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Double Doughnut Trouble?

“Brr! It’s colder than I thought,” said Benny as he zipped up his jacket.

It was the first day of spring break, and Benny, Violet, Jessie, and Henry Alden were enjoying their new freedom by going on a walk through downtown Greenfield, Connecticut. The morning air was just beginning to warm.

“Aren’t you glad I made you wear your coat?” Jessie asked. She was twelve and always looking out for her six-year-old brother.

“It definitely doesn’t feel like summer yet, but it sure is a beautiful day,” said Violet, who was ten.

All around them, the green in bushes, trees, and grass was starting to show. The sun was warming the dew off of the grass.

“Where should we go first?” asked Henry. He was fourteen and the oldest of the Alden children.

“I’d love at least one new book to read,” said Jessie. “Why don’t we go to the library? We could all get books.”

Benny huffed. “Going to the library is almost like going to school,” he said. “We just got done with school yesterday!”

Jessie smiled. “All right, Benny. What do you want to do?”

“I don’t know. Something fun—and tasty!” Benny said.

Henry chuckled. “We just finished breakfast. Maybe you can wait a little while to eat.”

Benny shrugged and hopped from foot to foot down the sidewalk, ahead of the others.

“What if we decorate the boxcar?” asked Violet. “It’s been a long winter, and it could use some attention.”

The Aldens really liked the boxcar. It had played an important part in their lives. After the children’s parents died, the children had run away. They were afraid of their grandfather, whom they had never met. They worried he would be mean to them, so they hid in the woods, where they found the boxcar. For a while, the children lived in the boxcar. They had lots of adventures and even found their dog, Watch, in the woods. Later they learned that Grandfather was very kind and had been looking for them. He brought the Aldens and Watch to live with him, and he had the boxcar put in the backyard, to use as a clubhouse.

“Good idea, Violet,” said Jessie. “Let’s be on the lookout for decorating ideas for the boxcar.” Jessie patted her pocket where she kept her notebook and pen. She usually took those things wherever she went.

“And I’ll start thinking of projects to work on,” said Henry. “I’ve been meaning to—”

“Woah! Look at that!” said Benny, who had stopped ahead of them. He pointed across Main Street, where people were standing in a line that stretched far down the sidewalk.

“I wonder what they’re waiting for,” said Jessie.

“What does the sign say?” asked Benny. “The letters are all funny shaped. I can’t read them.”

Jessie read aloud from the colorful sign. “‘The Donut Dispensary.’ That place wasn’t here the last time we came into town.”

“What’s a disp…a dispens…a whatever it’s called?” asked Benny. “And did they spell doughnut wrong?”

“A dispensary’s a place that gives out things to people,” Jessie explained. “I don’t think anyone uses that word much anymore. But a lot of people spell doughnut d-o-n-u-t. I think it’s okay to spell it either way.”

“Another doughnut shop!” said Benny. “That makes two in Greenfield!”

The Aldens crossed the street. But when they got to the store, they couldn’t see very much. The crowd of people was too thick to see into the window or doorway.

“Maybe we should come back later when the line isn’t so long,” said Henry.

Violet agreed. “Even if people think this place is so great, I can’t believe their doughnuts are better than the ones they make at Delilah’s Doughnut Shop. And there’s never a line like this there.”
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“These doughnuts look crazy!” said Benny, coming out of the crowd. “I ducked down and got close to the window, and I saw one that had bacon and syrup on it!”

“I don’t know if that sounds great or terrible.” Jessie chuckled. “But I am curious what other kinds they have.”

As the children watched, people strolled out of the busy doorway carrying small bags and paper coffee cups.

“It’s really full in there,” Henry said, standing on his tiptoes. “It doesn’t look like there’s any place to sit.”

“That’s weird,” said Violet. “I like to sit down and enjoy my food, like we do at Delilah’s.”

“I agree,” said Jessie. “Why don’t we go see what’s going on there?”

“And get some doughnuts!” said Benny. “Do you think they have ones with bacon and syrup?”

“Oh, Benny,” said Jessie. “You know the real attraction is our friends, Dawn and Steve. I wonder how they feel about the new doughnut shop in town.”

