

[image: images]


[image: images]




[image: images]


MAP OF THE SPIDERWICK ESTATE AND SURROUNDING AREA


IT WAS MORE LIKE A DOZEN SHACKS.


“MOM?”


THE CREAK STARTLED HIM INTO JERKING UPRIGHT.


“I’M GOING TO KNOCK OPEN THE WALL.”


THE DUMBWAITER BEGAN TO MOVE.


JARED WASN’T SURE WHERE HE WAS.


JARED LOOKED AROUND THE ROOM.


“WHAT ARE YOU?”


“JUST CHOP IT.”


UP AND UP AND UP AGAIN


THE STRANGEST THING


HE JUST WANTED TO KEEP READING.


“LOOK AT THIS.”


FROM THE FIELD GUIDE


EVERYTHING WAS QUIET.


THE KITCHEN WAS A MESS.


“MOM, I DIDN’T DO IT.”


THERE WERE OTHER STRANGE THINGS.


“MALLORY, NO!”


“IT’S SO COOL IN HERE.”


ABOUT THE SIZE OF A PENCIL


“THROW THE BOOK AWAY.”




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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It was more like a dozen shacks.








Chapter One
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IN WHICH the Grace Children Get Acquainted with Their New Home


If someone had asked Jared Grace what jobs his brother and sister would have when they grew up, he would have had no trouble replying. He would have said that his brother, Simon, would be either a veterinarian or a lion tamer. He would have said that his sister, Mallory, would either be an Olympic fencer or in jail for stabbing someone with a sword. But he couldn’t say what job he would grow up to have. Not that anyone asked him. Not that anyone asked his opinion on anything at all.


The new house, for instance. Jared Grace looked up at it and squinted. Maybe it would look better blurry.


“It’s a shack,” Mallory said, getting out of the station wagon.
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It wasn’t really, though. It was more like a dozen shacks had been piled on top of one another. There were several chimneys, and the whole thing was topped off by a strip of iron fence sitting on the roof like a particularly garish hat.


“It’s not so bad,” their mother said, with a smile that looked only slightly forced. “It’s Victorian.”


Simon, Jared’s identical twin, didn’t look upset. He was probably thinking of all the animals he could have now. Actually, considering what he’d packed into their tiny bedroom in New York, Jared figured it would take a lot of rabbits and hedgehogs and whatever else was out here to satisfy Simon.
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“Come on, Jared,” Simon called. Jared realized that they had all crossed to the front steps and he was alone on the lawn, staring at the house.
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The doors were a faded gray, worn with age. The only traces of paint were an indeterminate cream, stuck deep in crevices and around the hinges. A rusted ram’s-head door knocker hung from a single, heavy nail at its center.


Their mother fit a jagged key into the lock, turned it, and shoved hard with her shoulder. The door opened into a dim hallway. The only window was halfway up the stairs, and its stained glass panes gave the walls an eerie, reddish glow.


“It’s just like I remember,” she said, smiling.


“Only crappier,” said Mallory.


Their mother sighed but didn’t otherwise respond.


The hallway led into a dining room. A long table with faded water spots was the only piece of furniture. The plaster ceiling was cracked in places and a chandelier hung from frayed wires.
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