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Publisher's Note

The Peabody Series presents the adventures of the youth group from the First Bible Church of Peabody, Wisconsin. Some of the same characters appear in several of the books, but each adventure belongs to a different member of the group. First it was Penny in Derwood, Inc., Scruggs in A Dangerous Game, Jack, and Scruggs in Treasure in the Yukon, and now Jean. Each character has their own battles on the inside and on the outside, and each has their own discoveries to make: whether it is calm and resourceful Penny; her brother, the handsome and quick-witted Jack; or their friend Scruggs, the tough, sober member of the group who is new to the faith.

Christian children, parents, and educators have already acknowledged the Peabody Series as something refreshingly new—an incorporation of high and gripping adventure with humor and an emphasis on personal integrity founded on faith.
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Something New

It's just me—Jean.

Meet the third Derwood: short, nearsighted, afraid of everything, and too smart for her own good.

Maybe where you live there's a kid who never does anything wrong, gets straight A's, and always knows her Bible verses for Sunday school. If you know a kid like that, then you know what happens. Every time there's a rainstorm, that's the kid who gets worms tossed in her hair. Every time there's a big snow, that's the kid who gets snowballed first. Every time you do something wrong, that's the kid your mother wants you to start hanging around with. That's me, and I know already that you'd rather not.

We are all born sinners, but I started going straight at a very young age.

Maybe you've already read about Jack and Penny. They try to do the right thing and always end up getting into trouble. Then they wind up heroes, somehow, and get their pictures in the newspaper. Or maybe you've read about Scruggs. He started out as a big bully, my prime tormentor in the neighborhood. Then after he became a Christian, he became a lot more serious about things. I guess—next to me—he's the most serious person I know. He's serious about catching up in school; he's. serious about going to church with his foster mother, Mrs. Bennett, and he's serious about proving to people that he's really changed. The only thing he's not serious about is me. He calls me "two-bit" and "half pint," and once I caught him trying on my glasses for Jack. The two of them thought that was very funny.

I suppose that the greatest trial of my short life has been Annette. She lives in Peabody, too—right in the same neighborhood as me, in fact—and she goes to my church. And even though she's a whole year older than I am, my parents and her parents think that we were cut out for each other. We always end up getting thrown together at every church picnic, ice cream social, three-legged race, and sing-along. I guess people think we ought to be friends because Annette and I seem a lot alike. She always gets straight A's, and she always knows her Bible verses, too. The only difference people see between us is that I'm just normal-looking, and she's pretty.

But Annette likes to do things that I don't like to do. For one thing, whenever report cards come out, she's always going around saying, "I got an A in math; what did you get?" As for me, I'd rather not rub it in on people. I don't care what other kids get in math. I just wish some of the kids would let me get into the dodge-ball games or even Chinese jump rope.

When it rains and someone gets a worm on me, I just manage to wiggle it off, but no one throws worms at Annette because she jumps up and down and screams until she's hoarse and then goes right to the principal or to her mother, and everybody gets in trouble. But I just can't do that. l get embarrassed yelling and screaming, and if you tell on people all the time for little things, it's like being a baby.

Another thing about Annette is that she's always asking me about being adopted—which l am. My father adopted me when he married my mother after my real father died.

I guess I never thought much about it—except I was glad it gave me the same last name as all my other brothers and sisters. Jack and Penny are my second father's real children; so of course they're Derwoods, and then there's me, and then there's Renee and Freddy and Marie, who are the children born to both my mother and second father. So that makes them Derwoods too.

Anyway, I never care about being adopted or being a stepchild, because Jack and Penny are my mother's stepchildren, and we're used to being half-brothers and half-sisters to Renee, Freddy, and Marie. And nobody really cares at home. We're all just the same to each other.

But I get tired of it when Annette keeps harping on my being adopted.

Anyway, one Sunday morning after Sunday school, I thought that maybe I would stay in the classroom until Annette went by in the hallway. Then I wouldn't have to walk with her and listen to her. So I stayed really quiet by the back desks, and I saw her go past in the hallway, looking for me. You might wonder why I never just told Annette that I didn't want to be friends with her, but there are two reasons: for one thing, I'm a chicken, and for another, Annette would beg and bully and maybe even threaten to tell on me. Usually whenever she says she's going to tell on me, I'm not even sure what I've done. But I get scared; so I give in and do what she wants.

