylan is working hard and earning loads of money to pay Fudge’s doggy bills …

“Look on the bright side,” Agent Hood said. “At least Fudge is safe from the gulls AND the dog trainer!”

At the sound of his name, the pup let out a little woof of happiness and his tail began to wag. Evie smiled. Fudge does seem to like it in here. She looked around. The lighthouse felt safe. It smelled of wood and salt and the sea … and there was something so solid and reliable about it. I like it here, too, she thought, gazing around at the wide, circular hallway, wood paneled with a red metal staircase in the center. Hey, I wonder if I could be a lighthouse keeper who is also a chef, and who waitresses sometimes and presents a TV cooking show!

“Check out these photos!” Zak said, peering at a set of framed pictures lining the walls.

“Ooh, I like his outfit,” Agent Hood said. “That cap is a great disguise.”

“‘William J. Foggit, the first keeper of Lime Bay Lighthouse,’” Zak said, reading the notice under the picture. “Wow, he lived here nearly two hundred years ago. Maybe it was his ghost who shut the door!”

“You haven’t seen the best part yet,” Iris said, heading for the stairs. “Come look at the view.”

Evie hesitated. “I really should get back to the ice-cream cart soon to check on Dylan … And if Hannah comes to the beach and I’m not there—”

Zak grimaced. “You’ll be as popular as a seagull at a puppy party!”

Evie laughed. “Exactly.”

“Maybe we could try shouting for help from the top of the lighthouse?” Iris suggested. “Then we get to see the view AND find someone to open the door for us.”

“Great plan!” Evie said. “Let’s go.” The long staircase spiraled upward, growing gradually narrower. And according to Zak, who had picked up a brochure from a table in the hall and was now reading it aloud, there were 105 steps.

“Hey—did you know that the first-ever lighthouse was in Alexandria, in ancient Egypt in the third century BCE?” he puffed as they neared the top. “It says here that the lighthouse was actually a fire on a tall platform to light the way into the port and—”

“Interesting!” Iris said, not sounding like she meant it. “This is the way into the lamp room,” she added, pointing to an oval-shaped door at the top of the stairs. “It leads outside.”

She pushed open the door and the bright light pouring through the glass dome momentarily dazzled them.

“It’s so hot!” Evie gasped, shielding her eyes. Even Fudge seemed to have drooped a bit; his long tongue hung out as he panted from the heat and exertion of the climb.

“I feel like a baked potato stuck in an oven,” Zak groaned, blinking in the bright sunlight. “How do we get out?”

Iris walked past the giant lamp to the other side of the room and threw open a section of the glass, which was actually a door. Then she led them out onto the white metal balcony that surrounded the top.

“Oh my word!” Evie gasped as the wind pummeled them, blasting from every direction. She pushed her flying hair out of her eyes and tightened her hold on Fudge’s leash. “No, no, not so close,” she called as he tugged toward the railing. “You do not want to fall down there!”

“Check out the view,” Iris said. “Awesome, right?”

But Evie wasn’t looking at the sparkling blue sea, or at Lime Bay, which was spread out like a blanket behind them. Her eyes were drawn down to the ground, where two figures were standing in front of the lighthouse door. “Oh no. Look!”

Zak joined her at the railing and peered over the side. “The twins?”

Just then, Katie-Belle and Clara looked up and waved to them.

“Urgh!” Iris growled. “They’re so annoying!”

“Wait!” Evie gasped. “You don’t think they—”

“—Shut us inside?” Iris nodded. “It’s just their style. HEY!” she yelled. “OPEN THE DOOR!”

“NO WAY!” Clara shouted back. “Not until the filming finishes. Then you won’t be able to take part!”

“Goodbye, losers!” Katie-Belle yelled. “Oh, and we’ll take this with us for safekeeping.” She dangled a giant metal key in the air. “We found it in the door. So handy. See ya later!”

“Want me to throw some molasses on them?” Agent Hood asked. “I’ve got a giant jug in here…” She began rummaging around in her basket again.
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But the twins were already skipping away, laughing.

Iris puffed out her cheeks. “I guess we’ll be stuck here ’til Bob comes back, whenever that might be.”

“But that could be hours!” Evie gripped the railing. “If Hannah finds out I’m missing, she’ll call the police!”

“And that’s not going to put her in a great mood,” Iris said.

“Yeah, and what if she blames Fudge?” Evie said. “Because we got stuck in here when I was trying to keep him safe from the gulls.”

“What? You think she might decide not to keep him just because you got trapped in a lighthouse?”

Evie shrugged. “Maybe not. But if she’s looking for a reason to let the dog trainer adopt him instead, this could make her mind up.”

Iris grimaced. “That’s bad news for Fudge.”

At the sound of his name the pup’s tail drooped, and his ears flattened as though he understood every word and wasn’t very happy about it.

“Hey—there are people over there,” Zak said. “Maybe we can shout to them. HELLO!” he yelled, waving wildly. “WE’RE LOCKED INSIDE! HELP!”

But the people didn’t see them.

“Try waving something,” Evie said, looking around for anything that would catch their attention.

“Oh, I have a flag in here somewhere.” Agent Hood put her hand into her basket again.

But Zak shook his head. “There’s no time. They look like they’re leaving…”

“Our overalls!” Iris said. “Quick! Everyone take them off and shake them!”

“With pleasure,” Zak muttered, stepping out of his.

Evie peeled off hers, too, and began wafting them in the breeze. “It’s working!” she said. “Look! They’re staring up here now.”

But the people just waved back, then turned away.

“Urgh! They just think we’re being friendly,” Iris groaned. “And even if they did come to help us, the twins took the key. So they can’t let us out. Face it: We’re caught like rats in a trap.”

Evie sank down to the floor with her back against the railing. She pulled Fudge in for a hug. “What are we going to do, boy? There’s got to be an answer…” But the pup just cocked his head to one side and wagged his tail. “Oh, if only Agent R was here,” Evie sighed. “Because Rapunzel’s great at escaping from towers.” The words were no sooner out of her mouth than an idea popped into her head. “Wait—maybe I could make another wish on the magic book?”

Agent Hood stiffened. “No. I told you. The other agents are WAY too busy today.”

“But maybe they’d still come,” Evie said, scrambling to her feet. “If they knew it was an emergency, they’d definitely help me. I’m sure of it.” She pulled off her backpack and began scrabbling around inside for the book. “Huh? Where is it?” She looked again. “It’s gone!” Her throat suddenly felt full of sand. “I’ve lost it!” she croaked. “The book has disappeared!”

“Let me look.” Iris crouched down next to her. “It’s got to be in here somewhere.”

“You don’t think—” Evie bit her lip. “Maybe the Pembertons took it again?”

“Impossible,” Zak said. “We’d have seen them.”

“Then where can it be?” Evie tried to recall exactly what had happened when she’d last seen it. “I remember I made the wish, then you came—” she said, looking at Agent Hood.

“Then Evie dropped the book!” Zak interrupted.

“And YOU picked it up!” Iris stared at Agent Hood. “And I don’t remember you giving it back.”
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“Who? ME? I haven’t got your book.” But Evie noticed Agent Hood was holding her basket tightly against her chest now.

“Are you sure you didn’t take it by mistake?” Evie asked gently. “Because if you did accidentally put it in your basket, that’s okay. I did that once at school. I found someone’s bracelet on the playground, and I meant to give it back, but I put it in my pocket and forgot until I saw its owner looking for it the next day, and then I remembered, and I felt terrible, but she was really nice about it and—well, maybe you could check your basket, just in case?”

Agent Hood shrugged. “Okay, but it won’t be there.” She put her hand in her basket and rummaged around for a few moments, then—“Oh! Bless my grandma’s socks! What do you know…” She pulled out the book. “I wonder how that got there.”

“Don’t worry. The important thing is you’ve found it now.” Evie held out her hands for it.

But Agent Hood didn’t seem to want to give it back.

“Um—please could I have it?” Evie asked.

Agent Hood looked at the book, then slowly—painfully slowly—handed it over.

“Thank you.” Evie clasped it tight. After losing it once before she’d vowed never to let the book out of her sight again. And now she’d come close to doing just that. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered to the book. “I promise I won’t let it happen again.” She held it out in front of her and said in a loud voice: “Please could Agent R come help us to escape from this lighthouse?!”

Nothing happened.

“Maybe it needs new batteries?” Zak chuckled. But he stopped laughing as soon as he saw the sad look on Evie’s face.

“I don’t understand it.” She turned the book over and over in her hands. “It’s never failed before.”

“Maybe Agent R is out on another mission?” Iris suggested.

“If she is, her picture will have vanished from the book,” Zak added. “Remember we noticed that before. Check the pages.”

Evie tried to flick through the book, but—“Hey! The pages are stuck together.”

“Oh dear. That’s a shame,” Agent Hood muttered. “But I’m sure your grandma’s friend Bob will be back to let us out of here very soon. We just need to wait patiently. Ooh, I know, what about a picnic … my basket is full of yummy things … No?… Well, perhaps a game of charades, then?”

“Can I see the book?” Iris said, taking it from Evie. She tried tugging the pages apart, but they were stuck fast. Her eyes narrowed. “Maybe this is why the other agents didn’t come before. Because they were trapped inside.”

Zak glanced at Agent Hood. “But then how did you get here?”

Now they were all looking at her. Agent Hood didn’t reply. Instead, she began fiddling with the handle of her basket … Just like I do, with my waitressing pad and pencil, Evie thought, when a customer asks me an awkward question like where their order is, when I’ve forgotten to give it to the kitchen.

Just then, Fudge, who was getting bored, gave a little whine and started scratching to get his seal costume off.

“Aw, sorry, puppy, I don’t think the glue has worn off yet—” Evie began. But then she stopped. And like a nip on the toe by a grabby crab, a thought popped into her head. Oh no, surely not! She’d never do that … would she? Evie looked at Agent Hood. “Um—you didn’t use the Fairy-Tale Glue on the book, did you?”

