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Clara Griffin kneeled on the wooden steps of her front porch. She lined up four stuffed animals she had sewn that morning out of felt and embroidery thread: a bright pink pegasus with feather wings, a green wolf cub with gold sequin eyes, a red dragonfly with toothpick legs, and a blue caterpillar with tin foil spots.

“Now it’s time for your musical instruments,” Clara announced to the creatures. She picked up a jewelry box with rubber bands stretched across it and placed it in front of the pegasus. “Here’s your rogostrumdrum,” she said. Next, she put a washed-out hummus container that was half-full of dried lentils by the wolf cub’s paws. “This is your snabblerattletabble,” she continued. She handed the dragonfly four paper towel rolls glued together and decorated with glitter. “You can play this triple-flongoflute,” she said. She looked at the caterpillar and paused.

“Hmm,” she said. She needed to make one more instrument.

Clara thought for a few seconds. And then she hopped from one foot to the other with excitement: she would build the caterpillar a wacklewasher! All she needed to do was gather four pine cones, wrap pipe cleaners around them, and find a stick for the caterpillar to use to play her instrument.
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Clara skipped into her yard, found the pine cones, and wrapped them with pipe cleaners. As she was searching for a stick, she heard a rattling noise. She turned, expecting to see that her younger sister, Miranda, had come out the front door. But instead a small black puppy was bounding toward Clara, holding the pine cones in her mouth and shaking them from side to side.

Clara smiled. “Drop it,” she said.
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The puppy paused and cocked her head to the side. She looked at Clara with her big, dark eyes. And then she kept shaking the pine cones, this time even harder. Clara skipped over to the puppy and scratched behind her floppy ears. “Drop it,” she repeated.

This time, the puppy dropped the pine cones and licked Clara’s cheek and chin. Clara giggled and used her T-shirt to wipe the dog slobber off her face. The puppy flopped down, right between the pegasus and the wolf cub, and rolled onto her back. Clara gave the puppy a belly rub and said, “You just want to be part of the orchestra, don’t you? You’re a good dog, No Name Yet.”

No Name Yet was what Clara’s family was calling their new puppy until they could agree on a name. It had been a week since they had brought No Name Yet home from the animal shelter, and each family member wanted to name the puppy something different. Clara wanted to name her Grimalkin, after a character in a book. Miranda wanted to name her Fluffy because the puppy was, well, fluffy. Their father wanted to name her Tomato because that was his favorite plant to grow in his garden. And their mother wanted to name her Indigo—Indy for short—because that was her favorite color. “If only we could ask No Name Yet what her real name is,” Clara had said to her family.

“I wish we could speak Dog,” Miranda had added with a sigh.

Clara glanced up from rubbing No Name Yet’s belly to see Miranda skipping across the front yard holding a bone-shaped orange squeaky toy. “Want to come help plant seeds in the garden with Dad?” Miranda asked. “I brought No Name Yet’s toy so she’ll have something to do other than digging holes.”

“Good idea,” Clara said. The day before, when the sisters had tried to help their father in the garden, No Name Yet had spent the entire time trying to dig a giant hole right next to their father’s tomato vine. Clara had ended up taking No Name Yet on a long walk so Miranda and her father could finish planting carrots.

Clara scooped up No Name Yet and kissed the puppy’s warm, furry head. She turned to her felt creatures and their instruments on the porch step. “I’ll be back soon for orchestra practice,” she said. She and Miranda walked over to their family’s vegetable garden just as their father emerged from the shed wearing canvas gardening gloves and pushing a red wheelbarrow full of trowels, shovels, hoes, brown paper pouches of seeds, and twine.

He parked the wheelbarrow next to the garden and looked at No Name Yet, snuggled in Clara’s arms. “No digging this time,” he said in a pretend-stern voice, raising his eyebrows at the puppy. Clara put No Name Yet down in the grass. Miranda squeaked the bone-shaped toy three times and handed it to No Name Yet. The puppy jumped up, grabbed the toy in her mouth, and squeaked it over and over as she ran in circles. Clara, Miranda, and their father watched No Name Yet for a few seconds. They all burst out laughing.

“That should keep her busy while we start planting,” their father said. He reached into the wheelbarrow and pulled out two small brown paper bags that had the words “Sugar Snap Peas” scrawled on them in black marker. He handed one to Clara and one to Miranda.

“You two can plant the sugar snap pea vines today,” he said. “As soon as it freezes in the fall, the vines will stop growing. That means if we plant them now, we’ll be able to enjoy plenty of peas before the first frost.” He nodded toward an empty stretch of dark soil. “Right there would be perfect. Plant each seed about a thumb-length apart.”

Clara and Miranda kneeled next to each other. “How about if I plant the seeds in a line this way, and you go the other way?” Clara suggested.

“Okay,” Miranda said.

Clara pulled a shriveled yellow seed from the pouch and pushed it into the dirt. She pulled out another seed, and pushed it into the soil about an inch away. She planted another one. And another. Just as she was fishing a fifth seed from the pouch, she noticed she didn’t hear squeaking anymore. She looked up just as No Name Yet dropped the squeaky toy, which was now torn in half, and leaped into the center of the garden. The puppy yipped with joy as she began to dig so excitedly that her front paws were a black, furry blur.

“Oh no!” Miranda said. “Stop!”

“Oh dear,” their father said. “Not again.”

Clara leaned forward and grabbed No Name Yet. “What are you doing, silly puppy?” she said, nuzzling her face against No Name Yet’s furry cheek. The puppy looked up and licked Clara’s nose. “I’ll take No Name Yet inside for a little while so she doesn’t destroy the garden,” Clara said. “Maybe she needs a nap. And,” Clara added, looking at the broken squeaky toy, “a new toy.”

“Thank you,” Miranda and her father said in unison, both sounding relieved.
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With No Name Yet in her arms, Clara skipped across the yard toward her house. When she got to her porch, she took a giant step over her felt creatures and their instruments. “I promise I really will be back for orchestra practice soon,” she reassured the animals.

She carried No Name Yet through the front door, across the living room, up the stairs, down the hallway, and into her bedroom. Clara closed her door and set No Name Yet down on the floor next to the special den Clara had built for the puppy. She had draped sheets, blankets, towels, and tablecloths over five dining room chairs and three kitchen stools to make the walls and the roof. Then she had made a floor out of every pillow and couch cushion she could find in the house. Clara took off her flip-flops, put on socks, and crawled into the den. She lay down and called, “No Name Yet! Come!”