Anyway, just when I thought she might be gone, in walked Mrs. Bennett, who I guess was collecting all the lesson books or s6mething. She almost missed me; then she stopped and tilted her glasses down on her nose to see me better and said, "Why, Jean, are you hiding from someone?"

I didn't want to lie; so I just nodded. "Who?"

"Somebody," I said.

She sat down at one of the desks. "Has somebody been unkind to you? Is anybody picking on you?"

"No, I guess not." I looked down. You really couldn't say that Annette picked on me, not the way most people think of it.

"Come here," she said, not sternly. I walked up to her. "I saw Annette out in the hall waiting for you," she told me. "Is that who you're hiding from?"

I nodded. I figured I would get a lecture about being fair to my friends and being nice and all that, but Mrs. Bennett didn't say anything for so long that I looked up at her. Upstairs, the organ started playing. That meant fifteen minutes until church started.

Mrs. Bennett has graying brown hair and blue eyes. Her glasses are bifocals, but she looks over them more often than she looks through them, it seems. Maybe it's just because people are that much bigger than print; so she doesn't need them when she's talking to someone.

"Are you a little bit afraid of Annette?" she asked me. 

"I guess so."

Then she hesitated, until at last she said, "I have a

job for you to do for me." 

"You do?"

"Yes. Every Sunday morning I want you to come report to me and help me gather the lesson books and tidy up the classrooms before church. It's a one-person job, and I've picked you because I know I can rely on you. Do you want to do that?"

I knew what it meant. It meant Annette couldn't come with me. Just Mrs. Bennett and I would pick up the books and straighten up. That meant I didn't have to be with Annette, and she couldn't tell me who missed their verses or show me her newest dress or talk on and on and on about whatever she talked about.

"Yes, I'd like to do that," I said. 

"There's one condition."

"What is it?"

"I want you to tell your mother that you're a little afraid of Annette."

"Wouldn't that be babyish?"

"Not if it's true. And your mother can't guess that you don't like being with Annette all the time unless you tell her."

"Okay."

Then she smiled at me. "You know, with Jack and William (that's what she calls Scruggs) gone to the Yukon, it must be pretty dull at your house this summer."

"It seems like everything that's any fun always happens to them—or to Penny," I blurted.

"Do you think so?"

"Yes, but I guess it doesn't matter. I always get scared anyway. Nothing ever happens to me because I always run away."

"Did you know," she ventured after a slight pause, "that the knights of the Middle Ages and Renaissance were always supposed to give credit to the Lord whenever they met up with an adventure?"

"No." I didn't know how Mrs. Bennett knew either. It was hard to imagine her reading up on knights and jousts and things like that. Maybe Scruggs had read about them and told her.

"Yes. Those who had faith always assumed that God had sent them whatever battle they had to fight or wall they had to scale. Maybe if you thought about things that way, you wouldn't be afraid."

"Maybe not. I'd like to try."

"Then maybe it's time to ask the Lord to send you an adventure."

I glanced at her to see if she might be teasing me, but Mrs. Bennett doesn't usually tease people. She stood up. "I think a little adventure might be the best thing for you, Jean. Well, we'd better get upstairs. Don't forget what I told you."

"I won't."

I followed her upstairs and ran and joined my family in their pew. And just before the service started, I quickly bowed my head and asked God to send me an adventure and change me from being so afraid of everything.

​
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Watching for Adventure

The only thing that happened on Monday morning was that I told my Mom about Annette, and how I didn't like always having to be with her. I told her I was a little afraid of Annette, too.

"Afraid?" Mom asked. Mom's usually folding laundry at our house, especially on Mondays. It's the best time to catch her. For one thing, she's so picky about it that she usually doesn't make you help her, and for another, she likes to talk while she's doing it.

"What have you got to be afraid of Annette for?"