The children turned to leave, but a tall, thin delivery man in a brown uniform was right behind them. He had a two-wheeled hand truck loaded with boxes and was trying to get through the crowd.

“Sorry, folks,” he said. “Sorry. I need to get in the door. Thanks for moving aside.”

As the Aldens stepped to the side, one of the boxes started to fall and Henry caught it.

“Woah, nice reflexes, young man,” the delivery man said. “Thanks for the help.”

“No problem,” said Henry, setting the box back onto the stack. “Do you need help getting that inside?”

The delivery man shook his head. “I should be able to weave my way in. Thanks again.”

As the man disappeared into the crowd, the Aldens continued on their way. It was only a few blocks to Delilah’s.

When the four children stepped inside the shop, they breathed in the wonderful smell of freshly made doughnuts. There were plenty of tables in the large, open room. Customers sat, chatting and enjoying themselves. A few people stood at the counter, ordering.

“Aldens!” called a friendly voice. “How nice to see you.” A short, dark-skinned woman with big, smiling eyes came around the corner, wiping her hands on her apron. She gave each of the children a quick hug.

“Hi, Dawn,” said Jessie. “We came to see you and your husband.”

“And your doughnuts,” said Benny.

Dawn laughed. “Of course you did!” she said. “Please, take a table and come up and order what you’d like. Steve is really busy right now, but I’m sure he’ll say hello when he sees you.”

It looked like both Steve and Dawn were extra busy, even though the shop wasn’t full of customers. The children could easily see Steve because he towered over most of the customers. He had wavy silver hair and broad shoulders. He came hurrying out from the back room with a large tray of doughnuts to put onto the racks behind the counter. Then he turned quickly to help the next customer at the counter. Dawn rang up orders, brought customers their doughnuts, and refilled coffee cups for people at tables. She barely seemed to have time to say hello to customers.

“I’ve never seen Dawn and Steve so busy,” said Jessie. “Dawn usually loves chatting with people. Sometimes she sits right down at the table!”

“You’re right, Jessie,” said Henry. “I wonder what’s going on.”

The Aldens left their jackets at a table and went up to the counter. On the racks were signs with the names of each kind of doughnut: glazed, powdered sugar dunkers, chocolate dunkers, jelly doughnuts, and Delilah’s Classic Buttermilk Dollie Doughnuts.

“They all look so good,” said Jessie. “I don’t think I can decide. The chocolate dunkers are kind of gooey in a great way. And the buttermilk ones are so puffy and tasty. And then there are the glazed ones that practically melt in your mouth. Mmmm.”

“We could each order a different one and share them,” suggested Violet.

“You guys can do that,” said Benny. “I want one of each!”

Henry, Violet, and Jessie laughed. “You can order one, Benny,” said Henry. “We can each pick our own favorite. And let’s get some milk too.”

All this time, Steve hurried to and fro, carrying trays of doughnuts from the back room. When he saw the Aldens, he smiled and waved at them, and then he hurried away.

“Poor Steve,” said Dawn, after she took the children’s orders. “Our apprentice baker quit last week, and we don’t have a replacement yet. We have more work than we can keep up with right now.”

“What’s an apprentice?” asked Violet.

“It’s someone who’s training for a job,” said Dawn. “Nathan had been with us for a year. He was really getting to know the business.”

“Why did he quit?” asked Benny. “I think it would be fun to work here.”

Dawn sighed and looked down. “I wish I knew why he quit. Nathan was such a good worker, even though he and Steve sometimes disagreed. He told us he was leaving only three days before he went. That’s not enough time to find a good replacement.” Dawn looked frustrated and a little sad.

“We can help, Dawn,” offered Henry. “We’re on spring break now. We can do lots of things for you this week.” The other children nodded.

“That would be such a big help!” said Dawn. “But are you kids sure you want to be helping out here while you’re on break?”

“What could be better than being surrounded by doughnuts?” asked Benny.

Dawn broke into a smile. “Let me think of some jobs that you children could help me with, and you can get started tomorrow.”