The puppy bounded into the den. She wagged her tail and sniffed the cushions. She nestled into the space between Clara’s arm and chest. And she instantly fell asleep. Clara let out a long, happy sigh as she snuggled with the puppy.
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After a few minutes of staring at the inside of the den as No Name Yet slept, Clara decided the den needed some decorations. She rolled slowly away from No Name Yet, careful not to disturb the puppy. She crawled out of the den, tiptoed across her room, and found a drawing pad and a package of crayons in one of her desk drawers. She flipped to the first blank page and began to draw a pegasus and a dog playing together in a garden. But just as she was outlining two pegasus wings, Clara heard a humming noise.

She dropped her crayon and listened. For a second, she thought it might be No Name Yet snoring. But the sound wasn’t coming from the den. It was coming from under her bed.

Clara sucked in her breath. She quickly crept over to her bed, kneeled on the floor, and pulled out a shoebox decorated with sequins and paint. She flipped it open. Inside was a large silver feather. The feather hummed as light shot up and down its spine. Clara grinned from ear to ear.

The feather had been a gift from the pegasus princesses—eight royal pegasus sisters who reigned over the Wing Realm, an enchanted world where all the creatures had wings. Whenever the pegasus sisters wanted to invite Clara to visit them for a special occasion, they made the feather shimmer and hum—just the way it was shimmering and humming right then. To get to the Wing Realm, all Clara had to do was run, holding the feather, to a special clearing in the woods behind her house.

Each pegasus princess had a throne and a tiara that matched her unique magical power: silver Princess Mist could turn invisible; teal Princess Aqua could breathe underwater and make magic bubbles; peach Princess Flip could do a somersault and turn into any animal; black Princess Star had extraordinary senses; pink Princess Rosie—short for Rosetta—could speak and understand any language; white Princess Snow could freeze things and create winter weather; green Princess Stitch could magically sew, knit, and crochet almost any item; and lavender Princess Dash could instantly transport herself anywhere in the Wing Realm.

Clara peeked into the den. No Name Yet was still sound asleep. Time in the human world froze while she visited the Wing Realm, meaning that she could sprint out to the woods, spend hours with the pegasus princesses, and return to find No Name Yet only five minutes into her nap.

Clara tiptoed to the door, reached for the doorknob, and looked down. Her feet were bare. Soil from the garden clung to her black leggings. Her orange T-shirt was streaked with grass stains, smeared with puppy drool, and covered in dog fur. Clara peeled off her leggings and shirt. From a pile of laundry on the floor, she grabbed a pair of mostly clean pink corduroy pants and a T-shirt with a bumblebee on the front. Clara looked for her favorite shoes—lime green sneakers—but she couldn’t find them in her closet, under her bed, or buried in the pile of laundry. She shrugged, peeled off her socks, and slid her feet back into her flip-flops. She pushed the feather into the back pocket of her pants and bolted out of her room.

Clara raced along the hallway, down the stairs, through the living room, and across the kitchen. She burst out the back door and hopped across the slate stones that led to the woods surrounding her house. As she stepped into the forest, she realized she hadn’t closed the back door. In fact, she hadn’t even heard the outer screen door latch shut. She knew she really ought to go back and close both doors. But she was so excited to visit the Wing Realm that, instead of turning around, Clara kept running.

She leaped over a creek where she and her sister liked to make potions. She barreled down a hill, pulled the feather from her pocket, and skipped into a clearing with a large pine tree. A second later, glittery light swirled. And then there appeared a green velvet armchair with silver wings on its back. The armchair jumped up and down. It leaped over to Clara, spun around on one leg, and nudged her. Clara laughed and patted the top of the chair. “It’s good to see you, too,” Clara said.

She was about to sit down on the chair when she felt something pressing against her calves. Clara looked behind her. No Name Yet was jumping up and pushing her paws against the backs of Clara’s legs. The puppy wagged her tail and panted. “Did you escape from the house and follow me here?” Clara asked, laughing and picking up No Name Yet.
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Clara paused and considered what to do. One option was to run back to her house and put No Name Yet inside. But that would leave the puppy feeling sad and lonely. And it would delay Clara’s visit to the Wing Realm. Another option, Clara realized with a burst of excitement, was to bring the puppy with her. Clara kissed No Name Yet’s head and said, “Get ready to meet to meet the pegasus princesses!”

Holding No Name Yet a little tighter in her arms, Clara sat down on the armchair. She grabbed No Name Yet’s collar as the chair jumped up and landed on top of the large pine tree. For a moment the tree and the chair swayed back and forth. The puppy yipped with excitement. Then the chair soared upward, skidded across the roof of Clara’s house, and launched up into the sky. The chair flew higher and higher. It began to spin, faster and faster. Everything went pitch black. And then, in a few seconds, the chair landed with a clatter on a tile floor.
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Clara opened her eyes. She knew exactly where she was: the front hall of Feather Palace. The black floor shimmered under the light of the chandeliers. On the walls, painted magenta, hung portraits of all eight pegasus princesses and their silver pet cat Lucinda. Pegasus statues reared up with outstretched wings from marble pedestals. Pegasus fountains spouted rainbow water. The pegasus princesses’ eight thrones formed a horseshoe in the center of the room. Pushed up against Rosie’s pink throne was Lucinda’s silver sofa, with its back shaped like a cat head. In the middle of the cushion, Lucinda lay curled in a ball, fast asleep. Her head rested on the star-shaped pillow Clara had given Lucinda for her birthday.

Clara heard a voice call out behind her, “Let’s practice one more time. We’ve almost got it.” With No Name Yet still in her arms, Clara stood up and turned around. All eight pegasus princesses stood in a tight circle with their eyes closed. Rosie counted, “A one and a two and a one two three four.” The pegasus princesses nodded their heads to the beat as they danced, tapping and sliding their front and back hooves against the tiles in intricate rhythms. As Clara watched, she found herself quietly tapping her flip-flops against the floor and wishing she could join in. No Name Yet seemed to feel the same way. The puppy wiggled and squirmed in Clara’s arms. Clara hugged her more tightly and whispered, “Hold on just a minute. You’ll be able to get down soon.”
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When the pegasus princesses finished tapping and sliding, Rosie said, “That time was perfect. Thank you so much for all your hard work and practice. I’m thrilled to say we’re ready for the concert.”

The pegasus princesses opened their eyes and smiled.

“I can’t believe we did it,” Stitch said.

“I’ve never practiced anything—not even swimming—as much as we’ve practiced this,” Aqua said.

“The concert this afternoon will be amazing,” Snow said.

“I’m excited the big day is finally here,” Dash said, flicking her mane and swishing her tail.

Clara couldn’t wait any longer to tell her pegasus friends she had arrived at the palace. She was also eager to hear more about the concert that afternoon. “Hello!” she said.

The pegasus princesses turned toward Clara. Their eyes widened. They reared up and flapped their wings with excitement. And then they landed and galloped over to her.

“We’re so glad you’re here!” Rosie called out, trotting in a circle around Clara.