"Well—" I hesitated, because I knew if I told her that Annette had sometimes said she'd tell on me, my Mom would want to know what she would tell on me for. And I couldn’t remember anything that I'd done. Then what would happen if Mom asked Annette? I might have done something terrible and forgotten all about it. Like the time I was spray painting a poster for school and accidentally spray painted Sherwood, our cat. (He'd been sleeping behind the poster.) It was just down his back left leg. Williamsburg blue.

Or—and this was a possibility—Annette might make up something super-colossal. And then how would I prove I  had never done it? What if they believed her and not me?

"Well," I said again, "sometimes if I want to do something that Annette doesn't like, she says that she's going to tell on me."

"Tell what?" Mom asked.

"Well, I don't know. I can't remember doing anything. That's what scares me."

"Well, Jean, I don't approve of tattling, anyway. If Annette were to come to me with some story, you know I would tell her to mind her own business," Mom said.

"What if it were something I really did do and forgot about?"

"I would ask you about it. But do you think I would believe Annette more than I would you?" Mom asked. She set down the sheet she was folding. "Do you really, Jean?"

"I don't know. I never thought about it."

She leaned across the corner of the dryer and kissed me where I was, on the little step ladder. "You shouldn't let anybody make you afraid of your father or me, Jean."

Just then Penny came in with the mail. "Mail call," she announced. "Here's one for me from Jack. Here's one for you and Dad from Jack. Here's the phone bill. Here's one from Aunt Bessie and Uncle Rufus. That's all."

"Oh good," Mom said. "News from Aunt Bessie. I had mentioned to them that it might be nice to have a visit this summer—even though Jack's gone up to Canada. My, it's been years since I've seen Bess and Rufus. Do you remember them, Jean?"

"No. Do they live in Pennsylvania like Aunt Irene?"

"No, Alabama. Uncle Rufus used to raise horses when things were better."

Penny turned around quickly. "Horses? For racing, Mom?"

Mom was startled. "Of course not." Then she laughed. "He got contracts from the marines, sometimes, for parade horses, and from some of the police forces around the country. In cities like Philadelphia, some of the policemen are mounted."

"Really?" I asked. "Like real Mounties?"

"Yes, except they wear regular police uniforms and helmets, I think. Being on a horse helps them with crowd control and gives them a good height to be looking from." 

"But Uncle Rufus doesn't raise the horses anymore?"

I asked.

"Well, not many. Not nearly as many as he used to. Most of the buyers get their horses from Kentucky. Uncle Rufus has just gradually been pushed out of the market, I suppose. He still has his land from when things were going well, and he keeps some cows. And Aunt Bessie is very good at hand crafts—quilts and those things. She always had a taste for it as a girl. So between them both they manage to keep the farm." She set the letters on the dryer. "I'll get to these as soon as I finish this load. It will give me a rest."

"Can we go up to the quick mart for ice cream, Mom?" Penny asked.

The three little kids were at a birthday party. "All right," Mom said. "Pick up some bread, too, while you're there, please."

"Sure. Come on, Jean."

One nice thing about Jack being gone was that Penny did more things with me. And since Annette was a little scared of Penny—who's not scared of anything—I knew I wouldn't be running into Annette any time soon. I decided to tell Penny about everything as we walked up to get our ice cream cones.

Every time Annette starts anything about my being adopted, Penny gets really mad. One thing about Penny— she's all for the family. So after I had told her everything I'd been thinking since Sunday morning, Penny said, "I wish you wouldn't let people push you around so much, Jean! That's your trouble!"

"I don't think I let people push me around."

"Oh yes, you do, and don't bother arguing about it. You let people push you around and that's that."

I still didn't think so, but I didn't bother arguing.

"I think Mrs. Bennett's right. What you need is a good dose of danger. Something to make you brave. Like Indian kids."

"Like Indian kids?"

"Sure. They'd go sit on top of a mountain for three days without any food, and when they came back, they'd be brave."

"I think I would be dead."

'"No, you wouldn't. You'd learn to go into the woods and fight for your food."