The agent didn’t reply. She carried on fiddling with her basket.

“Yeah, that makes sense,” Zak said, “because I saw you tinkering with the book when you picked it up. Was that when you added the glue?”

Agent Hood hung her head.

“And then the crabs appeared and we all got distracted!” Zak said. “Did you drop the crabs, too, so we wouldn’t see you gluing the pages together?”

“Um—well—” Agent Hood scuffed the floor with her foot. “I might have accidentally added a little glue—”

“But why?” Evie asked. “Were you trying to stop the other agents from getting out?”

Agent Hood shuffled nervously. “Kind of.”

“NO WAY!” Iris gasped. “I can’t believe you actually sabotaged the Agents of H.E.A.R.T.!”

“I didn’t! Not really.” Agent Hood sniffled. “I just wanted to do a mission by myself.”

“HUH?” Now Iris was cross, and her face showed it. “But you haven’t done a mission by yourself. You’ve just made a big mess. See, all this is YOUR fault. If you hadn’t put that fish paste on Fudge, the seagulls wouldn’t have chased us, and we wouldn’t be stuck in here!”

Zak nodded. “And thanks to you, we can’t even get the other agents to rescue us. Evie could get into real trouble.”

“I know, I know.” Agent Hood groaned. “I feel bad.”

“I just wish you’d told us the truth from the start,” Evie said in a small voice. “That’s the worst part. I thought we were friends.”

“We are!” At that moment a big gust of wind blasted past them, blowing the agent’s hood back.

“Hey!” Iris gasped. “You’re WAY younger than the other agents.”

“Not much older than us,” Zak added.

“That’s the problem!” Agent Hood smoothed back her short dark hair and gave another sad little sniff. “Because I’m the youngest member of H.E.A.R.T., the other agents—and my grandma—don’t always let me go on missions. They say I’m too little. But I know I’m a good agent!” She puffed up her chest. “If they’d only give me a chance … But they never let me try. I only managed to sneak out today because Grandma was at the gym.”
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“But that’s no excuse for fibbing!” Iris said, folding her arms.

Agent Hood’s shoulders drooped a little, and she started to cry. “You’re right. And I’m really, really sorry. Please forgive me.”

Evie stared at Agent Hood for a moment. She felt hot and bothered and fed up about being stuck in the lighthouse. And the knot of worry about Hannah was growing bigger and bigger … But she also sort of understood why Agent Hood had done it. She sighed.

“Don’t cry,” she said, patting the agent’s arm. “I don’t always do the right thing, either. See, my parents took a lot of persuading to let me help out in the diner. And when they told me not to waitress, I kept doing it even though I dropped things and made a mess and got into trouble, because I knew I could be good at it … And, Iris,” she said, turning to her buddy, “you told me that Gammy doesn’t always let you help out at the flower stall, right? But you do it anyway, and sometimes you get the flowers mixed up, and Gammy moans but you keep going.”

Iris shrugged, then her scowl softened a little. “Yeah, well, I guess that’s true.”

“And, Zak … you’re always saying how you could run your parents’ bookstore by yourself,” Evie said, “even though your parents say you sometimes misplace orders and get the prices wrong.”

“I don’t do that!” Zak’s cheeks turned red. “Well … not often.”

“But you keep helping out,” Evie went on, “even when they get fed up with you, because you know you’re good at it.”

“I am! I don’t know why my parents don’t see that.”

Iris snorted. “Maybe because you’re usually too busy reading the books to actually help the customers.”

“Guys!” Evie said, trying to avert a cousin row.

“But it’s not just the bookstore they don’t trust me with,” Zak said. “This morning Mom told me I’m not allowed to have a mouse, because I’m not old enough to be responsible for it.”

“That’s so unfair!” Evie said. “Kids make great pet owners.” She glanced at Fudge, who was still trying to wriggle out of his seal costume, and gave a half smile. “Well—most of the time.”

Agent Hood wiped her eyes with the ends of her cape. “So can you guys forgive me?”

“Sure, right guys?” Evie looked at Iris and Zak.

Zak nodded. “S’ppose.”

“Iris?”

For a moment her buddy still looked angry. Then she shrugged and grinned, showing the gap between her teeth that always made Evie smile. “I guess I’ve sometimes thought of gluing up that book, too.”

Agent Hood’s eyes widened. “Really?”

“Yeah! No offense, but I’m not the biggest fan of H.E.A.R.T. And if you guys were stuck inside permanently, I wouldn’t mind too much. But we really need Agent R’s help right now. If we don’t figure out a way to get the glue off, you’ll be here forever!”

“FOREVER?” Agent Hood let out a little squeak. “But I have to be home for tea!—Oh, I mean, er—I might be needed on other missions.” She smiled nervously. “I’m not really going to be stuck here, am I? Because the glue should wear off soon. At least that’s what it says on the label.” She rummaged in her basket and pulled out a small red tub. On the side it said: Fairy-Tale Glue, guaranteed to hold together all your happily ever afters! (For a few chapters, anyway!)

“Let me see…” Iris scanned the label and nodded. “Yeah, it says it will wear off. But it doesn’t say how long it takes.”

Everyone was silent for a moment trying to think of a solution. But then—

“What about looking for another key?” Evie suggested. “Maybe the lighthouse keepers kept a spare somewhere? We’ve got three sets of keys at the diner.”

“But how do we find them?” Iris asked. “They could be anywhere.”

“Wait! I’ve got a better idea—let me see the book.” Zak took it from Iris and held it up to the light. “See, we had a flood in the bookstore last year and loads of stock got damp, and that made their pages stick together. But Dad showed me how to release them…” He turned the book around a few more times and peered closer.

“What do we do?” Evie asked.

“Steam it open!” Zak said. “It’s an old spy trick that works on mail, too.” He glanced at Iris. “Handy when you want to read someone else’s correspondence.”

“What?”

“Only kidding…” Zak grinned at her. “We just need a boiling kettle. Then, all you have to do is hold the gluey parts of the letter—or a book—over the steam and it releases the pages.”

“Ooh, I have a kettle…” Agent Hood searched around in her basket again. “It’s in here somewhere, I know it is—Oh.” She frowned. “Except it’s not. I just remembered that Grandma borrowed it. Hey, I’m telling the truth this time,” she added as the friends looked at her with suspicious eyes.

“Don’t worry, I know where there’s a kettle.” Iris darted for the door back into the lighthouse. “Follow me.”
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Iris took the stairs two at a time. “See, Bob’s an old-fashioned sort of a dude, who drinks a lot of tea,” she explained as she raced down to the bottom of the lighthouse. “And he likes to make it the old-fashioned way, with a teapot, fancy cups and saucers, and a kettle. And last time we visited, Bob made me and Gammy tea in the lighthouse keepers’ kitchen.”

“But I didn’t see a kitchen,” Evie puffed as she and Fudge trotted behind, with Agent Hood and Zak following.

“It’s on the bottom floor. And it’s only tiny. But I remember there’s a kettle in there.” Iris jumped the last few steps, landing with a THUD on the ground floor. “It’s through here,” she called, racing behind the staircase to a small alcove.

“This looks like our pantry,” Evie said as she followed Iris inside, “only a lot smaller. Too small!” she muttered as Zak and Agent Hood squashed inside next to her. She scanned the neat shelves that held cups and saucers, and several brightly colored tea tins. There were a few boxes of cookies, too. And an open packet of sugar that had been sticky-taped down to stay fresh.

“Here it is…” Iris picked up the kettle from the tiny counter. “Give me the book and I’ll steam it open.”

Zak coughed. “I think I should be the one who does the steaming. After all, it was my idea.”

“But I’m the oldest!” Agent Hood lifted the book out of his hands. “Not that I want to sound like your parents or grandma—or the Agents of H.E.A.R.T.,” she added with a twinkle in her eye. “But for safety, I think I should probably hold the book over the hot steam … though I might use these…” She reached into her basket and pulled out a pair of long wooden salad tongs.

“Perfect!” Evie filled the kettle with water from the small kitchen sink. Then she plugged it in and hit the “on” button. “Here goes.”

But a few minutes later …

“It’s not working!” Iris wailed.

“Give it time!” Zak said. “And don’t hold the book so close to the steam,” he added to Agent Hood, “or you’ll make it all soggy.”

“Wait—I can see some of the pages starting to separate,” Agent Hood cried suddenly. “Ooh, I wonder if this would work on your pup’s costume, too.”

“No way are we dangling Fudge over a kettle!” Evie crouched down and hugged the pup close. “Don’t worry, boy, I’m sure your glue will wear off soon.”

“I think that’s enough,” Zak said. “Put it on the counter to cool down.”

Agent Hood flopped the damp book down and they all stood around it.

“The pages look a little curly at the ends now,” Iris said.

“I didn’t say it was a perfect solution,” Zak huffed.

“So will you have to make another wish now?” Iris asked Evie.

But she didn’t reply. She was staring at the book. “Oh my goodness. It’s shaking!”

There was a loud CRACKING noise and a bright blast of silver filled the tiny alcove, and then—

“Ahhh!” Evie cried as the kitchen suddenly shrank.

Except it didn’t. Not really.

“What in the name of mustard—” Rapunzel growled as she and Beauty (or Agents R and B as they liked to be known) burst into the tiny kitchen.
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“Um—please can you remove your elbow from my ear,” Zak muttered.

“And your hair is in my mouth,” Iris added.

“It’s not my fault!” Agent R snapped, sweeping her long, silvery braid out of their way. “Blame whoever summoned us to this rabbit hole!”