“Welcome back, human friend,” Mist said.

“I knew you’d arrive in time,” Snow said.

“The Garden Orchestra’s first concert is this afternoon,” Rosie said. “How would you like to join us in the rhythm section?”

“I would love to,” Clara said. “Thank you for inviting me.”

“Fantastic,” Rosie said. “This is going to be the best day ever. I just know it.” Then she noticed No Name Yet in Clara’s arms. “Who is this?” she asked with an excited smile.

“This is my family’s new puppy,” Clara said.

“She is absolutely adorable,” Rosie said.

“I love puppies,” Stitch said.

“Me too,” Mist, Dash, and Aqua said.

“Look at those fluffy ears!” Snow said.

“She’s such a beautiful color,” Star said with a wink.

“I’m so glad you brought her,” Flip said. “What’s her name?”

“She doesn’t have one,” Clara said with a sigh. “My family hasn’t agreed on a name yet.”

Rosie grinned and widened her eyes. Her tiara—which had a gemstone design with a jumble of letters—sparkled. She looked at No Name Yet. And then she began to bark.

No Name Yet leaped from Clara’s arms. She bounded right up to Rosie and let out three loud barks.

Rosie nodded as she listened. She turned to Clara. “Your puppy says her name is Quacklemeyer Cavendish Oberdorfer. But she likes to be called Quack for short.”

“Thank you,” Clara said. “What a great name.” She kneeled, held out her hand, and called, “Here, Quack! Come!”

Quack turned as soon as she heard her name. She wagged her tail, ran over to Clara, flopped onto the floor, and rolled over. Clara and the pegasus princesses laughed as Clara gave Quack a belly rub. She was excited to tell her family the puppy’s name—she had a feeling Miranda and her parents would all love the name Quack.

After a few seconds, Quack stood up, looked at Rosie, and barked. Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she listened and nodded. She barked back and turned to Clara. “Quack says she would like to play with another puppy. She loves your family and her new life at your house, but she said she also feels lonely sometimes. She asked if there are any puppies in Feather Palace. I told her we have a pet cat but unfortunately not a pet dog.”

“Hold on,” Flip said suddenly. “I have an idea.” She winked at Clara as the spiral design on her tiara sparkled. She flapped her wings and did a somersault in the air. In a flash of light, Flip turned into a peach puppy with small, filmy wings. Flip bounded over to Quack and yipped playfully. Quack yipped back. Before Clara could blink, Flip and Quack were wrestling and rolling across the palace floor. They tumbled into Lucinda’s cat sofa, somersaulted for a few more seconds, and then took turns chasing each other in circles.

That was when Clara noticed Lucinda. Flip and Quack had woken the cat up from her nap, and now she stood on her sofa with her back arched, her tail puffed up, and her green eyes narrowed in annoyance. Rosie followed Clara’s gaze. “Oh dear,” she said. “I’m not sure Lucinda has ever met a dog. We’ve certainly never had one in the palace.”

“It’s okay, Lucinda,” Snow said gently.

“What is going on?” Lucinda sniffed, puffing up her tail even more as she watched Flip and Quack zoom around the room.

“Oh, Lucinda,” Clara said, walking over to the cat. She stroked her back and scratched behind her ears. “Quack is a special member of my family. But I can understand that you’re not happy I brought her with me today. I’m sorry.”

“Humph,” Lucinda said, though Clara noticed Lucinda’s tail got a tiny bit less puffy and her back relaxed ever so slightly.

“You know what?” Clara said. “I don’t think Quack has ever met a cat. Maybe you could help Quack learn that it’s okay to be friends with cats.”

Lucinda swished her tail and wrinkled up her nose.

“And maybe,” Clara continued, “if Rosie translates, Quack would play a guessing game with you.”

“Really?” Lucinda asked, widening her eyes and sitting.

“Really,” Clara said. “I just have a feeling Quack likes guessing games.”

“I have a feeling it would be hard to find a game Quack doesn’t like,” Rosie said. “And I’d be glad to translate.” Her tiara sparkled, and she barked in the direction of Flip and Quack, who were chasing each other in circles around Dash’s throne.

Flip and Quack, both panting, raced over to Rosie, Clara, and Lucinda. Flip did a somersault and turned back into a pegasus. Rosie and Quack barked back and forth.

“Quack says she loves guessing games,” Rosie said. “She can’t wait to play.”

Quack put her front paws up on Lucinda’s sofa, sniffed Lucinda, and wagged her tail. Lucinda touched her nose to Quack’s. And then, to Clara’s surprise and relief, Lucinda began to purr.

“How about if I guess Quack’s favorite thing to do in three tries?” Lucinda suggested.

Rosie and Quack barked, and Rosie said, “Quack loves that idea. She’s ready to play.”
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Lucinda fluttered up into the air and hovered above Quack’s head. “Is it getting a bath?” she asked.

Rosie and Quack barked back and forth. “Quack hates baths,” Rosie said.

Clara giggled. She had not needed Rosie’s translation to know that. The day her family brought Quack home, the puppy had rolled in an enormous mud puddle. Clara’s parents had insisted Quack take a bath in the back yard before coming into the house, and Quack had not liked it one bit.

“Rats!” Lucinda said. “Well, I have two more guesses.” She swooped down to the floor and stared into Quack’s eyes. “Is it getting brushed?” she asked.

Rosie and Quack barked. “Quack hates getting brushed even more than baths,” Rosie said. Clara had known that, too. After Quack’s bath, Clara had tried to brush her. But the puppy had hidden under the bed. And so Clara had put away the brush.

“Double rats!” Lucinda said. “Now I’ll get it. I know I will.” She flapped her wings and flew in a circle around Quack’s head. “Is it eating lettuce?” she guessed.

Rosie and Quack barked back and forth. “Quack says that lettuce is pretty much the only food she refuses to eat,” Rosie said. “She says that while she loves squeaking toys, playing chase, and tugging on things, her very favorite activity in the world is digging holes in the dirt.”

“Triple rats!” Lucinda said, doing a giant flip in the air and landing on Clara’s head. “Well, next time I’ll get it. I know I will. It was just bad luck.”

Clara smiled at the feeling of Lucinda’s tail brushing across her face while the cat’s paws batted Clara’s ponytail. Then Lucinda swooped down, landed next to Quack on the floor, and rubbed her face against Quack’s. The puppy wagged her tail. The two curled up in a ball together, with Lucinda purring loudly and Quack panting happily.

Clara and the pegasus princesses watched Lucinda and Quack. And then they looked at each other and smiled.

“Well,” Rosie said. “I think it’s about time Clara, Quack, and I left for the Sky Garden. I told all the insects I would listen to their final practice sessions before the concert. And we have to spread blankets in the grass for the audience.”