“We can help you with that too,” said Jessie, pulling out her notebook and pencil. “I’ll make a list of the jobs you want us to do.”

“Great!” said Dawn. “But first, have your doughnuts. I’ll come over to your table when things quiet down.”

While they waited, the children ate their doughnuts and looked around the familiar shop. The walls were covered with old-fashioned, tan wallpaper that had tiny, pale flowers on it. There were knickknacks on shelves and hanging black-and-white photographs from old times. Brown ruffled curtains hung from the middle to the bottom of each window. The floor was made of dark, square tiles. The tables, chairs, and even the counter where the doughnuts were sold were all made of dark, smooth wood.

“This shop feels happy,” said Benny as he wiped crumbs from his mouth.

Henry laughed. “I think you mean that you feel happy being here, Benny,” he said.

“Delilah’s has lots of happy customers,” said Jessie. “Most of them stay and chat with each other.”

“I like hanging out here too. The old photos and posters are so interesting,” said Violet. “They seem like old friends I’m visiting.”

On the wall were photos of Steve’s parents, Delilah and Fred, who had opened the shop many years before. There were also old photos of the shop itself. One of them showed the huge neon sign that had once been outside.

The posters were very old advertisements with drawings of smiling soldiers. Young women offered the soldiers doughnuts from huge tubs. Some posters mentioned National Doughnut Day. Others had photos of women called “Doughnut Girls.”

Dawn was just passing by with her coffeepot. “Have you seen the new doughnut shop yet? My friend Hilda Ramirez is the owner.”

“Your friend owns The Donut Dispensary?” asked Henry. “Aren’t you worried that her store will take away your customers?”

“I don’t think that will happen,” said Dawn. “Our shops are different in many ways. I think Hilda will find her own customers. Besides, people who come to Delilah’s are very loyal. We always have the same five favorite doughnuts and the best coffee in town. More important, we give them a lot more than just doughnuts and coffee.”

Dawn’s big, warm smile got even bigger.

“What do you mean more than doughnuts and coffee?” asked Violet.

“You know,” said Henry. “Like Benny’s happy feeling. Right, Dawn?”

“Exactly!” said Dawn.

The door banged open. “Oh! It’s Charlie,” she said. “I have to go.” Dawn hurried to help hold open the door.

“That’s the same delivery man we saw at The Donut Dispensary,” whispered Henry.

The tall, thin man in the brown uniform frowned as he wheeled his hand truck through the door. He seemed to be complaining to Dawn, who was helping him. The hand truck banged into Jessie’s chair, and the delivery man swerved to avoid hitting Benny in the leg. The children heard the man grumble, “If you’d just clear a path to the back instead of having all these tables here, I wouldn’t have so much trouble getting my hand truck through the room!”

The Aldens watched the man push his hand truck toward the back room.

“That was strange,” said Jessie. “That man seemed so nice when we saw him at the other doughnut shop.”

“He was nice,” said Henry. “But not now. Not here.”
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Stranger with a Rolling Pin

The next morning, the children headed toward Delilah’s at seven o’clock. They had decided to get up extra early so they could start helping as soon as possible.

Main Street was quiet, and most of the shops weren’t yet open. So the Aldens were surprised when they got to Delilah’s and the lights were on and the Open sign hung in the window. Inside, no customers were there yet, but the smell of baking doughnuts wafted from the back room.

Bells on the door jingled as it closed behind the children, and within seconds, Steve emerged from the back.

“Wow,” said Benny. “You get up early!”

“That’s what bakers do,” said Steve, grinning. “Come on back to the kitchen and I’ll show you.” The Aldens followed him behind the counter and into the baking area, where Dawn had an apron on and was rolling some dough.

“Doughnuts take a lot of time to make,” Steve said as he laid out a batch of just-fried doughnuts on a tray. “We start the night before.”

“I’ve made cookies and cake,” said Jessie. “But you don’t need hours and hours to make those.”

“Doughnuts have yeast in them,” Steve explained. “We have to give them lots of time to let the yeast do its work, so the dough sits overnight. We fry the doughnuts the next morning. The ones that need icing have to cool for a while too, before we finish them. And our first customers will be here around eight o’clock.”