“That would be me.” Evie mumbled from under the pileup. “And I’m so sorry.” She wriggled free of the jumble of arms and legs and heads, and pulled Fudge out into the hall. “But I didn’t actually wish for you in there … it’s just the pages of the book got stuck together and the wish got delayed and—”

“No harm done!” Agent B said, slipping into the hall next to her. She took a pink handkerchief covered in bunny faces out of her sleeve and mopped her brow. “Oh, I’m paws-itively roasting!” she said, shaking out the creases in her green frock. “It was so hot getting here.”

“Too hot!” Agent R said, joining them. She pushed up her sleeves and stretched out her arms until her knuckles cracked. “We’ve been trying to get out on this mission for hours. Then suddenly everything steamed up!”

Agent Hood, who had followed them out into the hall, looked at her feet, her face the color of her cape. “Um—that’s strange.”

“Hood?” Agent R frowned. “What are you doing here?”

“Um—”

“I wished for her,” Evie said, stepping in between them. “I needed help with hiding Fudge, and Agent Hood is great at that sort of thing, right?”

Agent R snorted. “She’s a bit young…”

“And a little in-ex-paw-rienced,” Agent B said.

“But she has got a lot of fresh ideas,” Iris said.

“And loads of energy,” Evie added.

“And she does know a bit about beasts,” Zak said.

Agent B smiled at Agent Hood. “That’s true. How is the Big Bad Wolf?”

“Oh, er, peachy, thanks. He’s been doing a bit of baking with the Three Little Pigs and they’re thinking of starting a cookie stall and—”

“Yeah, yeah, no one’s interested in fairy-tale gossip,” Agent R said.

Evie glanced at her friends, her eyes wide. I am! she wanted to say. But Agent R was pacing around the hallway now.

“So, back to this mission. Something about being stuck in a tower?” Agent R put her hands on the wall and patted it. “Mmm, good solid build. Hard to drill through, I guess. Wait—there’s a door!”

She stalked over to it and gave it a push. The door creaked and bulged.

“Noooo!” Iris gasped. “You can’t break down the door. It’s an antique! Bob would go mad if you destroyed it.”

“Huh? Who is this ‘Bob’ … some sort of wicked witch?” Agent R flexed her biceps. “I’m not afraid of witches.”

“He’s the volunteer caretaker,” Evie said. “And we really can’t break his door down.”

Agent R shrugged. “Suit yourself. So how did you get stuck in here anyway?”

“Well, we were trying to hide Fudge from a dog trainer who wants to adopt him,” Evie began. “But then a flock of scary gulls chased us—”

“Oh, gulls aren’t scary,” Agent B interrupted. “They’re fur-rightfully clever. Did I tell you I speak gull?”

“Um—that’s great,” Evie said. “But the gulls wouldn’t leave us alone and—”

“Probably because he stinks like a sardine tin,” Agent R said, sniffing the air around the pup, with a grimace.

“And why is poor Fudge dressed like a sandy seal?” Agent B asked. “Not all dogs like costume parties, you know. Maybe I should check how Fudge feels about it.” She bent down and made some bow-wow sort of sounds to the pup.

He replied with a loud RUFF! RUFF!

“Oh, he says he doesn’t mind too much, though apparently he preferred the stegosaurus? Whatever that is…”

“It’s one of my other doggy disguises,” Agent Hood said. “See, I dressed him up to hide him from the dog trainer. But then I had to add a bit of camouflage with help from fish paste and—”

“Stop!” Agent R’s eyes narrowed. “It sounds like you’ve been here awhile … which begs the question: How did YOU get here before us?”

Suddenly all eyes were on Agent Hood, who seemed to have lost her voice.

“Because she got here really fast,” Evie said. “And then the book must have accidentally got gummed-up from the—er—um—”

“Ice-cream cart!” Zak said. “It happens all the time in the bookstore. Ice cream. Books. They really don’t mix, you know.”

Agent Hood looked at the friends with surprise, as though she couldn’t quite believe they were covering for her. “Um—yeah,” she muttered. “That must have been what happened.”

“Really?” Agent R frowned.

“Yeah, and now we’re stuck in this lighthouse,” Evie said. “And we really need to escape.”

Agent R’s eyes sparkled. “Why didn’t you say so before? Come on. Let’s climb to the top and see what we’re dealing with.”
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“You mean, this is it?” Agent R leaned out over the railing and estimated the distance to the bottom with her thumb and finger. “Huh!” she snorted. “This tower isn’t much more than a little pimple.”

“Really?” Evie pushed her flying hair out of her eyes. “Um—it looks such a long way down.”

“Nah! My great-aunt Mildred could rappel down this with her eyes shut and a goat in each hand.”

Evie tried not to laugh.

Zak wasn’t laughing, though. His face was pale and his eyes were wide. He leaned closer to Evie and Iris and dropped his voice to a whisper: “You don’t think she’s going to make me climb down it, do you? She tried to get me to do that one time before…” He shuddered. “It was awful AND she made me wear tights.”

Just then, there was a loud shout from above.

“Yoo-hoo!”

Evie spun around to see that Agent B had climbed up onto the top of the lighthouse dome. Her arms were outstretched like a sparkly scarecrow, and a dozen gulls had landed on her. Evie shrank back, hiding Fudge with her legs in case they pounced.
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“Now, that’s something you don’t see every day,” Iris muttered as another gull landed on Agent B’s head.

“Ooh, isn’t she amazing?” Agent Hood breathed.

“NO!” Agent R snapped. “It’s actually not impressive at all. Ask her if she can balance up there on one leg with her eyes shut while a wicked witch throws gummy bears at her!”

“Um—let’s not,” Evie said, backing off a little as the gulls eyeballed her.

Agent B smiled down. “Don’t be afraid, Evie. The gulls are so sorry they chased you. They thought Fudge was a large yummy snack—but they promise not to do it again.”

“Um—thanks,” Evie called. But she kept Fudge safely tucked behind her, just in case.
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Birds are such tweethearts! If you’d like to have your own fluttery flock to fly around your room, try making this egg-citing mobile, guaranteed to make your heart sing!

You will need:




	An adult

	Colored card stock

	Felt (optional)

	Feathers (optional)

	Glue or sticky tape

	A hole punch (optional)

	Scissors

	Pens or pencils to decorate

	String or wool

	1 or 2 twigs (approx. 12 inches long) or a coat hanger




How to Make:

Draw a bird shape on a piece of card stock (or trace or copy the one here—but don’t cut this one out or your book will have a big hole in it!).
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	Now use this shape as a template to make the birds for your flock.

	If you are using felt, double it over and draw around your template onto the felt, then cut out to create two bird shapes.

	If you are using card stock, put two pieces of it together, then draw around the bird template onto the card stock, and cut out to create two bird shapes.

	Glue or sticky-tape the two pieces together.

	Add an eye on each side. And a wing! You can draw the wing or cut out another piece of card stock to make it.

	If you have feathers, you can glue some onto your bird now.

	Use pencils or pens to decorate.

	Now make more birds! Five is a good number.

	Use a hole punch or scissors to make a hole in the birds and thread a piece of string or wool about 12 inches long through. Ask an adult for help with the scissors!

	Now make the frame.

	If you are using twigs, you can tie all your birds onto one twig. Or tie two twigs together to make a cross shape.

	Or use a coat hanger.

	Next you need to tie your birds onto their frame. Tie a bird onto each twig arm and one in the middle. And then attach another piece of wool or string to hang your bird mobile up!

	Ask an adult to help you hang it in a window to see your birds fly in the breeze!
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“Hey!” Agent R prodded Evie in the back. “Hold this, will you?”

She turned to find the agent holding out her long, silvery braid, which she’d gathered up into a large pile of hair.

“Um—you don’t want me to wear it, do you?” Evie asked. The first time she’d met Agent R there had been a bit of an incident with a long hairpiece and a tub of Fairy-Tale Glue, and Evie didn’t want to repeat it.

“Nah! Though I keep telling you that you should grow your own hair. Remember: If there’s no stair just use your hair! But as I’m obviously the only one here who pays attention to hair advice, I’m going to cut off my own braid and use it as a rope to rappel down.” She plonked her hair into Evie’s arms, then flicked open the tool bag she wore around her waist and pulled out some scissors.

“Yo! Hood!” she called to the other agent. “Snip this off for me. And be careful, these are super-sharp scissors. If I’d known you’d be here, I’d have brought safety shears.”

Agent Hood rolled her eyes. “I’m old enough for regular ones, thank you.” She laid her basket down and began to cut.

“Oh, I feel so bad,” Evie murmured as she watched Agent Hood snipping through the thick silvery hair.

Agent R, who had her back to Evie now, shrugged. “Why? My hair grows back super fast. At least an inch an hour. Now—you two…” she called to Iris and Zak. “When Hood finishes cutting it, you each grab an end and stretch it out. We need to make it as long as possible, if we’re all going to climb down that wall.”

“No way!” Zak said, his eyes like dinner plates. “I AM NOT going over the side.”

“YES way!” Agent R snapped. “And if you won’t, I’ll carry you down like a sack of slugs! Now get stretching.”

Zak looked at Evie. “HELP!” he mouthed.

“You know, it does look an awfully long way down to rappel,” Evie said, casting a quick peek over the side. “Especially for people who have never tried it before.”

“It does?” Agent R scratched what was left of her hair. “Well, I guess I could piggyback you all down, then.”

“Nooooo!” Zak groaned.

“Sack of slugs for you then!” Agent R growled. “Okay—the rest of you…” she said, knotting the braid onto the railing, “who wants the first piggyback?”

Everyone looked at each other. But no one volunteered.
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Evie stole another quick glance over the railing and felt her legs turn to spaghetti. Come on, Wonder Waitress, be brave. It’s just like the first time you served a customer in the diner … Except this time you’re climbing down a twenty-foot wall and you haven’t got a dish of ice cream to save you!