Stitch looked at Clara. “I have something to give you before you go,” she said. She galloped out of the front hall and returned a few seconds later with a green velvet bag. She dropped the bag in Clara’s hands.

Clara held her breath as she plunged her hand into the bag and pulled out two glittery, bright green shoes with gauzy purple laces. Clara turned them upside down to look at the soles. The toes and heels were metal. They were tap shoes!

“I used my magic to make those just for you,” Stitch said. “They’ll be perfect for the concert.”

“Thank you so much,” Clara said. She slid off her flip-flops and put on the tap shoes. She tapped out a rhythm with her toes and heels on the floor. Her shoes made a wonderful clacking noise that echoed throughout the front hall.
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“You’re a natural,” Rosie said with a wink.

“Thanks again,” Clara said. “These are perfect.”

“Well,” Rosie said, “I think we’d better go.”

Rosie kneeled in front of Clara. Clara scooped up Quack, swung her leg over Rosie’s back, and sat between Rosie’s wings. Rosie stood up. “I’ll see all of you in about an hour for the concert,” she said.

“See you soon!” Mist and Aqua said.

Star, Dash, and Flip swished their tails and nodded.

“I’ll get there a little early to help you spread the blankets,” Snow said.

“Me too,” Stitch said.

“I’ll come with Snow and Stitch,” Lucinda said. “I’d like to spend extra time with my new friend Quack. But first I want to play a guessing game with Mist. She said I could try to guess her favorite metal. I’m sure it’s bronze or copper!”

Clara looked at Mist’s silver coat, silver mane, and silver tail. She and Mist smiled at each other, and Mist winked.

“See you all soon!” Rosie said. She galloped toward the palace’s front doors, and they swung open. Rosie leaped out into a clear blue sky. With one hand, Clara gripped Rosie’s soft pink mane. With the other, she held Quack’s collar. Clara looked down at the sea of green treetops below. She turned for a few seconds and admired Feather Palace. The wing-shaped castle shimmered in the sunlight as it hung in the sky. Clara sucked in her breath with excitement.
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“ I cannot wait to show you and Quack the Sky Garden,” Rosie said as she soared higher and higher into the sky.

“I can’t wait to see it,” Clara said.

“Every other year, I’ve planted vegetables in my garden,” Rosie said. “But this year, I decided to do something different. I planted music flowers! As soon as they bloomed, the Sky Garden insects and I came up with a great idea. We formed the Wing Realm’s first-ever Garden Orchestra.”

“That sounds amazing,” Clara said.

“I can’t believe it’s finally the day of our first concert,” Rosie said. “We’ve been practicing for weeks and weeks. I’m so excited I can hardly stand it.”

“Thank you for including me,” Clara said, looking down at her shiny tap shoes. “I’m excited, too!”

Quack barked and yipped several times.

Rosie barked back. Quack made a whimpering noise. And then the two barked back and forth for several seconds.

“Quack was wondering what we were talking about, so I told her,” Rosie explained. “She really wants to be part of the concert too, and she feels disappointed she can’t participate. I sure wish I had puppy tap shoes or some kind of instrument she could play.” Rosie paused, and Clara gave Quack a comforting squeeze. “You know what?” Rosie said in an excited voice. “We have a little bit of time before we absolutely have to be at the Sky Garden. I know something we could do on the way there that is sure to cheer Quack up.”

“What is it?” Clara asked.

“You’ll see,” Rosie said in a playful voice.

That’s when Clara saw a bright pink cloud up ahead. The cloud glittered in the sunlight, and Rosie flew straight for it, beating her wings faster and faster.

After a few seconds, Rosie landed on the cloud. She kneeled, and Clara slid off her back. The cloud felt bouncy under her feet, like a trampoline. She put Quack down next to her, and the puppy began to leap and jump, yipping with delight as she bounced back and forth across the cloud.

“It’s this way to the Sky Garden,” Rosie said, and she half trotted, half bounced over to an archway in the center of the cloud. Clara hopped after her. The archway was made of yellow and red vines braided together. Instead of flowers, the vines grew small wind chimes and bunches of maracas. A breeze gusted across the cloud, and the wind chimes played soft notes while the maracas rattled. Clara noticed that the air under the archway seemed to shimmer.
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Rosie looked at Clara and Quack. She winked. And then she leaped through the archway, vanishing into the shimmering air.

Quack watched Rosie with wide eyes. And then the puppy jumped through the archway and disappeared.

Clara sucked in her breath. She bent her knees. She squeezed her eyes shut. And she jumped forward through the archway. She landed and opened her eyes. Now she stood next to Rosie and Quack on a cobblestone path. The walkway led straight ahead to an ivy-covered stone wall with a wooden door. Tall, leafy hedges lined the left side of the path. On the right was a meadow with a small hill in its center. “The Sky Garden is right through that door,” Rosie said, nodding straight ahead. She flashed a smile at Clara and Quack. “But before we go in, I have some special friends for you and Quack to meet.”

Rosie turned and trotted across the meadow while Clara jogged alongside her. Quack zoomed in circles around them, yipping happily, rolling in patches of purple wildflowers, and digging holes. When they reached the hill, Clara’s eyes widened: there were small windows with flower boxes and a door made of sticks built right into the grassy hillside.

“A mother wolf and her six cubs from the Glitter Realm needed a new home, so I offered to let them live here,” Rosie explained. “They moved in two weeks ago, and they’re still getting settled. They speak Wolf, but luckily, I can use my magic to talk to them.” Rosie paused. “Come to think of it, Dog and Wolf are very similar languages. Quack and the wolf family will probably be able to talk to each other.”

“Quack will love meeting the wolf cubs,” Clara said.

“That’s what I was thinking,” Rosie said. Her tiara sparkled, she turned her face toward the sky, and she let out a high howling sound. A second later, the stick door swung open and a lime green wolf with gold eyes slipped out into the meadow. She smiled warmly, tilted her head upward, and howled.

“This is Winnie the wolf,” Rosie said. “She says her cubs are just now waking up from a nap. She wants to know if you and Quack would like to come inside and meet them.”

“I’d love to,” Clara said. She looked around for Quack and then giggled when she spotted the tip of Quack’s tail disappearing through the den’s doorway. Apparently the puppy had had no trouble understanding Winnie’s howled invitation!

Clara, Rosie, and Winnie smiled at each other and followed Quack inside. A yellow light, shaped like a moon, hung from the ceiling. A silver rug covered the floor. Along one wall, six small food dishes and one big one were arranged in a neat line. Along another wall were three puppy-size bunkbeds and what looked to Clara like one large dog bed. In each bunk lay a small green wolf cub. The cubs stretched, blinked their eyes, and yawned.
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Winnie howled softly and yipped.