“That’s a lot of work,” said Henry. “What can we do to help you?”

“Jessie,” said Dawn, as she looked in from the doorway, “why don’t you get out the list of jobs we made yesterday?”

Dawn and the Aldens went to the front of the shop. Jessie pulled out her notebook. “I put a name next to each job so we know exactly what to do,” she said. “It’s all organized.”

Jessie read from her list. “Violet, Steve can show you and me how to arrange the doughnuts on trays and how to put icing on the chocolate ones. Henry can carry the trays from the baking area and put them on the racks in the front of the shop. And Dawn is going to show Henry how to take orders from customers and how to run the cash register.”

“What can I do?” asked Benny.

“You have a fun job,” Jessie told Benny. “Henry will tell you which doughnuts people order. You can put them on plates or in bags to give to customers.”

“I like that job!” said Benny.

“This is a big help,” said Dawn. “Steve and I can manage the rest of the work more easily when each of you does your part.” Dawn looked at Jessie again. “What about the last job?”

“You’ll need all of us for that,” said Jessie. The other Aldens crowded around her to find out what the job was.

“Delilah’s needs redecorating,” said Jessie. “We’re going to help make a plan with Dawn and Steve. If there’s time this week, we can paint and do other things to make the shop look brighter and more fun.”

“We’d like to keep our tables and chairs, and of course the counter. We’re just thinking about repainting the walls, and maybe replacing those curtains.” Dawn waved her arm toward the windows.

“Please keep the photos and the posters forever,” said Violet.

“Absolutely!” said Dawn. “Now, let’s get to work.”

Everyone worked hard all morning. Delilah’s had plenty of customers. In the kitchen, Jessie and Violet set up clean trays, placed the doughnuts in rows, and added the icing to the doughnuts. This last part was a messy, sticky job until the girls got the hang of it. Henry helped Steve bring in the finished trays of doughnuts and made sure the labels with their names were correct. He also got his own order pad for writing down what people wanted. Dawn complimented Henry on his friendly service to customers.

Benny was happy when he was busy—and he was busy! Dawn made sure he scrubbed his hands, and then Benny took over serving customers. He placed each doughnut on a small, white plate and carefully walked the order to the person who sat waiting for it. Then he would race back to get the next order. Dawn took care of milk and coffee that people wanted. Benny also put doughnuts in white paper bags, making sure the doughnuts didn’t get mashed or crumbled.

Around lunchtime, most customers were gone. The doughnut racks were full, waiting for the late-afternoon crowd. Steve hung up his apron. He and the children sat down at a table for a much-needed break and some lunch.

“I’m glad you’re all here today,” Steve said, smiling. “I’m making a very special kind of doughnut. Once in a while I like to change up the menu, just a little bit.”

“What kind of doughnut is it?” asked Benny.

“It was one of my mother’s very favorites, from a secret recipe my dad developed after World War II. I’m the only person who knows how to make it.”

“What makes it special?” Violet asked.

Steve opened his eyes wide and whispered, “It’s made from potatoes! We call it The Masher.”

“Potatoes!” said Jessie. “I’ve never heard of doughnuts made out of potatoes. That sounds weird. Sorry!”

“That’s perfectly okay, Jessie. Some people really love The Masher,” Steve said. “But not everyone. I make them only in small batches—and not very often either. Come on.” He stood up. “I’ll show you what they look like. They’re tricky to make because the dough has an unusual texture. There’s a special way that I cut them out too. And they’re kind of difficult to fry.”

“They’re square!” said Violet when they were all in the kitchen. “How did you do that?”

Steve laughed. “That’s the easy part. And it’s not a family secret.”

Steve showed the children a special cutter for making square doughnuts. “We still give them round holes,” he said.

“It smells familiar in here. Sort of like dinner… like mashed potatoes,” said Henry.

“That’s right, Henry,” said Steve. “You have a very good nose.”