Agent R, who had already rappelled down the side of the lighthouse and back to make sure her braid was strong enough, was flexing her biceps and doing burpees. “Come on! Who’s first?”

“I-I-I’ll do it,” Evie said, trying to sound braver than she felt. “But what about Fudge?” She crouched down next to the pup and his waggy tail went into overdrive. “He’s too big and wiggly to fit inside my backpack.”

“I’ll carry him down under my arm,” Agent R suggested, “like a yoga mat.”

“But what if he wriggles free?” Evie shook her head. “Maybe I should stay with him.”

“Put him in this,” Agent Hood suggested, holding up her basket.

Zak coughed. “Um—that’s actually smaller than Evie’s backpack.”

“Not on the inside. Come on, doggy, in you hop.” Agent Hood put the basket on the ground and held back the cloth that covered the top.

But Fudge didn’t move.

Agent B, who’d climbed down from the dome now, stepped forward. “Let me try.” She leaned over and whispered in Fudge’s ear. His tail began to wag faster. Then he let out a WOOF! and dived headfirst for the basket.

“Stop! You won’t fit inside,” Evie began. “Hey, where did he go?”

“In here.” Agent Hood patted her basket, then pulled the cloth over the top and handed it to Evie. “I just hope he doesn’t chase my chickens.”

Evie glanced at Iris and Zak. Exactly how big is this basket?

“Now put it over your arm,” Agent Hood said. “Yep, just like that.”

Huh? It doesn’t feel heavy at all, Evie thought as she clutched the basket close. How could Fudge be inside but weigh nothing?

Agent R smiled. “Neat dog-transportation idea, by the way, Agent Hood.”

“Oh yes,” Agent B agreed. “I’m mutts about your Fudge plan!”

“Really? Er—thanks.” Agent Hood’s eyes sparkled with pride and she gave Evie a thumbs-up.

“Okay, kiddo, let’s go!” Agent R bent down so Evie could clamber onto her back.

“Hold on tight,” Iris called.

“And don’t look down,” Zak added.

I’m not planning to look at all, Evie thought, wrapping her arms around Agent R’s muscly neck and clasping the basket close.

The wind whistled around her ears as Agent R grabbed the braid, then swung them over the railing. Whoa, it feels bumpier than a pony ride. She opened one eye … Just a little peek … Ahhh! She gasped as she caught sight of the sharp rocks directly below them and quickly shut her eye again. Thank goodness Hannah can’t see me!

Moments later, Evie felt a gentle thump and she realized they’d landed. “Whoa! That was so fast.”

Agent R snorted. “There’s no point in waiting around. Not when ‘Witchy Bob’ might return to check on his precious door!” She shook Evie off, then gripped the braid again. “Back in two shakes of a tiger’s tail!”

Evie watched her scale the wall again, shinnying smoothly upward as though she were in an elevator. Then she remembered Fudge. Oh my word, I hope he’s not too squished in here … She pulled back the cloth covering the basket and peered inside. “Fudge?” Huh? That’s weird. It’s empty! “FUDGE!” she yelled, but her voice echoed inside the basket like she was shouting into a cave. What if he’s gotten lost inside and I never see him again?
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But just then, there was the sound of scrabbling, like someone running down a long, long tunnel and—

WOOF! WOOF!

Fudge burst out of the basket, his seal flippers flapping, his tail wagging … And he threw himself at Evie.

“Oh thank goodness … I thought you’d gone forever.” She hugged him tight, not caring how fishy he smelled.

“Watch it!” she heard Iris’s voice from above and she just had time to dive out of the way, tugging Fudge with her, as Agent R and Iris landed next to them.

“Awesome ride!” Iris said, sliding off Rapunzel’s back. “Can we do it again?”

Agent R grunted. “First I’ve got to go back for your buddy—hey you!” she yelled up to Zak. “Stand by, you’re next!”

Moments later, she was back with Zak on board. His eyes were wide, his face was pale …

But Evie noted he’d taken the piggyback option rather than the “sack of slugs” method.

“Am I glad to be back on the ground,” he muttered as he slid off Agent R’s back. “That was awful.”

“You just need more practice,” Agent R said. “Want to go again?”

“NO WAY!” Zak stepped behind his friends. “I-I’m fine, thanks.”

Agent R laughed. “Okay, I’m going up for Hood.”

“Where’s Beauty?” Evie wondered. “I don’t see her.”

They all peered up to the top of the lighthouse, but then—

“There!” Iris said.

Agent B was fluttering down, transported by the gulls.

“Oh, that was so egg-citing!” she cried as she landed nearby. “I hope I wasn’t too much of a birden?” She smiled up at the gulls and waved as they flapped away. “Goodbye tweethearts! Aw—such lovely creatures.”

Evie gave a half smile. Yeah, so long as you don’t look or smell like a snack!

“MOVE!” Agent R growled as she and Agent Hood appeared above them.

The friends scrambled out of the way as Agent R landed with a BUMP.

“So, Evie, what’s next?” Agent B asked, pushing her bangs out of her eyes. “You’ve escaped from the tower, but a little bird told me you still have your first wish to work out.”

Evie’s smile vanished. In all the drama of rappelling down the lighthouse she’d forgotten about the main problem: keeping Fudge out of the clutches of the dog trainer.

“I guess you could wait here,” Iris said, “while Zak and I go back and check whether the film crew has packed up yet.”

Evie shook her head. “I need to go help Dylan. See, we’ve got to make loads of money to pay for Fudge’s pet bills. And if Hannah notices I’ve gone—”

“I could keep Fudge in my basket,” Agent Hood suggested.

“Thanks,” Evie said, taking a step backward in case she tried to grab him, “but it’s awfully big in there, and what if he got lost?”

“Oh, that does happen sometimes,” Agent Hood said. “I put my pet hamster inside three years ago and I still haven’t found him!”

Evie winced. I wish she’d told me that BEFORE putting Fudge inside.

For a moment everyone was silent. Then—

“I’ve got it!” Agent B said, and Evie noticed her little diamond paw-shaped ear studs were sparkling. “I know exactly how to hide a dog. Come with me!”
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“Are you sure Fudge is safe here?” Iris whispered as they followed the agents back onto the main beach.

Evie wasn’t sure. She could see the TV cameras being rolled into place, and lights being moved, and members of the film crew milling around as they prepared to shoot another scene. Which probably means the dog trainer is here somewhere, too, she thought. “I guess if Agent B says she has a plan, we’ve got to trust her.” Evie stopped as she felt a tug on Fudge’s leash. “Hey—what is it boy? Oh, your costume!”

Half of Fudge’s seal suit was dragging along behind him now, and he had a flipper in his mouth as he tried to chew off the other side.

“Maybe the glue’s worn off?” Zak said.

Evie crouched down and tugged at the remainder of the costume. “Yeah—there you go … you’re free!”

Fudge let out a loud WOOF of delight and shook his fur.

Agent Hood smiled. “Thank goodness! Here—hand me the costume. I’ll put it in my basket.”

But Evie didn’t move. She was staring out across the sand, shielding her eyes with her hand. She could see Dylan lounging against the ice-cream cart with his phone in his hand. But that wasn’t what was making her tummy spin like a laundry machine. “The dog trainer!” she gasped. “And she’s headed this way!”

“Don’t panic,” Agent R said, cracking her knuckles. “I’m Fairy Land’s all-time wrestling champ. Just let her try to take your puppy away and I’ll put her in a crab pin!”

“Um—that’s kind, but—”

“Or how about I disguise YOU?” Agent Hood suggested. “If the dog trainer can’t find you, she can’t take Fudge. A motorbike helmet ought to do the trick. Here—I’ve got one in my basket somewhere…”

“That won’t be necessary, thanks.” Agent B stepped forward and pulled a small flute out of her sleeve.

Iris frowned. “I’m not sure music is going to help.”

“Though dancing is said to lower your stress level…” Zak said.

Agent B chuckled softly, then blew into the flute.

“Your pipe’s got a problem,” Iris said. “Want me to check if there’s sand stuck inside? My dad plays clarinet and he’s got a long, thin brush to clean out the gunk that gets stuck in there and—”

“It IS working!” Evie said. “Look at Fudge!”

The pup’s ears were up. His fur was standing on end. And his tail had begun to beat against the sand as though he was keeping time to a silent band. His head joined in then, too … it swayed from side to side.

“Like a snake being charmed,” Zak said. “Some sort of hypnotism maybe?”

Then suddenly Fudge dived toward Beauty, woofing and yelping and jumping in the air with excitement, the way he did whenever Evie called “Walkies!” or “Dinnertime!”

And he wasn’t the only dog going mutts for the silent music.

All around them, heads were turning. Ears were lifting. Tails were wagging … And then suddenly the dogs came running … They dived over sunbathers and plowed through sandcastles and even raced past yummy-looking picnics laid out on blankets, all to reach Beauty and her flute.

“Oh my word!” Evie breathed as dozens of dogs descended on them. “What’s happening?”

Agent Hood chuckled. “Oh, I get it. It’s the ultimate doggy disguise. Beauty’s going to hide Fudge in plain sight, by surrounding him with other dogs.”

“Hundreds of other dogs!” Zak said, his eyes wide, as more joined the pack.

There were large ones, tiny ones. Hairy dogs, bald dogs. Spotty, fluffy, curly, old, young, skinny, chunky, and dribbly … Lots of dribbly ones! Evie smiled as several giant slobbery dogs bounded toward them, their enormous tongues panting in the heat.

Agent B stopped blowing on the pipe for a moment and gazed around. “Aw, aren’t they the best?” she breathed. “Dogs will always lend a paw when one of their own needs help.”

“Look! There’s Princess!” Iris shouted as the TV dog suddenly burst through the middle of the film crew, charging toward them.

Fudge let out a bark of welcome as she joined the pack.

“There’s no way the dog trainer will find him now,” Zak said. “Not with all this chaos.”