Rosie’s tiara sparkled and she nodded. “Winnie would like me to introduce you to Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa.”

“Please tell Winnie and her cubs I’m thrilled to meet them,” Clara said.

But before Rosie could howl Clara’s message, Quack began to bark excitedly. Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa looked at Quack. Their golden eyes widened. Theirs ears pricked straight up. They leaped from their beds. And before Clara could blink, Quack and the six wolf cubs were sprinting in faster and faster circles around the inside of the den. As they ran, they pointed their noses at the moon-shaped light and began to howl. Clara covered her ears with her hands. Rosie flattened her ears against her head. Winnie looked at Quack and the wolf cubs, yipped several times, and pointed her nose toward the door. Clara did not need a translation from Rosie to know that Winnie was telling Quack and the cubs to go outside if they needed to run and make noise. Clara’s parents had said exactly the same thing to her and Miranda many times.

Quack, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa howled as they raced out the door and into the meadow.

“Phew!” Clara said.

“That was extremely loud,” Rosie said.

Winnie smiled and yipped.

Rosie’s tiara sparkled, and she nodded. “Winnie says her cubs haven’t gotten to have a friend over since they moved here, and they’re thrilled to play with Quack.”

Clara, Rosie, and Winnie filed out of the den and into the meadow. Quack and the wolf cubs were chasing each other in circles, chewing on sticks, tugging on tree branches, crunching pinecones in their mouths, wrestling, tumbling over each other, and digging holes. “I’m glad they’re having so much fun,” Clara said.
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“Me too,” Rosie said.

Winnie howled and yipped. Rosie howled and yipped back. She let out a long sigh. “Winnie just told me that Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa have all been begging to play instruments in the Garden Orchestra. I sure wish I could think of a way for them to participate. Maybe by our next concert I’ll have an idea for a way to include Quack and her six new wolf cubs.”

Clara nodded.

“I hate to say this,” Rosie said, “but, speaking of the concert, I think it’s about time for us to go to the Sky Garden to listen to final practice sessions and set up the blankets.” Rosie’s tiara sparkled and she howled to Winnie. The wolf nodded. She looked at her cubs and yipped six times.

The wolf cubs stopped playing. They looked at their mother. They cocked their heads, as if they were deciding what to do. And then they all kept wrestling, tumbling, chewing, tugging, digging, and running. Winnie howled and yipped six times again, this time a little louder. The wolf cubs paused. They looked at her. And then they all kept playing. Winnie glanced at Clara and Rosie with a kind but exasperated expression on her face. Then she howled very loudly, bounded over to the cubs, and crouched down. She yipped six times, and Clara thought it sounded like Winnie was calling each of her cubs’ names.

The six wolf cubs stopped running. They looked at their mother. And then, with their tails wagging, they bounded over to her and climbed onto her back. When all six cubs were sitting in a perfect line, Winnie stood up. She winked at Clara and Rosie. And then she climbed into her den with her cubs and closed the door.

Quack stopped digging a hole in the middle of the meadow and sat down. She looked longingly at the wolf family’s home.

“Poor Quack,” Clara said. “She already misses her friends.”

“I’ll tell her she’ll get to see them at the concert,” Rosie said. Her tiara sparkled as she barked. The puppy’s eyes brightened and she wagged her tail. Clara reached down, scooped up Quack, and gave her an encouraging squeeze.

With Quack in her arms, Clara walked alongside Rosie across the meadow, onto the cobblestone path, and up to the wooden door in the stone garden wall. Clara smiled at the clacking noise her tap shoes made against the stones.

Rosie pushed the door open with her nose, and galloped through it. Clara followed right behind.
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“ Welcome to the Sky Garden,” Rosie said.

“Thank you,” Clara said, admiring a row of large flower beds. Behind them was a pink wooden shed.

Rosie nodded toward a slate patio on one side of the garden. “And that’s where you, my sisters, and I will stand and tap dance during the concert,” she explained. Then she nodded toward a stretch of grass along the garden wall. “And that’s where we’ll put the blankets for the audience,” she said. “But first, let’s go listen to the insects’ practice sessions.”

“That sounds great,” Clara said. She put Quack down to sniff and explore. And then she and Rosie walked to the first garden bed. There, a cluster of shrubs with shiny purple leaves displayed what looked at first to Clara like bright orange honey-suckle flowers. But when she leaned forward to smell them, she realized they weren’t honeysuckles at all. They were small flutes!

“These are flute-flower bushes,” Rosie explained.

A swarm of red dragonflies and teal-and-pink-striped bumblebees flew over to the garden bed. They swarmed above the flute-flower bushes and made loud buzzing noises.

Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she listened and nodded. Then she buzzed back. “They say they have been practicing all morning. They took a short break to rest their wings. And now they’re ready for one last rehearsal.”

“I can’t wait to hear it,” Clara said.

The dragonflies each flew to a flute-flower and hovered just above it. As the wind from their beating wings blew through the flutes, Clara heard a high, clear note. Next, the bumblebees landed on the flute-flowers’ holes, and to Clara’s delight, the note changed. Rosie grinned and buzzed encouragingly at the dragonflies and bumblebees. With her hoof, she tapped out a beat on the cobblestones. Clara joined in with her tap shoe. After a few seconds, the bumblebees began flying from flute-flower hole to flute-flower hole while the dragonflies kept beating their wings. Together they played a song. When it ended, Clara clapped.
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The dragonflies and bumblebees flew up above the flute-flower bushes and formed a line in the air. Then they all bowed. Rosie buzzed excitedly. “I just told them they have worked really hard on their part, and it shows,” Rosie said. “They’re ready for the concert.”

“They sound great,” Clara agreed.

“Let’s go listen to the caterpillars’ final practice session on the harp ferns,” Rosie said. She and Clara walked to the next garden bed. There, Clara saw an explosion of lemon-colored ferns. On the end of each unruly frond was a small gold harp.

Clara heard a high-pitched twittering sound coming from the ground. She looked down to see a group of blue caterpillars gathered around a large green leaf. The caterpillars were taking bites from the leaf and making twittering sounds with their antennae. Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she listened to the twittering. Then she turned to Clara. “The caterpillars say that now that they’ve finished lunch, they’re ready for one last rehearsal,” Rosie said. “They also said it takes them at least twenty minutes to crawl all the way up the ferns to their harps. They’re wondering if you could pick them up and put them on their instruments.”

Clara smiled. “I’d be glad to help,” she said. She kneeled next to the caterpillars. She gently picked one up between her thumb and forefinger. The caterpillar smiled and made a twittering noise. Clara placed the caterpillar on one of the harps. With its legs, it plucked the strings to play a series of joyful notes.

