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CHAPTER 1

Grandfather's Surprise

B
enny glanced out the window over the kitchen counter. Outside, his twelve-year-old sister, Jessie, was playing with their dog, Watch. Snowflakes fell onto the Aldens' back lawn.

“I hope it snows all day,” six-year-old Benny said. “And all night!” He dropped the last spoonful of dough onto a cookie sheet.

At the table, his sister Violet, who was ten years old, was sprinkling powdered sugar on a freshly baked batch of golden cookies. “It would be nice to have lots of snow,” she said. “We could go sledding.”

“And build snowmen,” Benny added.

Mrs. McGregor, the Aldens' housekeeper, carried Benny's filled cookie sheet to the oven. “I don't think there's much chance of that,” she said. “A few flurries is all those clouds have in them.”

Benny sighed. He had been looking forward to the season's first big snowfall. It was late this year. “It won't be much of a winter vacation without snow,” he said.

“Let's make our own snow,” Violet suggested.

Benny turned away from the window. “How?” he asked.

“We'll cut snowflakes,” Violet told him.

Benny knew how to do that. Before vacation, he and the other first-graders had made paper snowflakes to decorate their classroom. “I thought you meant
real
snow,” he said, disappointment in his voice.

“We'll hang them in the window, Benny,” Violet said. “That way, every time you look out, you'll see snow.”

“What a good idea,” Mrs. McGregor said. “And if you make some small snowflakes â€” no bigger around than the cookies, I'll show you something else you can do.”

Benny was curious. He cut the paper into four pieces. Then he folded and refolded each section. In one piece, he cut several small holes. Each was a different shape. When he unfolded the paper, he had a beautiful snowflake.

Mrs. McGregor laid it on top of a cookie.

Violet's eyes lit up. “Talk about good ideas!” she said.

Benny didn't think it was such a good idea. “Who's going to eat cookies with paper snowflakes on them?” he asked.

Mrs. McGregor laughed. “Oh, I think everyone will eat these when we're finished.”

Violet sprinkled the powdered sugar over the snowflake. Then she carefully removed the paper. The top of the cookie was dusted with a beautiful white design.

The three of them cut more paper designs.

“Can I sprinkle the sugar?” Benny asked.

Violet handed him the can. Benny turned it upside down and shook hard. The sugar poured through the holes in the can top like snow from a cloud.


Just then, Jessie opened the door and Watch bolted through. He slid across the floor to the table. Sniffing the air, he sat back on his hind legs and begged. Benny slipped him a cookie.

Jessie hung her coat on the hall tree beside the door. “It sure smells good in here,” she said.

Henry, their fourteen-year-old brother, came in with an armload of firewood.

“Is it still snowing?” Violet asked.

Henry set the firewood down near the kitchen fireplace. “It's stopped,” he said. “At least
out
side
.
Looks like a regular snowstorm in here.”

Benny laughed. “It's the sugar,” he said. “We're using it to make our own snow.”

Grandfather Alden entered from the front of the house. He was wearing his overcoat and scarf. His cheeks were rosy and his eyes sparkled. It was early for him to be home. He rarely left his mill until the end of the workday.

“Grandfather!” Benny exclaimed. “What a surprise!”

“Did I hear something about snow when I came in?” Mr. Alden asked.

“We were hoping for a snowstorm,” Violet told him.

Grandfather smiled. He looked as though he had a big secret. “What if I said that you'd see more snow this week than you've seen in a very long time?”

“Where?” they all asked at once.

Mr. Alden told them about his friend, Todd Mercer, who owned a lodge in the hills two hours north of Greenfield. “It's a wonderful place,” he said. “Every winter holiday, there's a kind of carnival with special events and prizes. Todd's been wanting me to bring you children up there since he bought the lodge.”

“Well, then, why haven't you, Grandfather?” Benny asked.

Mr. Alden chuckled. “That's exactly the question I asked myself this morning,” he said. “So I phoned Todd.”

Benny couldn't stand the suspense.  He shot to his feet. “Are we going?” he asked.

Grandfather looked from one to the other. “Do you want to go?”

They all said, “Yes!”

“When will we leave, Grandfather?” Jessie asked. She was thinking about the packing that would have to be done.

“Do you think you could be ready in” â€” Mr. Alden looked at his watch â€” “an hour?”

The children glanced at one another.

Henry wondered if his skis needed waxing.

Jessie wondered if her skates would fit.

Violet wondered where she had put her winter hat â€” the one with the purple stripes.

Benny wondered what food they would take.

There was so much to do. How could they possibly be ready in an hour? They looked at Grandfather Alden.

“Yes!” they all said. “We'll be ready!”

CHAPTER 2

Missing Keys

B
enny was the first to see the carved wooden sign. It read
Snow Haven Lodge.
“We're here!” he exclaimed.

Mr. Alden turned the station wagon into the long driveway. Snowflakes danced in the headlights. “And not a moment too soon,” he said. “With all this snow, driving will be impossible before too long.”