And it was chaos. The dogs were howling and woofing and yelping and jumping and racing and chasing and scrabbling and digging and rolling around in the sand with their paws in the air.

“Mayhem!” Evie said. “The perfect distraction to keep Fudge safe.”

And as more dogs arrived, more people appeared, too—owners searching for their pets. They looked hot and sweaty and fed up and—
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“I’ve got to go help Dylan!” Evie blurted out. She handed Fudge’s leash to Zak. “The ice-cream cart’s going to be swamped with customers. Dad always says people eat more desserts when they’re having a bad day. And those dog owners look pretty annoyed. Can you look after Fudge for me?”
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Dylan was already up to his hat in customers by the time she reached him.

“Evie!” he puffed. “Thank goodness—It looks like someone just turned the ‘dog faucet’ on and left it running … Oh, hi,” he greeted the next customer. “What can I get you?”

Evie pulled her hat out of her backpack and got to work. Luckily, there was no time to have to explain where she’d been. The line in front of the cart seemed to stretch halfway across the beach now. And for the next ten minutes, she went into Super-Scooper mode, trying to get through as many customers as possible.

“This is the last of the Happily Ever After Ice Cream,” Dylan said, heaving a fresh carton out of the freezer space beneath the cart and swapping it with the empty one up top.

Evie puffed up with pride. Happily Ever After Ice Cream was her special recipe. But her joy was short-lived.

Across the sand she suddenly saw the Pemberton twins scowling back at her. Uh-oh! I guess they didn’t expect us to get out of the lighthouse so fast. Evie tried not to pay attention to them, but every time she looked up to serve another customer, the twins were still there, lurking … As if they are plotting another awful scheme! Evie thought.

“HEY, EVIE!” Iris waved, then weaved her way through the sea of dogs to the cart. She smiled at Dylan, then came and stood next to Evie. “Me and Zak just did a rough count, or should that be a RUFF count!” She grinned. “And we think there are at least two hundred dogs here…”

TWO HUNDRED? Evie had been so focused on the customers, she hadn’t really noticed how busy the beach was with pups now. She gazed around; her eyes wide. Whoa! The beach looks like a giant current cake, with little dog dots all over it! And right in the middle stood Beauty, still blowing on the tiny flute. But then—“Hey! Where’s Fudge?” For a moment Evie couldn’t see him. She gripped her scoop tighter. Then suddenly he jumped up out of the pack of pups he was playing with, and she realized he was right next to Zak, and still on his leash … Oh, phew! I guess Beauty’s plan really does work. Fudge almost disappeared!

“Look!” Iris said. “There’s Gammy!”

Iris’s grandma was making her way over to them. Her face was pink and her flowery hat was lopsided. “Oh, hi, girls. What a crazy thing to have happened … all these dogs! I’ve never seen anything like it … it’s almost as though the Pied Piper of Hamlin got fed up with rats and decided to try rounding up dogs instead.”

They all laughed, but Evie couldn’t help stealing another glance over Gammy’s shoulder at Beauty. I guess she is a lot like the Pied Piper of Hamlin … Maybe she IS the Pied Piper of Hamlin! Nothing about the agents surprised Evie anymore. I must read her story in the book and find out.

“Perhaps there will be a full moon tonight,” Gammy said. “My old grandad always said animals went a bit loopy during a full moon. Oh, by the way, you haven’t seen Monty, have you?”

Evie remembered that Monty belonged to Bryan, who had the stall next to Gammy on the boardwalk.

Iris shook her head.

“Me neither,” Evie said.

“Not to worry, he won’t be far away. As soon as he gets hungry, he’ll be back … Oh, there’s Dawn from the shelter.” Gammy waved and smiled. “Mmm, she’s carrying an awful lot of leashes. I guess some of the pups from the shelter must have escaped, too. I’ll go help her.”
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As she walked away, Princess, the TV dog, raced past in the middle of a giant pack of hounds with Mandy the trainer sprinting after them. Evie ducked down behind the cart. But the trainer was so focused on catching Princess, she didn’t notice.

Iris chuckled. “Princess looks WAY happier just playing on the sand.”

Evie was about to agree, when Dylan let out a groan.

“We’ve nearly run out of ice-cream tubs,” he said. “Maybe we should call Hannah and get her to bring us some more?”

Evie froze. The last thing on the planet she wanted was her stepmom to come see all the dogs. She definitely wouldn’t like the chaos. What if it puts her off keeping Fudge? “Um—maybe one of us could go fetch some to save Hannah the trouble?”

“Sure—I’ll go.” Dylan was already taking off his hat. He hung it on the edge of the cart and ran his hand through his hair. “Will you be okay on your own?”

“I’ll help!” Iris said, reaching for his hat. “And my grandma’s just over there. She can keep an eye on us.”

Dylan nodded and set off, dodging dogs as he went.

“That was so close,” Evie said as soon as Dylan was out of earshot. “Imagine if Hannah saw what’s happening here. She’d hate it.”

“Yeah, you don’t want anything to spoil this week before she makes up her mind about whether Fudge can stay,” Iris said. “And if she saw this lot”— she paused as several barking hounds ran past, drowning her out—“then she’d never let you have a dog, ever!”

Just then, Evie heard a loud giggle behind her. Huh? She spun around and came nose to nose with—

“What are you looking at?” Katie-Belle Pemberton snapped.

“Urgh,” her sister added, peering over Evie’s shoulder. “Your ice cream looks so melted and yuk! It’s a real DOG’S DINNER!” she sniggered. “Imagine what your STEPMOM would say if she saw it!”

Then they turned away, giggling and muttering to each other as they ran off.

Evie glanced at Iris. Had they been listening to their talk about Fudge?
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But there was no time to worry. The line of customers in front of the ice-cream cart seemed to be growing faster than the dogs on the beach.

Evie was about to serve a little girl who was next in line when she heard a shout, and two shiny-frocked customers pushed in front of her.

“Yo, Evie!” Agent R began. “I’ve been thinking about Beauty’s plan…”

“Me too!” Agent Hood said.

“And it’s terrible!” Agent R said.

Evie blinked at them. “Why?”

“Because soon every dog’s owner will come claim it,” Agent R said. “And then where will Fudge hide?”

Agent Hood nodded. “And the dog trainer will know exactly where to come find him—and you! Right here at the ice-cream cart. But don’t worry, I’ve got an idea.”

“Uh-oh,” Iris muttered. “That doesn’t sound good.”

But Agent Hood was already rummaging in her basket. “I’m going to disguise you with this.” She pulled out a strange white suit and dangled it in front of Evie.

“Er—a scientist’s outfit?”

The little girl put her hand up. “Ooh, I know what that is. It’s a beekeeper’s costume. My mom keeps bees.”

Agent Hood smiled. “You get an ‘A’ for observation!”

“Yay!” The little girl puffed up with pride.

“It’s a nice idea…” Evie said. “But—um—are there really beekeepers on the beach?”

“Not last time I looked,” Iris said.

“I keep telling you,” Agent Hood said, “seeing is believing. If people SEE a beekeeper here, they’ll believe there ARE bees, right, Agent R?”

“Nope! It’s a terrible idea. But I’ve got something that will definitely hide Fudge. I just need to go find some driftwood…”

“Ooh, is it for another treehouse?” Iris called as Agent R stalked off. “Because I think that might stand out a little down here. Maybe even more than a beekeeping costume!”

Just then, a customer farther back let out a shout: “Hello up there? Why isn’t this line moving?”

“Oops! We’d better get a move on,” Evie said. “Now, what can I get you?” she asked the little girl.

A few very busy minutes later, Iris looked around and said, “That’s weird! Where did everyone go?”

Suddenly, the line of customers seemed to be melting away faster than the ice cream in Evie’s cart.

She leaned past the customer in front of her to see how many were waiting behind. Huh? Only five people? And three of them are together! She sighed. “I guess people got bored waiting.”

“Hey, Evie!” Agent Hood called. “How about this one instead?”

Agent Hood was sitting on the sand, a few feet away, pulling costumes out of her basket. Every few moments she’d hold one up and waggle it at Evie. So far she’d produced a firefighter, a nurse, a police officer, and a chef’s outfit with a tall white hat, which Evie had quite liked but had decided it probably wouldn’t have made her blend in on the beach, and now a frilly pink skirt!

“Definitely not that one!” Iris rolled her eyes. “In case you haven’t noticed, there aren’t many ballet dancers on the beach.”

But Evie’s gaze had drifted. She was watching a group of dog owners who were looking at the cart’s menu board a little distance away.

“That’s odd,” Evie said. “Those people looked at our board, then walked away…” Her eyes followed the group as they made their way across the sand, heading toward the—“Whoa!” she breathed, dropping her scoop. “Check out the diner!”

Iris looked, too, her eyes goggling. “Oh my giddy aunt—it’s swamped!”

Customers were swarming around the café. Like wasps on jelly! Evie thought. “It’s as though everyone who was in our line just changed their mind and went to the diner instead.”

“And took their dogs!” Iris added. “The beach is definitely looking a lot emptier now—watch it!”

Evie ducked behind the cart again as Mandy stalked past, with Princess on her leash. Uh-oh, Agent R’s right, soon there won’t be enough dogs left to hide Fudge! And what will we do then?

As Evie stood back up, she caught sight of Dylan, heading toward them carrying a bag of small containers over one shoulder. And what looks like more ice cream, Evie thought, peering at the large freezer bag slung over his other shoulder. Not that we’re going to need it if everyone keeps heading for the diner.

She turned back to the next person in the line. “Hi, what can I get you?”

She’d just served the last customer when Dylan reappeared.

“Hey! I just had to fix our menu board. Someone’s been messing with it…” Dylan dropped the sack of containers onto the sand then unzipped the freezer bag. “They rubbed out our menu and wrote a weird message on it.”

