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MAP OF THE SPIDERWICK ESTATE AND SURROUNDING AREAS


THE PLACE LOOKED AS BAD AS JARED FELT.


“HEY, GOOD JOB GETTING DETENTION, NUTCASE.”


THE LITTLE BROWNIE WAS POINTING EXCITEDLY.


IT SMELLED OF GASOLINE AND MILDEW.


THE STRANGEST EYEPIECE


“THEY’RE HEADED RIGHT FOR US.”


HE WAS BEING DRAGGED BACKWARD.


ALL FIVE GOBLINS WERE CIRCLING THEM.


TIME TO FIND SIMON


THE AIR WAS DIFFERENT.


ONE ALIGHTED ON HIS FINGER.


SOMETHING BEGAN TO SURFACE.


A SINGLE BROWN SHOE


SINISTER WIND CHIMES


“SKIN IT RAW, SKIN THE FAT.”


“YOU OKAY?”


THE FLAMES BLAZED GREEN.


IT STOOD AT THE EDGE OF THE BANK.


THE FULL MOON OVERHEAD


“I’M NOT GOING TO HURT YOU.”


AT THE CARRIAGE HOUSE




For my grandmother, Melvina, who said I should write a book just like this one and to whom I replied that I never would


—H. B.


For Arthur Rackham, may you continue to inspire others as you have me


—T. D.




Dear Reader,


Over the years that Tony and I have been friends, we’ve shared the same childhood fascination with faeries. We did not realize the importance of that bond or how it might be tested.


One day Tony and I—along with several other authors—were doing a signing at a large bookstore. When the signing was over, we lingered, helping to stack books and chatting, until a clerk approached us. He said that there had been a letter left for us. When I inquired which one of us, we were surprised by his answer.


“Both of you,” he said.


The letter was exactly as reproduced on the following page. Tony spent a long time just staring at the photocopy that came with it. Then, in a hushed voice, he wondered aloud about the remainder of the manuscript. We hurriedly wrote a note, tucked it back into the envelope, and asked the clerk to deliver it to the Grace children.


Not long after, a package arrived on my doorstep, bound in red ribbon. A few days after that, three children rang the bell and told me this story.


What has happened since is hard to describe. Tony and I have been plunged into a world we never quite believed in. We now see that faeries are far more than childhood stories. There is an invisible world around us and we hope that you, dear reader, will open your eyes to it.


Holly Black




Dear Mrs. Black and Mr. DiTerlizzi:


I know that a lot of people don’t believe in faeries, but I do and I think that you do too. After I read your books, I told my brothers about you and we decided to write. We know about real faeries. In fact, we know a lot about them.


The page attached* to this one is a photocopy from an old book we found in our attic. It isn’t a great copy because we had some trouble with the copier. The book tells people how to identify faeries and how to protect themselves. Can you please give this book to your publisher? If you can, please put a letter in this envelope and give it back to the store. We will find a way to send the book. The normal mail is too dangerous.


We just want people to know about this. The stuff that has happened to us could happen to anyone.


Sincerely,


Mallory, Jared, and Simon Grace


* Not included.
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The place looked as bad as Jared felt.








Chapter One
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IN WHICH More Than a Cat Goes Missing


The late bus dropped Jared Grace at the bottom of his street. From there it was an uphill climb to the dilapidated old house where his family was staying until his mother found something better or his crazy old aunt wanted it back. The red and gold leaves of the low-hanging trees around the gate made the gray shingles look forlorn. The place looked as bad as Jared felt.


He couldn’t believe he’d had to stay after school already.


It wasn’t like he didn’t try to get along with the other kids. He just wasn’t good at it. Take today, for example. Sure, he’d been drawing a brownie while the teacher was talking, but he was still paying attention. More or less. And she didn’t have to hold up his drawing in front of the whole class. After that, the kids wouldn’t stop bothering him. Before he knew it, he was ripping some boy’s notebook in half.


He’d hoped things would be better at this school. But since his parents’ divorce, things had gone from bad to worse.


Jared walked into the kitchen. His twin, Simon, sat at the old farmhouse table with an untouched saucer of milk in front of him.


Simon looked up. “Have you seen Tibbs?”


“I just got home.” Jared went to the fridge and took a swig of apple juice. It was so cold that it made his head hurt.


“Well, did you see him outside?” Simon asked. “I’ve looked everywhere.”
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Jared shook his head. He didn’t care about the stupid cat. She was just the newest member of Simon’s menagerie. One more animal wanting to be petted or fed, or jumping on his lap when he was busy.


Jared didn’t know why he and Simon were so different. In movies, identical twins got cool powers like reading each other’s minds with a look. It figured that the most real-life twins could do was wear the same-size pants.
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