Clara kneeled and picked up another caterpillar and placed it on a harp. And then another. And another. When she had placed all the caterpillars on harps, Rosie tapped her hoof to a beat.
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Clara joined in. Clara closed her eyes and listened to the music. When the caterpillars finished, Clara clapped. Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she made excited twittering noises. “I told them their music sounds wonderful and that they’re ready for the concert.” The caterpillars crept to the top of their harps, stood up, and bowed.

“We have one last rehearsal to listen to,” Rosie said. “Are you ready to hear the fireflies play the trumpet plants?”

“Definitely,” Clara said. She followed Rosie to the next garden bed, where tall, thin plants with red stems, orange leaves, and closed purple buds stood in neat rows. A small swarm of fireflies rushed over. In unison, they flashed and blinked their lights. Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she watched.

“The fireflies say they’ve just taken a long nap and now they’re ready for a final rehearsal,” Rosie said. “I’ll tell them to get in their positions.” She flashed and blinked her tiara.

Each firefly flew to one of the purple buds and hovered above it. Rosie tapped her hoof to a beat, and Clara joined in. A firefly lit up, and the purple bud underneath it burst open to reveal a small silver trumpet that blasted out a note. The firefly stopped shining, and the bud immediately closed around the trumpet. Soon, fireflies began flashing on and off. Buds opened, trumpets blasted notes, and then the buds closed. Clara listened and watched in amazement.

When they finished, Clara clapped and Rosie’s tiara blinked. “I told them they’ve done amazing work practicing. They’re definitely ready for the concert,” she said.

Rosie looked ahead at the last garden bed, a square of dark earth with no plants. “I haven’t planted anything there yet,” she said. “I was about to plant squeaker vines, and I even got a bag of squeaker vine seeds. But then I read in my gardening book that unless they’re in a shady spot, they grow really fast and take over the entire garden.” Rosie shrugged. “Anyway, the blankets for the audience are in the shed. Why don’t we start spreading them out in the grass?”

“Sounds good,” Clara said. She realized she had been so interested in the insects’ rehearsals that she had forgotten to check on Quack. She looked around the garden for the puppy. She felt relieved when she spotted Quack in the grass, sleeping in a patch of bright sunlight. Clara smiled and skipped over to the shed.

Rosie pulled a rope handle to open the shed door. Inside, Clara saw shovels, hoes, rakes, bags of soil, bags of mulch, balls of twine, and a stepladder. On top of the step-ladder was a brown paper bag labeled, “Squeaker Vine Seeds.” Behind the ladder was a pile of folded blankets.

“I’ll move the stepladder out into the garden so we can reach the blankets,”

Clara said.

“Good idea,” Rosie said.

Clara picked up the stepladder with the seed bag on top and placed it outside the shed on the walkway. She ducked back inside the shed and grabbed two blankets from the top of the stack. As she skipped over to the grass to spread them out, the garden door swung open. Snow, Stitch, and Lucinda burst in. “Hello!” Snow called out.

“How can we help?” Stitch asked.

Lucinda purred. “I was thinking that since Quack played my favorite kind of game with me, I’d try playing one of her favorite games with her.”

“That’s a great idea,” Rosie said. “But please don’t dig any holes in my garden.”

“I was thinking I’d offer to play chase,” Lucinda said. She waved her tail in the air as she pranced over to Quack. She used her paw to gently tap the sleeping puppy’s nose. Quack opened her eyes. As soon as she saw Lucinda, she jumped up and wagged her tail. Lucinda ran in a circle around Quack. A look of pure delight came over Quack’s face. She sprinted across the garden as Lucinda chased her. They leaped together over flute-flower bushes. The wove through the harp ferns. They ran right through the trumpet plants. And then, they crashed right into the stepladder.

The bag of squeaker vine seeds soared into the air. As it arced upward, it flipped upside down and sprayed seeds all over the garden. Then, the empty brown bag floated to the ground. For a moment, the sun shone down on the seeds. In the time it took Clara to blink, lime green shoots emerged from the seeds as roots fingered into the soil. The shoots soon turned into thin, leafy vines. Clara watched as the vines grew and grew, snaking, twisting, and tangling across the garden. The vines wove back and forth through the trumpet plants. They spiraled around the harp ferns. They crisscrossed the flute-flower bushes. Clara watched with wide eyes as the vines began to grow small, shiny purple balls that, in a matter of seconds, swelled from the size of a blueberry to the size of a plum.
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“ Oh no!” Rosie gasped, as a vine circled her hoof and began to climb her leg.

“What a disaster,” Snow said, stepping away from a tendril that was grasping for her tail.

Stitch’s mouth hung open in shock.

Quack whimpered.

Lucinda raced behind the shed and hid.

“This is terrible,” Rosie whispered. “Is there any way to make them stop growing?”

“I don’t think so,” Stitch said.

Snow shook her head and gulped.

Clara suddenly remembered her father saying they had to plant the sugar snap peas in time for the vines to make peas before the first frost. That meant cold might stop the vines from growing. “Snow,” she said quickly, “can you use your magic to freeze the squeaker vines?”

Snow nodded. The snowflake design on her tiara sparkled. White light flashed. Shiny clear ice coated the vines. Instantly they stopped growing. Clara let out a long sigh of relief. And then, she, Snow, and Stitch stared at each other in stunned silence.
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Finally, Rosie shook her head and whispered, “I’m so glad you had that idea to use Snow’s magic to stop the vines. But,” she said as her eyes filled with tears, “now my garden is ruined. Vines are covering all the plants. We’ll have no choice but to cancel the concert. The best day of my life is turning into the worst.”

Clara wrapped her arms around Rosie’s neck. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “Let’s all take a deep breath and think for a moment about whether there is any way to save your garden and the concert.”

Clara, Rosie, Snow, and Stitch all sucked in their breath and exhaled slowly. Snow furrowed her brow as she thought. Stitch stared at a cluster of tangled, icy vines and took several more long, deep breaths. Rosie sucked in her lips and tapped her hoof. Clara closed her eyes so she could concentrate on coming up with a creative solution. Then she felt two paws pressing against her leg. She looked down to see Quack. Quack’s tail drooped, her ears lay flat against her head, and her eyes looked dark and sad. She made a long, low whimpering noise.

Rosie’s tiara sparkled as she listened. “Quack says she’s really sorry she spilled those seeds,” Rosie said.

Clara kneeled and petted Quack. The puppy half-heartedly wagged her tail and sniffed one of the vines. She used her mouth to tug on it. And then she bit down on one of the purple balls. The ice on the ball cracked and fell off. Quack bit down on the ball again. This time it made a loud, squeaking noise. Quack wagged her tail and squeaked the ball several more times. Then she tugged on the vine again. As Clara watched, she thought about how much fun Quack had had digging and tugging on branches in the meadow. She also thought about how badly Quack and the wolf cubs had wanted to play in the Garden Orchestra.
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And then, all of a sudden, Clara had an idea. She hopped up and down with excitement and turned to Rosie, Snow, and Stitch. “I have a plan to save both the garden and the concert,” she said.