"Most likely I'd get fought over as food." Penny and I both know that I'm scared of most animals. I don't like dogs, and I've never been on a horse, not even those 25- cents-a-ride ponies they have at carnivals.

She looked at me, almost in disgust. "Jean, you are so meek!"

"I can't help it; I was born that way, and you don't make it any better getting mad at me."

She started walking again. "You're right. But I'll tell you one thing, if we get to go down to see Uncle Rufus and Aunt Bessie, we're going to go find a mountain somewhere and make you brave."

"What are you going to do, tie me to it for three days?" 

"No. Mom and Dad would get mad. But you're so scared of animals anyway, if we went down to Aunt Bessie's, just having to walk around that farm with its horses and cows would probably make you brave."

I decided that this was not the time to tell Penny about my prayer for an adventure. I was pretty sure she'd take it on herself to help the Lord answer it.
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Speaking Up for Myself

A few weeks ago, Mom had asked Aunt Bessie and Uncle Rufus to come up to Peabody for a visit, but they couldn't leave their farm. I wondered if maybe they would invite us down.

Aunt Bessie, I knew, was Mom's older sister. I couldn't remember ever meeting her, but Mom said we had all gotten together when I was really young. Penny told me that Aunt Bessie and Uncle Rufus lived in Scotsville, Alabama. I wondered if they would really invite all of us to come and if we would end up going. It seemed like a long way. Penny said it was about 800 miles. I'd never traveled 800 miles before, not all at once. But when I thought about it, it wasn't as far as Jack and Scruggs were going on their way up to the Yukon. 

Just as Penny and I were coming back from the quick mart, I saw Annette waiting for us out in front of our house.

"Now listen, Jean," Penny said quickly, in a low voice. "Don't you get bullied into anything. You stand up to Annette. I'll help you."

"You don't have to do that, Penny," I told her—very honestly. I kind of thought that Penny might make things worse. Don't get me wrong. Penny's a terrific big sister, until she gets these ideas that it's up to her to improve me.

"Oh, I'll do it all right," Penny said. I think that she doesn't like Annette very much.

As we got closer to the driveway, Annette spoke up­ "Jean, where have you been?"

"She's been at the quick mart. Tell her, Jean," Penny commanded.

"I've been at the quick mart," I told Annette.

Annette glanced at Penny with that expression that somebody very important in the seventh grade might give to somebody very important in the eighth grade. She didn't want to be rude to Penny, but she didn't want Penny bossing her around, either.

"Well, I wanted to walk over to the park with you today," Annete said. "I told you that last night."

"So?" Penny asked. "Jean forgot, that's all. Tell her, Jean."

"I forgot," I said.

"Penny," Annette said, and pursed her lips. "I wish you would mind your own business."

"This is my business. Jean's my sister. My sister!" she repeated loudly, because she doesn't like the way Annette is always talking about adoption.

"Well, so what? Jean's my best friend." 

"No, she's not. Tell her, Jean."

I just stood there, feeling awful. This wasn't the way it was supposed to work out.

"Jean, what are you waiting for?" Penny asked. "You don't have to be best friends with anybody if you don't want to."

"You be quiet, Penny Derwood. Jean is too my best friend. Aren't you, Jean?"

"Well," I began.

"You're always bossing her around," Penny argued. "She doesn't even have to tell you whether or not you're her best friend. You don't have to tell her, Jean."

"Jean Derwood, if you don't answer me, I'll never speak to you again—and neither will anyone else!" Annette exclaimed.

"Oh, nobody's afraid of you, Annette. You're nothing but a tattletale, and we all know it."

"How dare you! I'll tell your mother! I'll tell Miss Crumble (Penny's Sunday school teacher)!"

"You can tell the whole world, for all I care," Penny said.

"Jean, are you going to let her talk to me like this?" Annette demanded.

I glanced at Penny and back at Annette. "How can I stop her?" I asked. "But look, Annette—"

"Jean, don't let her scare you!" Penny exclaimed. 

"I'm not scared. I just want to—"

"Some friend you turned out to be!" Annette exclaimed. 

"Well, it's just that—"

"If you don't like her, you can always go home," Penny blurted.
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