Violet glanced out her window. The branches of the evergreens were already heavy with snow. The ground below was covered in a soft blanket of white. “It's so beautiful!” she said.

“And so quiet,” Jessie said.

“What's that up ahead, Grandfather?” Henry asked. He pointed toward a long, low building. Its lights cast a warm glow through the gathering dusk.

“Must be the lodge,” Mr. Alden told him.

“Is that where we'll stay?” Jessie asked.

“I imagine so,” Mr. Alden answered.

“I'd rather stay in one of those,” Benny said. He pointed to a group of small cabins on their right.

Grandfather stopped the car in front of the lodge. Several other cars were parked there. Watch sat up and wagged his short tail.

They climbed out of the station wagon and headed inside. A fire blazed in the large, stone fireplace. Big, comfortable couches and chairs were grouped on the wood floor. Here and there, small clusters of people talked and laughed.

“James!” A tall, thin man stepped out from behind a counter and came toward them.

Mr. Alden grabbed the man's hand. “Todd, it's good to see you.”

Todd Mercer smiled. “I'm glad you made it before the storm,” he said.

“So are we!” Benny piped up.

“This must be the famous Benny,” Mr. Mercer said.

Benny blushed. He'd never been called
famous
before. It made him speechless.

Mr. Alden introduced his other grandchildren, and Watch, who had followed them inside. “I hope it's all right for our dog to be inside the lodge. He's very well-behaved,” said Mr. Alden.

“Fine with me,” Mr. Mercer said.

The door opened and a gust of snow blew in. A man and woman dressed in ski suits rushed inside. A rosy-cheeked boy about Henry's age tagged along after them.

“James, why don't you sign in,” Mr. Mercer said to Mr. Alden. He turned to the children. “Help yourselves to the hot chocolate and snacks on that table over there.” He pointed toward the windows.

Benny's eyes widened when he saw the table covered with plates of cookies and small sandwiches, and a large, steaming pot of hot chocolate. “What a sight!” he said.

Jessie looked out the windows. Children skated on the pond behind the lodge. Snow fell all around them. “It looks like a picture in a storybook,” she said.

“Better,” Benny said. “You can't
eat
pictures.” He helped himself to a cookie.

Violet laughed. “Oh, Benny,” she said. “Jessie was talking about the view.”

Benny glanced out the window. “That's nice, too, but â€” ”

“You can't eat it,” Henry finished.

They carried their snacks to the couch.

Mr. Mercer brought over the young boy who'd just arrived. “I want you to meet Jimmy Phelps,” he said. “He's been with us every winter vacation since he was no bigger than you, Benny.”

Jimmy smiled shyly. “Hi,” he said.

Henry moved over. “Sit down here,” he said. “There's plenty of room.”

“Get some food first,” Benny suggested. “It's delicious.”

Jimmy nodded. “Okay,” he said. “And I have to sign in.” He went to the high desk and signed the guest book.

Jimmy's parents and Mr. Mercer were talking to Grandfather.

“I wonder if Mr. and Mrs. Phelps are staying here, too,” Jessie said.

“Why wouldn't they?” Henry asked.

Jessie shrugged. “Mr. Mercer said Jimmy's been here every winter; he didn't say anything about his parents.”

Benny looked at the grown-ups. “Maybe they're not his parents,” he said. Just then, Jimmy returned. “Are those people your parents?” Benny asked him.

Jimmy nodded. “Yes,” he answered. “Why?”

“Benny asks lots of questions,” Henry explained.

“That's the only way to get answers,” Benny defended himself.

Everyone laughed.

“Are they staying here, too?” Jessie asked Jimmy.

Jimmy glanced toward his parents. “No,” he said. “They never stay.” He looked glumly at his feet.

“Why not?” Violet asked. “It's such a nice place.”

Before he could answer, someone called, “Jimmy!”

Jimmy popped to his feet. “Freddy!”

A girl rushed up. “I am so glad to see you,” she said. “I was afraid you wouldn't be here this year.”

“Freddy, meet the Aldens,” Jimmy said.

“Freddy?” Benny said. “Isn't that a boy's name?”

The girl took off her green knit cap. Her short, black hair curled tightly around her face. “My name's actually Frederica,” she said. “Freddy's easier.”

“That's for sure,” Benny agreed.

Mr. and Mrs. Phelps joined the group.

“Jimmy, we're about ready to go,” Mr. Phelps said.

Mrs. Phelps hugged her son. “You're sure you have everything?”

Jimmy sighed. “Mom, how many times did we check?”

“You'll call us if you need anything?” she said.

Mr. Phelps took her arm. “Come on, Grace. With this snow, it'll take us a while to get to the airport.” He put his arm around Jimmy. “Walk us out to the car, son,” he said.

Freddy watched them leave. When they had gone outside, she said, “They don't know what they're missing.”
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