“I’ll do absolutely anything to help,” Rosie said.

“Me too!” Stitch said.

“Me three!” Snow said.

“Fantastic,” Clara said. “Do you think it would be okay to use two balls of twine and two of the blankets?”

Rosie nodded. “Absolutely. There are a few extra blankets in the shed anyway.”

Clara nodded. “Great,” she said. “The first thing we need is a bunch of sticks. We’ll need one long, thick one and about six smaller ones. Would you mind asking Quack to go get the sticks from the meadow?”

Rosie furrowed her brow in confusion. “I can’t imagine how some extra blankets and a few sticks could get us out of this mess, but I’m willing to try anything.” She shrugged, looked at Quack, and barked.

Quack listened for a few seconds. Her ears perked up. Her tail wagged. She yipped with excitement. And then she bounded across the Sky Garden and out the door. “Quack really wants to help,” Rosie said. “She’s going to go gather sticks in the meadow. I told her to ask the wolf cubs for help.”

“Great idea,” Clara said. “I’ll be right back.”

Clara jogged over to the shed. The tangled, frozen vines crunched beneath her feet. She grabbed two folded blankets and two balls of twine. She ran back across the vines and set the blankets and twine down in front of Stitch. Just then, all six wolf cubs and Quack burst into the garden. In her mouth, Quack dragged a long, thick stick. Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa each carried a shorter, thinner stick. “Could you ask Quack and the wolf cubs to drop the sticks in a pile next to the blankets and twine?” Clara asked Rosie. “And maybe also tell them we’ll need their help again in just a moment.”

“Sure thing,” Rosie said. Her tiara sparkled as she barked and howled.

Quack and the wolf cubs wagged their tails as they dropped their sticks in a pile.

Clara turned to Stitch and asked, “Do you think you could use your magic to make a parasol out of the sticks, twine, and blankets?”

Stitch frowned. In a nervous voice, she said, “I’ll do anything at all to help. And I love sewing challenges. But the truth is that I don’t know what a parasol is.”

“No problem,” Clara said. “It’s like an umbrella. Except it blocks sun instead of rain.”

Stitch grinned. She looked for a few seconds at the supplies. And then she reared up with excitement. “I know exactly what to do,” she said. The needle and thread design on her tiara sparkled. All the sticks lifted up into the air. The big stick Quack had brought floated vertically, like a pole. The other small sticks arranged themselves like spokes around the top of the big stick. Then one of the balls of twine lifted up into the air. Glittery light flashed. And the twine wove around all the sticks, binding them together.

“So far, so good,” Stitch said, furrowing her brow in concentration. Her tiara sparkled more, and the blankets rose up into the air and unfolded. A magic pair of golden scissors appeared, and in a swirl of glittery light it cut the blankets into long, identical triangles. The triangles floated over to the top of the stick pole and formed a circle. Finally, a giant gold needle appeared. The other ball of twine floated upward. The twine threaded itself through the needle. And then, in a golden blur, the needle sewed all the blanket triangles together and sewed them to the sticks. The finished parasol twirled in a circle and flew right into Clara’s hands.

“Thank you so much,” Clara said. “This is perfect.”

“My pleasure,” Stitch said. “I’m very curious to see what you’re going to do with it.”
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Clara carried the parasol over to the empty garden bed. She planted it right in the center, so it cast a shadow over the entire bed. “Now we have a shady spot for the squeaker vines,” Clara said.

“It was a great idea to make them a parasol,” Rosie said. “But how will we move them? It would take us hours to dig up all their roots. And then we’d have to somehow drag them over to the shady garden bed.”

“It would take a human and three pegasus princesses hours,” Clara said with a smile. “But it will only take a puppy and six wolf cubs a few minutes.”

An enormous grin spread across Rosie’s face. “You’re right!” she said. She looked at Quack, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa. Her tiara sparkled as she howled and barked.

Quack, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa slowly wagged their tails as they listened carefully to Rosie. Then they began to dig up the vines and drag them over to the shady garden bed. Clara kneeled next to the bed and planted the vines as soon as Quack and the wolf cubs brought them over to her.

In a few minutes, Clara had planted every single squeaker vine plant under the parasol. As she brushed the dirt off her hands, she noticed that all the ice had melted. She watched the vines for a moment and sucked in her breath, hoping the parasol would provide enough shade that they wouldn’t take over the garden again. To her relief, she couldn’t even see them growing at all.

“You did it!” Rosie exclaimed, rearing up with excitement as she looked at her garden. “You saved my garden and the concert. Thank you!”

“That was an amazing, creative solution,” Snow said.

“It was my pleasure,” Clara said. She looked at the squeaker vines and then at Quack and the wolf cubs. “I had one other idea. Do you think Quack and the wolves could play the squeakers on the vines as part of the concert?”

“What a great idea,” Rosie said. “I’m so glad you thought of a way to include them.” Her tiara sparkled as she howled, yipped, and barked. Quack, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa listened for a few seconds. And then they howled with glee and raced over to the squeaker vines’ shaded bed. Their tails wagged as they bit down on the squeakers over and over again.

After a few seconds, Rosie howled and barked, and Quack and the wolf cubs stopped playing. “I told them that they sound great,” she said. “And then I asked them to stop playing until it’s time for the concert.”

Clara nodded. She ran to the shed, got the rest of the blankets, and spread them out in the grass. As she finished, Mist, Aqua, Flip, Star, and Dash galloped into the garden.
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“ Wow, everything looks great,” Mist said.

“I had no idea you were planning to add a squeaking section to the orchestra,” Aqua said, nodding toward the squeaker vines.

“It was a bit of a—” Rosie began.

“Last-minute decision,” Stitch and Snow said in unison.

Clara, Rosie, Stitch, and Snow looked at each other and laughed.

Just then, a parade of Wing Realm creatures entered the garden. Squirrels, rabbits, chipmunks, beavers, skunks, foxes, badgers, porcupines, mice, rats, frogs, and lizards—all with wings—filed in and sat down on the blankets. Clara noticed Winnie sitting among a group of foxes with a joyful expression on her face. Clara caught her eye, and Winnie let out a happy howl. Clara knew Winnie was excited her cubs were getting to participate in the orchestra after all. When all the audience members were seated, Rosie looked at her sisters and Clara. “It’s time to start,” she said, rearing up with excitement.

Clara and the pegasus princesses grinned excitedly at each other. They walked to the patio and stood in a circle.