“What did it say?” Evie asked.

Dylan scratched his head. “Free Treats for Dogs at Brown’s Diner!”

“What?” Evie gasped. “B-b-but that’s not true! Who would write that?”

Iris snorted. “I think I know. Look—” She pointed across the sand to two familiar blond figures standing next to the menu board waving at them.

“The Pembertons!” Evie’s eyes narrowed.

“Yep, I guess they heard us talking about Hannah not liking dogs and decided to send some to visit her.”

Evie glanced across at the diner again. “There’s even more there now!”

Iris shook her head. “Your stepmom is not going to like it.”

“She’ll hate it!” Evie put down her ice-cream scoop and took her hat off. “Sorry, Dylan, I’ve got to go help Hannah—Hey, Zak!” she yelled across the sand. “We’ve got to get back to the diner. Quick!”
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Heads down, hearts racing, Evie, her friends—and Fudge—raced back across the sand.

“Where’s the fire?” Agent R yelled as she sprinted to catch up to them. She had a large knobbly sack slung over her shoulder, which bounced wildly as she ran alongside them.

“Wait for me!” Agent Hood puffed as she caught up with them, too. “This sudden exercise routine has given me the BEST idea,” she added, still rummaging in her basket as she jogged alongside Evie. “I’ll disguise you as an athlete!”

“Oh, brother!” Iris panted. “Worst plan ever.”

“EVIE! Hold on!” Agent B glided toward them like a sleek greyhound. “Oh, look at all the lovely doggies sitting on your diner patio.”
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“Yeah, that’s the problem!” Zak said.

“And it’s partly your fault,” Iris added, looking at Agent B. But Beauty didn’t seem to hear. She was too busy waving and calling “bow-wow” to the dozens of dogs around them.

As they got closer, they had to slow down to dodge around the many pets and their owners outside the café. Evie could see Hannah on the patio now, hair ruffled, face red as she talked to what looked like a particularly cranky group of dog owners trying to get into the diner.

Hannah looks so fed up. Please don’t let this put her off dogs forever! “Coming through!” Evie called as she headed past the people waiting by the stairs to the café.

“Hey! There’s a line here, you know!” a man with two large, jumpy Dalmatians snapped.

“Yeah, you can’t just push in front!” a teenager with a yapping French bulldog joined in.

“Stop right there, young-un!” A red-faced older lady in a bright green flowery pantsuit blocked Evie’s way, pulling her huge dribbly St. Bernard dog with her. “Go to the back of the line!”

“Want me to sit on her?” Agent R asked in Evie’s ear, flexing her biceps and cracking her knuckles. “I’ve held back busloads of wild witches before—so a few large dogs and their annoying owners aren’t going to be a problem.”

“No, it’s okay, thanks…” Evie took a deep breath. Come on, Wonder Waitress, time to use the old A&E method: Apologize and Explain. “I’m so sorry,” she told the owners. “But I’m not trying to jump the line. I actually work here and—”

“Really?” the older woman in the green pant-suit huffed. “And what sort of diner employs kids?”

“THIS ONE!” Evie glanced up and saw Hannah at the top of the steps. “Now let my daughter pass, or I’ll have to ask YOU to go to the back of the line.”

Evie handed Fudge’s leash to Zak, then she darted past the cranky woman, trying not to look at her shocked face as she passed by.

“What’s going on?” Hannah whispered as she put her arm around Evie and led her into a quieter corner of the patio. “These people all think pets are welcome in the diner, and that we’re giving away free dog treats.”

“I’m so sorry,” Evie said. “But someone rubbed out our menu and replaced it with that message.”

Hannah shook her head. “Why would anyone write that?”

Evie shrugged. “We don’t know for sure, but we think it might be a prank by the—”

“—Pemberton girls?” Hannah puffed out her cheeks. “So irritating!” She glanced around the patio. Dogs were jumping and jostling and yapping and whining. Some tails were wagging. Others were drooping. Most of the dogs were panting and wilting in the heat. Hannah sighed. “I’ve tried telling the owners it’s a mistake, but they’re all so hot and bothered, they won’t listen.”

Just then, the door to the diner burst open and a couple appeared. “I’m sorry,” the woman said to Hannah. “But we can’t possibly stay here, not with all this noise!”

“It’s a shame because we were really enjoying our waffles,” the man added. “But we can’t eat with so much barking.” And they left the diner with their fingers in their ears.

Hannah’s shoulders slumped. “We soon won’t have a customer left. If only we actually did have a few dog treats to offer…”

“We do!” Evie blurted out.

“But I don’t understand…”

“I’ve been making loads of experimental doggy treats for Fudge,” Evie said. “See, I was hoping if I came up with some treats for him, he wouldn’t help himself in the diner.”

Hannah chuckled softly. “Now, that IS a good idea!”

Evie smiled. “I’ve got a freezer full of treats: fruit pupsicles … pupcakes … banana blobs, which look a whole lot like ice cream but of course they’re not…”

Hannah’s eyes sparkled. “Well, what are we waiting for? You go find the treats and I’ll tell the dog owners … And, Evie…” She reached over and hugged her. “Well done!”
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Suddenly, everyone was busy. While Hannah went to talk to the dog owners and get their pets some water, Evie, Iris, and Zak raced around the side of the diner to reach the kitchen.

“Leave Fudge with me,” Agent B called. “I’ll read to him and the other dogs to settle them down.” She pulled a couple of books out of her deep frock pockets. “I think we’ll start with Wind in the Willows, always such a calming story for pets.” Fudge let out a bark as though he agreed.

Meanwhile, Agent Hood was still searching through her basket. “You’ll definitely need a disguise now, Evie. Once that dog trainer hears about the diner giving away free pet treats, she’ll be over here to claim some for Princess.”

“Um—thanks, but I really don’t think—”

“Don’t worry, I have the perfect disguise! This one won’t fail … I just need to find it first.”

“There’s no rush,” Iris muttered. “Like, next century will be soon enough.”

“Stop right there!” Agent R stepped in front of them. “You’ve forgotten something.”

The friends glanced at each other.

“When I was a waitress,” Agent R said, “and we started allowing witches’ pets into the restaurant, we had to have all sorts of special things just for them. Plates were top of the list, because trust me, no one will ever want to use a dish that’s had a witch’s cat slobbering all over it. Pet drool is sticky and icky and”—she shuddered—“you NEED separate dog bowls.”

“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.” Evie frowned. “I’ve only got one bowl and that belongs to Fudge.”

“We could go to the pet store,” Zak suggested.

“Have you just won the lottery?” Iris asked. “Because that’ll cost loads.”

“And besides, we don’t have time.” Evie glanced around the backyard, looking for an idea. “I guess we could use some of the takeout containers we keep in the diner…”

“Nah! We don’t need them,” Agent R said. “I’ll use an old trick I taught myself … I’ll need some strong card stock…”

“Ooh, I’ve got some!” Agent Hood rummaged around in her basket and pulled out a large pack from her basket.

“Card stock you can find,” Iris muttered. “Costumes? Not so fast!”

“Er—how exactly are you going to turn a piece of card stock into a bowl?” Zak asked. “Unless you’ve got a wand?”

“Huh!” Agent R snorted. “I use muscle, not magic!” Then she took a sheet out of the pack of card stock and began twisting and turning and bending and folding it, and in what felt to Evie about ten seconds flat, she held up—”

“A bowl!” Evie breathed, her eyes wide. “That’s amazing.”

“Origami!” Iris said. “Neat! I’ve seen cranes and stars before, but never a bowl.”
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Hey! If you want to fold a bowl but you’re not a super-skilled professional rescue agent like me, here’s a simple way to make a square-shaped dish that even Zak can do!




	Start with a square of paper. You can use any size you like.
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	Now fold it in half diagonally from corner to corner, and crease the fold line nice and sharp. Then unfold it, and then fold it in half diagonally the other way, creasing the fold line again. When you unfold it, you should see a nice X pattern.

	Now fold the paper in half from side to side and crease the fold line.

	Open it and fold it in half in the other direction, again creasing the fold so that you are making a + shape on top of the X.

	Open it out. Now start folding the corners into the middle, one by one, so the points touch the middle. Use the creases from earlier as guides.

	It will look like this when all four corners are folded in.

	Don’t unfold it this time. Instead, fold the left and right edges into the middle so it looks like a set of double doors.

	Now unfold the doors and lift up the top and bottom triangles.

	Next, refold the long edges (the double doors) into the center, leaving the top and bottom triangles unfolded.
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	When you’ve done both sides, it should look like this. Notice the two diamond shapes that have appeared at either end.

	Now we’re going to make some more creases. Fold up the bottom diamond so that it touches the bottom point of the opposite diamond, then crease.

	Unfold, and then repeat at the other end.

	Then unfold, so it is back to this shape …

	Now we’re going to make the walls. Open up the long sides of your shape (those original double doors) to form the sides of your square bowl.

	Here comes the tricky part. You’re going to fold up the ends to make the other two walls. Start by lifting up one of the diamonds. As you lift it up, you’ll find two little triangles jut out of the sides, past the walls of your bowl. These triangles need to fold inside the other way, so that the points touch. If you made the X shape at the beginning, you can use the crease at the center of this triangle as a guide and simply reverse those folds, pushing them to the inside. Then fold the point of your diamond up and over them into the center to meet the other corners of the paper. This will form a firm wall. Creasing the edge of the wall will help it hold its shape.



[image: ]
[image: ]


	It should now look like this!

	Repeat at the other end to finish your square bowl.
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“When you’ve been locked in a tower for a hundred years, you get bored,” Agent R said. “SO BORED!!—Okay, we need to make lots of them now … YOU!” She pointed at Zak. “Help me!”

“Huh?” Zak’s eyes bulged. “B-b-but I don’t know how to do that—”

“I’ll show you what to do. I hope you’re a quick learner!”