Steve took his jacket down from a hook on the wall. “These doughnuts still need to rise for a while,” he said. “Now that it’s quieted down, Dawn and I need to run some important errands. We’ve been so busy this week, we could hardly leave the store. Do you think the four of you could keep an eye on things while we’re gone?”

Jessie nodded. “We’ve learned a lot this morning. We can do it. Because we have plenty of doughnuts ready, Violet and I can help Henry and Benny.”

“That’s great!” said Dawn, coming into the kitchen. “I’ll just get my coat, and we’ll be on our way. We’ll be gone for a couple of hours.”

“Can I have a doughnut while you’re gone?” asked Benny. “I’ll work extra hard.”

Dawn laughed and she put on her hat. “You can pick out whichever one you want, Benny. You’re my chief server, after all.”

It didn’t take long before the children got busy again. Customers came in wanting doughnuts to go and doughnuts with coffee. Henry even took phone orders, writing on his notepad by the cash register. Benny scooped up doughnuts and put them on plates and in bags. Violet and Jessie served drinks and cleaned up tables when customers left.

Jessie was clearing a table when the bells on the door gave a jingle. She noticed a young man with curly red hair and freckles looking around the shop. He didn’t seem to want to buy anything—he just stood near the door. Then he turned and walked straight into the back room.

Who is that strange man? Jessie wondered. She followed him into the back.

At first, she couldn’t see anyone, but then she heard some shuffling and banging. Jessie looked around the big work table. The man was on his hands and knees, moving some boxes around and digging through them.

“Hello?” said Jessie loudly. “Can I help you?”

The young man jumped up, holding on to a rolling pin. Jessie took a step backward.

“Oh!” said the man. “I thought I was here alone. I…I was looking for my rolling pin. I left it here last week.” He blushed red.

“Are you Nathan?” asked Jessie. The man nodded.
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“So…you found your rolling pin?”

“Yes. I’m really glad,” said Nathan. “I’m going to need it right away—at the other doughnut shop. I work there now.” He put the rolling pin into his backpack, hurried out of the back room, and left the shop.

A little while later, Dawn and Steve came back, carrying a few packages.

“We served eighteen customers,” Benny told them. “And we sold thirty-three doughnuts, nine cups of coffee, and four glasses of milk. We were busy!”

“Well done!” said Steve. “Now I’d better get busy putting this extra butter in the freezer.” Steve hurried to the back room.

“We have a surprise for each of you,” said Dawn, reaching into a shopping bag. Dawn pulled out four bright blue aprons in different sizes. They were the same style as the ones Dawn and Steve wore. A loop at the top went over the person’s head, and the apron covered them from neck to knees and tied in the back.

“These are for my favorite assistants,” she said. The children tried on their aprons.

“Wow!” said Benny. “I’m a real doughnut shop helper now.” He gave Dawn and Steve his biggest grin.

“I love these,” Violet told Dawn. “They’re such a beautiful color. Thank you so much. I’m bringing my camera tomorrow so we can take our picture wearing our new aprons.”

“You didn’t have to think of us, Dawn,” said Henry. “You have enough to think about now.”

“Speaking of which…” Jessie hesitated. “Something happened while you were gone. Something strange.”

“What happened?” Dawn asked.

“Nathan was here. I followed him into the back room,” said Jessie. “He went in there without telling us. I thought maybe he was avoiding us.”

“Oh?” said Dawn. “Why on Earth would he want to avoid you?”

Jessie shrugged. “He said he came for his rolling pin.”

“Ah, yes,” said Dawn, nodding. “Nathan did leave his rolling pin here last week.”

“But why would he go straight to the back room without talking to any of us?” asked Henry.

“I don’t know,” Dawn replied. “Maybe he was embarrassed about quitting so suddenly.” Dawn sat down at a table and continued. “Nathan was often unhappy about things at Delilah’s.”

“Unhappy?” said Violet. “But this is such a great place to be.”

“Well, not so much for Nathan, it seems,” said Dawn. “He had trouble remembering the recipes and techniques that we use. And Steve wouldn’t let Nathan write anything down while he was learning.”

“Why did Steve stop Nathan from writing things down?” asked Henry. “Isn’t that a good thing, like taking notes in school?”