Clara looked at the garden beds. The butterflies and bumblebees were ready at the flute-flowers. The caterpillars had crawled onto their harps. The fireflies were hovering above the buds on the trumpet flower bushes. Quack and the wolf cubs sat around the squeaker vines. And Clara noticed a patch of silver fur next to Quack. She stood on her tippy toes to get a better view. Lucinda had come out of her hiding place behind the shed and was sitting right next to Quack, sniffing a squeaker. Clara giggled.

“Here we go!” Rosie said to Clara and her sisters. And then she counted, “A one and a two and a one two three four,” as she tapped her hooves. Clara tapped out rhythms with her tap shoes while the pegasus princesses tapped and slid their hooves against the slate. The dragonflies and bumblebees played the flute-flowers. The caterpillars plucked the strings of the harp ferns. The fireflies blinked and flashed to blast the trumpet flowers. And, to Clara’s delight, Quack, Lucinda, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa bit the squeakers to the beat.
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That’s when Clara noticed a patch of silver fur next to Quack. She stood on her tippy toes to get a better view. Lucinda had come out of her hiding place behind the shed and was sitting right next to Quack, sniffing a squeaker.

The orchestra played one song. And another. And then another. And still another. When they had finished four songs, they stopped playing. The creatures in the audience stood up and cheered. Clara, the pegasus princesses, the insects, Quack, Lucinda, and the wolf cubs all bowed.

“That was an amazing concert,” Rosie said to Clara. “Thank you so much for saving the day.”

“And thank you so much for joining our rhythm section,” Snow said.

“And thank you for bringing Quack,” Star said, smiling at the sprinting puppy.

“Thank you so much for including us in the Garden Orchestra,” Clara said.

That’s when Clara noticed she felt a little hungry and ready to go home. She wanted to eat an apple and make the wacklewasher for her felt caterpillar. And then maybe she would see if her parents would take her and Quack to the pet supply store to get a new squeaky toy.

“I’ve had such a good time,” Clara said to the pegasus princesses. “But I think Quack and I are ready to go home.”

“I had a feeling you were about to say that,” Rosie said. “Thank you so much for coming. We can’t wait to see you again soon.”

Clara looked around for Quack. And then she smiled. Quack, Lucinda, Wendy, Watson, Wanda, Wallace, Wendell, and Willa were all curled up together, napping in the sun. Clara kneeled, held out her hand, and said, “Come!”

Quack looked at her and made a disappointed, whining noise.

“I’ll help you,” Rosie said. She barked and yipped at Quack. The puppy stood up, wagged her tail, and bounded over to Clara. Clara kneeled and scooped up Quack in her arms.

“I told her that you would have a present for her as soon as you get back to the human world,” Rosie said.

“But I don’t have a present,” Clara said.

Rosie smiled and winked. “Just wait and see,” she said. “Thank you so much for coming.”

“Please come back soon,” Snow said.

“I most certainly will,” Clara said. Holding Quack with one arm, she used the other to pull the feather from her back pocket. “Take me home, please,” she said.

The feather lifted Clara and Quack straight up into the air. As they soared higher and higher, they began to spin. Everything went pitch black. And then Clara and Quack landed under the pine tree in the forest behind Clara’s house. She stood up, noticing she was back to wearing her flip-flops, and put Quack down on the ground. As she did, she felt something bulky in her pocket. She pushed her hand inside and pulled out a large purple squeaker. Clara giggled. She threw it to Quack, who caught it in the air and began to squeak with glee. Clara giggled and skipped back toward her house with Quack running—and squeaking—alongside.


Don’t miss our next high-flying adventure!
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“ What should we name it?” Clara Griffin asked her younger sister, Miranda.

The two girls—wearing matching light blue snowsuits and green winter boots—stood side by side on a white sheet spread over their living room carpet. Together, they admired the snow-covered mountain they had built by draping five white sheets over an enormous mound of cushions, pillows, coats, stuffed animals, sleeping bags, beanbag chairs, towels, and balled-up blankets.

“Mount Snow?” Miranda suggested. She frowned. “That’s too boring. Can you think of a more creative name?”

“Hmm,” Clara said. “Mount Mongolopticus?”

Miranda laughed. “Mount Mongolopticus,” she repeated. “That’s perfect. Do you think the snow leopards are ready to go mitten-sliding?”

Clara turned to the coffee table, which she and her sister had pushed into a corner to make space for their mountain. On the table’s glass top lay four snow leopards the sisters had made out of twigs, string, dandelion fluff, and glue. The leopards were napping while their glue dried. “I bet they’re ready now,” Clara said. “Should I go get them?”

Miranda paused. She let out a long sigh. “The only problem is I’m really, really hot in my snowsuit.”

Clara nodded. She had to admit she was also feeling too hot. After all, it was a sunny, warm spring day. “Let’s take them off for a little while,” Clara said.

Miranda scrunched up her nose. “We can’t play Snowy Mountain without wearing snowsuits.”

“What if we just pretend to wear them?” Clara suggested.

“It’s not the same,” Miranda said, shaking her head.

Clara sighed. Miranda was right that wearing a snowsuit and pretending to wear a snowsuit weren’t exactly the same. But Clara noticed drops of sweat forming on her forehead, and her shirt felt damp against her back. The sisters needed to cool off somehow. And then Clara had an idea. She hopped from one foot to the other. “I know what we can do!” she exclaimed. “I’ll be right back!”

Clara raced into the kitchen, leaped across the tile floor to the refrigerator, and opened the freezer door. On one of the shelves was a clear plastic bin full of reusable ice packs that she and her sister put in their school lunches to keep them cool. Clara grabbed the entire bin, swung the freezer door shut, and rushed back to the living room. She placed the bin on the floor between her and her sister.

“What are those for?” Miranda asked, raising her eyebrows.

“Watch this!” Clara said. She unzipped the top of her snowsuit. Then she picked up an ice pack and dropped it right inside her suit. The ice pack settled next to her left knee. She picked up two more ice packs and dropped them into the back of her suit. Her damp shirt instantly felt cool.

Miranda giggled. She unzipped her snowsuit and dropped one ice pack into the front and one into the back. Her eyes widened and she grinned. “Good idea, Clara,” she said. “I’m starting to feel cooler already.”

Clara and Miranda giggled as they dropped ice pack after ice pack into their snowsuits. When the bin was empty, they both zipped themselves back up.
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“Let’s roll on the floor to move the ice packs around,” Clara said. She flopped down and rolled across the white sheet, enjoying the feeling of the ice packs shifting across her stomach, legs, and back.

Miranda crouched down and did two somersaults. She did a cartwheel. And then she rolled over to Clara. “Now I’m the perfect temperature,” she said.

“Me too!” Clara said. “Are you ready for leopard mitten-sliding now?”

Miranda nodded. “I’ll go wake up the snow leopards while you get the mittens,” she suggested.
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