Zak looked at Evie and Iris. “Save me!” he mouthed.

Iris chuckled. “Good luck, cuz! Come on,” she added to Evie. “Let’s get the snacks.”

Inside the kitchen, Evie could see her dad running around preparing orders.

“Evie!” He waved from the steamy end of the kitchen, where he was frying eggs with one hand and making toast with the other, while also somehow managing to stir a giant pot of bubbling soup. “Hannah told me about your doggy desserts. Great work. And guess what … The owners have started ordering takeout snacks for themselves while they’re waiting for your pet treats. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“It is!” Evie beamed at him. Then she turned back to Iris. “Fingers crossed the pupsicles have set! Can you help me get them out of the freezer?”

For the next few moments, they pulled out tray after tray of doggy desserts.

“Whoa! Were you expecting Noah and his ark to come calling?” Iris said as she turned over yet another tray of little blocks of frozen fruit puree and knocked them out onto the counter. “There’s enough for five hundred pets!”

Evie smiled. “I hope you’re right. There are a lot of mouths to feed.”

“Found it!” Agent Hood trotted into the kitchen with a costume dangling in front of her. “Here.” She handed it to Evie. “And there’s one for you, too.” She pulled another from her basket and tossed it across to Iris.

“What is it?” Iris held it out in front of her with one finger and thumb, as though it might bite.

“I think it’s a dog costume?” Evie said. “Wow! This one looks a lot like Fudge.”

“NO WAY AM I DRESSING UP AS A DOG!” Iris tried to give it back to Agent Hood but the agent had her hands behind her back, refusing to take it. Iris groaned. “How exactly is this going to be a disguise? Dogs don’t walk on two legs.”

“Seeing is believing!” Agent Hood said with a mysterious look on her face. “If someone barks like a dog and behaves like a dog, you’ll think they ARE a dog.”

“That’s not true,” Iris said.

“In case you didn’t notice, a lot of those dogs out there were jumping up on two legs and—”

“They weren’t waitressing!” Iris interrupted.

But Evie was smiling now. “I kind of like it. It’s fun. And it’ll make people smile … Come on, I’m putting mine on.”

“But we’ll melt!” Iris moaned. “It’s a hot, sunny day—and that looks like a furry blanket.”

“It’s Fairy-Tale Fabric,” Agent Hood said, “breathable and very cooling.”

“What do you think?” Evie did a quick spin.

Iris burst out laughing. “Okay, it is kind of funny.”

“Origami plates coming through!” Zak nearly dropped the bowls he was carrying when he saw Evie’s outfit. “What in the name of—”

“Ooh, I can find one for you, too,” Agent Hood offered.

But Zak was already backing out. “I’ll just leave these on the counter … Sorry, got to go make more.”

Just then, Evie heard a shout from the diner.

“Evie? Where are the pet snacks?” Hannah poked her head through the door and let out a little squeak of surprise. “Oh, LOVE the outfit! But our four-legged customers are getting restless.”

“Coming up any moment now. Quick!” Evie called to Iris and Agent Hood. “Help me plate up and let’s get these doggy desserts out to our visitors.”
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“Hi, would your dog like a pupsicle or a pupcake?” Evie said, holding out the tray of bowls she was carrying. “Or there’s banana ice cream on my friends’ trays over there.” She pointed to Zak and Iris.

“Ice cream?” The curly-haired lady who she was talking to tugged her fluffy chow chow back from grabbing it all. “I’m not sure that’s safe for my Hector.”

“Don’t worry,” Evie said, lowering her voice so the dog wouldn’t hear. “It’s not really ice cream, just frozen bananas and it’s a hundred percent safe and—”

“My dog LOVES it!” The older lady in the flowery green pantsuit, who’d been irritated earlier, smiled across the patio tables. “I’ll be asking for the recipe.”

Evie felt her chest puff up with pride. “Aw, thank you.”
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“Oh, and I just LOVE your costume. Do they make adult versions?”

After a frantic fifteen minutes, most of the dogs—and their owners—had been served. Many had drifted back to the beach, but a few customers were still sitting on the patio with their pets. Agent Hood was squatting on the steps, trying out some new disguises on Fudge, while Agent B lounged next to her with several dogs snoozing at her feet as she recited poetry.

“I think they want to hear ‘The Owl and the Pussy-Cat’ again!” She laughed. “Dogs go mutts for that poem.”

Meanwhile, Agent R had disappeared with her sack of wood. Iris still reckoned she was building a treehouse somewhere. But after being stuck up in the lighthouse earlier, Evie was hoping it was something closer to the ground.

“Great job, Evie,” Hannah said as she came out onto the patio. “It’s so quiet and calm out here now … Thanks so much, and to you two as well,” she added, smiling at Zak and Iris. “We couldn’t have served so many customers without you. How about a snack break? What would you like?”

But Evie didn’t hear. She was gazing out across the sand watching two familiar-looking people walking purposefully toward the diner. Uh-oh! She strained her eyes to see if it was who she thought it was … Please don’t let it be them, p-l-e-a-s-e … But there was no mistake now. Oh no! The dog trainer AND the director? And instantly her bubble of joy burst.

“Oh, is that the TV people?” Hannah said, looking over her shoulder. “They must be coming for Fudge.”

“B-b-but you can’t let them take him. Please, Hannah.” Evie felt like her tummy was being knitted in knots. “I know today was crazy … but it wasn’t Fudge’s fault. And he’s been so good this week and—and—” She felt tears fill her eyes. She swallowed a few times forcing herself not to cry.

“It’s okay, Evie. What’s important is what’s best for Fudge.” Hannah waved to Mandy and Delphine as they crossed the street toward them.

Evie hugged her arms tightly around herself. This is it. I’m about to lose Fudge. And there’s nothing I can do. For a moment she considered grabbing the pooch and making a dash for the lighthouse again. But Hannah had her arm around Evie’s shoulders now.

“It was so good to hear how amazing Fudge’s screen test was, wasn’t it? And how much he enjoyed the experience…”

Evie held her breath, waiting for the next part. The part when Hannah would explain that the dog trainer had not only offered Fudge a TV contract, but also a new home, and how a diner could NEVER be a suitable place for a dog to live, and how it would be better for everyone if he went to live with someone who knew a lot about dogs.

“So I told Mandy that I was happy for her to borrow Fudge for today’s shoot,” Hannah went on, “so long as you thought it was a good idea, too. And then she asked whether she might be able to adopt Fudge, so I told her—”

But Hannah was interrupted by a loud shout from farther up the street.

“Excuse me! I’d like a word!”

Evie spun around. “Mrs. Pemberton?”

The twins’ mom was marching toward them with Katie-Belle and Clara trotting alongside.

“Your diner is in BIG trouble!” Mrs. Pemberton said, pointing a long, sharp finger at Hannah. “You’d better start packing, because you’ll be closed down before the end of today!”
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For a second, the whole world seemed to stand still. Then Hannah pushed her hair back and walked down the steps to the sidewalk to meet Mrs. Pemberton. “What on earth are you talking about? The diner’s not closing.”

“It will be, thanks to THEM!” Mrs. Pemberton pointed toward the patio. “In case you don’t know … dogs are NOT ALLOWED in a diner! And I’ve reported you.”

“Now, wait one moment…,” Hannah began.

“There’s no time to wait!” Mrs. Pemberton snapped. “I think you’ll find the restaurant inspector here within the hour. Girls! Take some photographs just in case the Browns try to cover up the evidence.”

The twins pulled their cameras out from behind their backs and turned them on the diner.

“No, stop!” Evie stepped in front of them. “You can’t do this! It’s not fair!”

“Move it, doggy!” Clara said, smirking at her costume.

“Yeah, go find a bone,” her sister muttered.

Don’t cry, Wonder Waitress, Evie told herself. Don’t let them see you’re upset. But her eyes obviously weren’t listening. The tears she’d been holding back with the thought of losing Fudge were starting to trickle down her cheeks. She wiped them away, hoping no one had seen. “Why is your family so mean?”

Mrs. Pemberton snorted. “It’s not our fault your parents are lawbreakers!”

A crowd was gathering now. Iris and Zak and the two agents came and stood next to Evie, while Fudge wrapped himself around her legs, his tail droopy, his head down. A few of the dog owners were leaning over the patio, watching, too. And Delphine and Mandy were also there.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Hannah said, putting her arm around Evie. “It’s all going to be okay.”

“No it’s not!” Mrs. Pemberton said. “You’re going to be closed down. Which is precisely what I said would happen the first—AND ONLY—time I visited your café. I told my husband you were too much of an amateur to run a diner. And I was right. Imagine letting filthy creatures like that onto your premises.” She looked at Fudge and shuddered.

“He’s not filthy!” Evie cried. Then Agent B stepped forward, too, her fists clenched, her teeth bared, as though she was about to tell off Mrs. Pemberton. (Not that she’d be able to see her.)

But another voice beat her to it.

“HEY! YOU!” yelled the older woman in the green pantsuit, who was standing on the patio with her St. Bernard. “Dogs are lovely creatures! And this diner is a hundred times better than yours!”

Mrs. Pemberton glared at her, then turned back to Hannah. “Face it! You might as well close up now. Oh, and if you’re thinking of selling—which is probably a good plan, as you don’t know the first thing about running a café—perhaps we’ll buy your business. What do you think, girls?” She smiled at the twins. “Shall we have a second café? The Pembertons are always looking to expand!”

“You’re horrible!” Evie said. “It was your twins who made all the dogs come to the diner. They did it deliberately. You should all be ashamed of yourselves.”

“Evie!” Hannah put her hand on her shoulder. “Don’t bother with them. We have absolutely nothing to worry about, because I’ve already applied for a license to have dogs on our patio.”

“Huh?” Evie looked up at her stepmom.