Dawn explained. “Steve’s recipes come from his parents. Steve memorized them all, and he didn’t want anyone to write them down. That way, no one could copy them.”

“You mean steal them? Who would want to steal a recipe?” asked Benny.

“Another doughnut shop might,” said Violet.

“Oh!” said Jessie. “I almost forgot. Nathan said he’s going to work for The Donut Dispensary.”

Dawn’s smile faded and she sighed. “Steve and I really like Nathan. I’m sure he would have gotten the hang of things here. I think Nathan really did enjoy the business.” Dawn shook her head. “I wish he hadn’t quit. We were hoping he could take over Delilah’s when we retire someday.”

“And now that Nathan’s working for the other shop, I guess he’ll never take over Delilah’s,” said Henry.

“No,” said Dawn. “It doesn’t seem that way. Nathan will be so hard to replace. We need a reliable worker who can learn from us. We also need someone who’s interested in staying with our business for a long time.”

“We’ll keep helping you this week, Dawn,” said Henry. “And we can come on the weekends when we go back to school. You’ll find a new apprentice soon.”

“Thanks again, all of you,” said Dawn. “You’ve come at just the right time. You’ve done a great job so far, and there’s more to do today. In fact, soon it’ll be time to close up for the day. We need to show you how it’s done.”

The Aldens helped close up the shop. They bagged unsold doughnuts to give to a homeless shelter. Then they wiped down the countertops and washed the floors. Steve stayed in the back, making up the next day’s doughs, which had to rise overnight. Henry helped Dawn tally up the day’s receipts.

Benny looked at the doughnut racks. “Now all we have left are The Mashers—one dozen of them,” he said.

“They’ll still be fresh for tomorrow,” said Steve, “because we made them late in the day.”
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Closed!

When the Aldens arrived at Delilah’s the next morning, the lights were on in the shop as usual. But the sign on the door said CLOSED, and the door was locked.

“That’s strange,” said Jessie. “The shop is usually open by now.”

“Maybe Dawn and Steve woke up late,” said Benny.

Henry tapped on the glass, and after a moment, Steve came to the door.

“Hi, helpers. You can come in,” he said. “But we won’t open till the afternoon.”

“Why aren’t you open this morning?” asked Henry. “Did something happen?”

Steve ran his hands through his hair. “Someone broke into the shop last night.”

“Oh no!” said Jessie. “Was anything taken?”

“We don’t think so,” said Steve, “but we’re still figuring out if anything is missing. Nothing of value is gone—no money or special equipment. A lot of things have been moved around, though.”

After they were all inside, Steve locked the door. The children looked around the shop. Photos and posters had been taken down and now lay on the floor. Behind the counter, the cash register sat on its side. Notepads, pens, and receipts were all jumbled up on the floor. In the back room, boxes had been pulled out. Utensils, spices, and bags of ingredients were shifted out of place.

Jessie pulled out her notebook and took notes about the changes.

“Who would have done this?” Violet asked.

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” said Steve as he started walking around the kitchen, picking up things and putting them where they belonged.

“Do you think it was Nathan?” asked Henry.

“Whoever got in here last night didn’t break the lock,” Steve said. “Nathan had a key to the shop when he worked here. He could have made a copy before he gave the original one back to me.”

“Nathan was here yesterday,” said Jessie. “He got his rolling pin. Why would he want to break into the shop after that?”

Steve just shook his head without answering. “Maybe he didn’t find what he was really looking for.”

Everyone gathered at a table in the front of the shop.

“Does anyone else have a copy of your key?” asked Henry.

“Charlie, the delivery man has one,” said Dawn, who was picking up decorations that had fallen to the floor.

Steve stood up again and started pacing. “Charlie would never do anything like this,” he said. “We’ve known him…” He trailed off. “We’ve known him for a very long time.”

“Charlie isn’t all that nice,” said Violet. “Remember? He came here to deliver things yesterday. He was rude to Dawn.”

“He can be cranky, Violet,” said Dawn. “But Charlie is someone we trust. Besides, he has no reason to come into the shop without our being here.”