“Yes. You see I knew if there was a chance we were going to adopt Fudge it would be best to have a license. So I applied for one the day we got back from camping, just in case. And what I was trying to tell you before I was rudely interrupted”—she frowned at Mrs. Pemberton—“is that Fudge is our dog now.”

“You mean we’re keeping him?” Evie blinked at her stepmom, not sure if she was understanding correctly.

“Yes, that’s what I told Mandy earlier.” Hannah glanced over and the dog trainer nodded back. “That Fudge is definitely NOT looking for a new home.”

Evie looked up at her stepmom’s face. “For real?”

Hannah smiled back. “Yep, Fudge is staying here forever.”

At the sound of his name, Fudge jumped up at Hannah with a Hi-Hannah-I heard-you-say-I’m-your-dog-now-and-I’m-over-the-moon-about-it sort of a bark.

For a moment Evie just stood there, swaying a little. Is this actually happening? Has Hannah just agreed that Fudge can stay? She looked across at Iris and Zak, who were grinning and giving her a thumbs-up. And to the agents, who were smiling and clapping … Wow, I guess it must be true!

“Oh, and Mrs. Pemberton,” Hannah said, turning back to the twins’ mom, “just for the record, Brown’s Diner will NEVER be for sale. And certainly not to you. Brown’s is actually expanding. We’re about to change into a dog-friendly diner, with pet snacks and water bowls on the patio and we’ll be offering doggy bags with all of Evie’s amazing new recipes!”

The patio erupted into applause … with the older lady in the pantsuit punching the air and leading the cheers.

Mrs. Pemberton gazed at them, her mouth open like a goldfish’s. Then she turned away and stalked off back along the street, with the twins chasing after her.

“Wow!” Delphine, the TV director, said. “That beats any drama I’ve ever worked on. I guess Lime Bay’s not the quiet town I thought it was.”

Mandy laughed. “Do you think we can maybe go shoot the scene with Fudge now, before anything else happens?”

Hannah sighed. “Sure. But I think I might need a coffee first. My hands are shaking a little. How about I go get us all some snacks to take with us.”

As her stepmom headed off, Evie heard a low whistle and saw Agent R standing by the side gate that led to the back of the diner. She was beckoning them over.

“So that’s where she’s been!” Zak said as they went to talk to her. “I wondered why we hadn’t seen her for awhile … Wait—what’s that by her feet?”

“It doesn’t look much like a treehouse,” Iris said, peering at the lumpy object covered by a silvery cloth.

“Yo, Evie! I heard everything’s sorted now,” Agent R said.

“It is!” Evie felt like she was floating on a cloud as she ran over to share the news. “I get to keep Fudge. And Hannah’s going to welcome dogs to the diner…”

“AND her mom just gave Mrs. Pemberton the BEST telling off EVER,” Iris added.

“Ha!” Agent R said. “I wish I’d seen that. Well, I’m glad you’re getting to keep your pup, because I made you this…” and she pulled back the cloth to reveal—

“A lighthouse?” Zak said.

“A kennel!” Evie breathed.

“Definitely NOT a treehouse,” Iris said.

“Oh, thanks. I love it!” Evie said. “And look, so does Fudge!” The pup was already sniffing around inside.

“There’s room for him AND you inside,” Agent R said. “You can both hide here if anyone ever tries to take your pup again. But you might want to grow your hair a little, in case you get trapped by a bad witch and need to rappel down the sides.”

Evie giggled. “Thank you.” And then, as Agent Hood and Beauty appeared by Rapunzel’s side, “Thank you all.”

“Goodbye, Evie,” Agent B said, blowing a kiss. “I’m so glad you get to keep your Best Furry Friend forever.”

“Yeah, and you can keep the doggy disguises,” Agent Hood said. “Just in case you need to go undercover at a dog show or something.”

“Bye, Evie,” Agent R said. “And hey—keep growing that hair!”

Then the agents vanished.

“Phew! I’m SO glad they’ve gone!” Zak said, puffing out his cheeks. “Life’s always WAY too edgy when the Agents of H.E.A.R.T. are here.”

“I don’t know, Zak…” Iris chuckled. “You looked like you quite enjoyed being Agent R’s assistant bowl-maker. Maybe she could hire you as an apprentice Agent of H.E.A.R.T.?”

“Very funny … though you look much better dressed as a dog. Maybe we could borrow some Fairy-Tale Glue from Agent Hood and make it a permanent fixture.”

[image: ]
But Evie wasn’t listening. She was crouching down, peering inside the kennel, where Fudge had already curled up into a ball. Mmm, it smells exactly like the real lighthouse … of wood and salt and the sea … She stroked Fudge’s ears and smiled. The agents’ gifts are always the best. Then suddenly a strange little thought popped into her head. Now that she’d gotten her Happily Ever After … the diner, the dog, two of the best buddies anyone could ever want … maybe there would be no reason to call on the Agents of H.E.A.R.T. ever again. For a second she felt a small cloud of gloom hover above her. Life without them would be so … dull!

“Evie?”

Huh? She turned and saw Hannah waving.

“It’s time for Fudge’s filming!”

“Oh yeah, sure. I’m coming!”
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It was much later when Evie, Hannah, and Fudge—and Dylan with the cart—headed back to the diner. Iris and Zak had already gone home with Gammy. And most of the visitors had left the beach. The film crew was packing up, too, as the sun started to set over Lime Bay.

Outside the diner, Evie could see her dad washing down the tables.

“Hey, Evie!” he called and waved when he saw them coming. “How was the filming?”

“Amazing!” Evie took the steps two at a time, almost beating Fudge to the top. But not quite.

“And hello. Mr. Dog!” Evie’s dad bent down and stroked the pup’s head. “I hear you’re going to be a celebrity. I hope all the fame and fortune doesn’t go to your head.”

Fudge collapsed on the floor with his paws in the air, begging for a tummy tickle.

“Definitely not!” Evie giggled. “Hey—did you hear Dylan got filmed, too?”

“You did?” Evie’s dad smiled at her cousin. “How come?”

Dylan ran his hand through his hair. “Well … they liked the look of the ice-cream cart, so they asked me to be in the background with it.”

“I think it was your fancy hat.” Hannah laughed.

“Or maybe because Bev, the director’s assistant, likes you?” Evie’s eyes twinkled. “I heard her give you her number.”

Dylan turned tomato red and coughed. “Um—I’d best go put the cart away.”

As he wheeled it off around the side of the diner, Fudge jumped up at Hannah, his tail wagging.

“Yes, yes, I know it’s your dinnertime soon. We don’t need an alarm clock when we’ve got you!”

Just then, they heard a shout from across the street.

Mandy, the dog trainer, was heading over, with Princess by her side. Fudge let out a loud WOOF! at the sight of his doggy buddy and zoomed back down the steps to see her.

“We’ve come to say goodbye and thank you,” Mandy said as the two pups chased around her feet together. “Are you still sure you wouldn’t like me to take Fudge?” she added. “I think Princess would love a new friend.”

Evie held her breath. But Hannah was shaking her head.

“That’s kind, but no thanks. Though both you and Princess are welcome to visit anytime.”

Mandy bent down to pat Fudge. “I understand. You’re a lovely pup, aren’t you … yes you are. Okay, well, we’d better be off.” But as she turned to go, her eyes fell on Fancy Pants, who was sitting cleaning his paws on the patio railing. “Oh, what a beautiful cat! Such striking markings.” She walked over to stroke him. “Aw, you’ve got a lovely purr, too…” She glanced up at Hannah. “You know I’m always looking for great feline actors and—”

“Sorry! He’s the diner cat!” Evie’s dad interrupted. “One of the family.”

Hannah swiveled to look at her husband. “What? Since when?—Oh no, don’t give me those doleful eyes,” she added as Evie’s dad made a mock sad face. “Anything but those eyes! You know I can’t resist them…” She laughed, then sighed. “I guess he is the diner cat. But NO MORE PETS!” she said, wagging a finger at Evie AND her dad. “Especially not as Evie will be starting at her new school in two weeks’ time. And then it’ll be you and me, left looking after them all day as well as running the diner!”
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Evie froze. “School?”

“Sure, honey…” Hannah said. “There’s just two weeks left of vacation.”

Evie blinked at her as though she was speaking another language. “B-b-but I can’t be starting school yet. The summer’s only just beginning.”

“Oh, don’t worry. You’ll see Iris and Zak every day. And think of all the other new kids you’ll get to meet.”

Evie was thinking. And that was the problem. She was thinking about the Pemberton twins and how she’d be spending five days a week with them!

“Come on now,” Hannah called. “Time for dinner.” She waved goodbye to Mandy and headed into the diner, with Evie’s dad and Fudge behind her.

But Evie hung back. She watched Mandy and Princess walk off to their vehicle, then she sat down on the diner steps and slipped off her backpack. She peeped inside and saw it. The magical fairy-tale book. She reached in and touched the cover and the agents on the front seemed to smile up at her. “There’s no way I can survive school without you guys,” she whispered. “Not with the Pembertons in my class. So, if it’s okay with you, I’ll see you soon … Oh, and thanks. Thanks for everything.” She blew them a kiss. And the book sparkled in reply.
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Just as Evie is inspired and encouraged by her family and friends, so, too, am I when I’m writing her adventures.

I’d like to thank my publishing family at Feiwel & Friends for their skill and professionalism, and especially my editor, Holly West, for her awesome alchemy in turning this story into such a magical book.

Thanks also to Genevieve Kote, the gifted artist who brings Evie’s world to life with her wonderful illustrations.

As always, I’m hugely grateful to Gemma Cooper, my fantastic agent, for her endless good sense, support, and encouragement.

And to my family … You are everything. I couldn’t write without your enthusiasm and love.

Finally, thank you to my readers for being part of Evie’s story. Dream big and may all your wishes come true.
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