“Hey!” Benny suddenly shouted. “I know what’s missing—The Mashers! There were twelve of them last night. I remember—I counted them. Now they’re gone.”

It was true. Steve and Henry had carefully wrapped the tray of remaining Mashers the night before. Now, the tray was there, but it was empty.

“Oh no!” said Violet. “If someone took The Mashers, maybe they took the secret recipe too.”

Steve gave a laugh that sounded a little like a bark. “That’s something no one can do, Violet. My recipes are safely locked up—in here.” Steve tapped his head. “They aren’t written down anywhere.”

“Well,” said Dawn. “We won’t get this place ready for customers by sitting around talking. Steve, why don’t you take the boys into the kitchen? Violet, Jessie, and I can clean up the front.”

“I have an idea,” said Violet. “We’re going to paint the walls anyway. Why don’t we wait to put the pictures back? At least that will save us some time when we start to paint.”

“Good idea,” said Dawn. “I’ll get some boxes. You and Jessie can help me stack the pictures and take the boxes into the storeroom. And then you can start planning the redecoration project.”

Violet and Jessie smiled. “We like decorating, but we don’t have any ideas yet,” said Violet. “Dawn, do you?”

“The wallpaper will have to go,” said Dawn. “That’s all I know so far. What if you girls check out the decor in The Donut Dispensary? You might get some ideas there. Hilda is very creative.”

“Will your friend mind if we check out her shop?” asked Violet.

Dawn shook her head. “We like sharing our knowledge. It helps us both.” Dawn smiled. “As a matter of fact, Hilda helped me out when we first met. I told her I wanted to learn Spanish. So, she and I bartered. She gave me Spanish lessons, and I gave her business advice to help her get started.”

“So, that’s what bartering means? You trade help?” asked Violet.

“People trade help or ideas or things,” said Dawn. “Just not money.”

“But you didn’t trade your recipes with her, right?” asked Jessie.

“No, not our recipes,” said Dawn. “Some of those have been in Steve’s family since the 1940s. He wants to keep those private.”

While the others stayed at Delilah’s to clean up, Jessie and Violet headed to The Donut Dispensary.

“I just wish bad things hadn’t happened to Delilah’s,” Jessie said.

“Well, at least we can help out by decorating,” said Violet. “I brought my camera in case we see things we like.”

Then a worried look crossed Violet’s face. As she walked along, she asked her sister, “If stealing someone’s recipe is bad, isn’t it bad to steal ideas for decorating?”

“I don’t think so,” said Jessie. “We don’t want to make Delilah’s look exactly like The Donut Dispensary, anyway. We’re going to come up with our own ideas.”

“Okay,” said Violet slowly. “I know I can get my own ideas for things. But maybe we should buy doughnuts when we get there.”

“Sure,” said Jessie. “I don’t want to go there and just look either.”

“Dawn and Hilda are friends,” said Violet. “So, it’s okay to look and take pictures. But I’m curious about these doughnuts!”

There was no line outside The Donut Dispensary that day, but inside it was busy. While Jessie and Violet waited in line to order, Jessie wrote in her notebook and Violet took photos. It was a very small shop, big enough for people to stand in, but not big enough for tables. Everything was colored bright white and emergency orange. There were a few shiny stools with orange seats on them. From the ceiling hung sleek, shiny metal lights. A huge metal sign along one wall spelled out DONUTS. Loud music played through speakers.

“I feel like I’m in a space ship,” said Violet. “Maybe it’s heading toward the sun.”

“It’s way bright in here,” said Jessie. “The music makes me feel like dancing.” She closed her eyes and made tiny jumps in place.

When they reached the counter area, the girls looked at the doughnuts lined up under a glass case. Some of them had funny names, like The Frida Kahlo, The Tsunami, and Custer’s Last Stand. Some were huge, with masses of filling spilling out and things like jelly beans and crumbled bacon on top. Others were plainer looking but had bizarre ingredients like kale, jalapeno peppers, or green tea.

“I’m going to get one of those twisty ones with the purple designs on it,” said Violet. “The sign says there’s a surprise inside them.”

“I think I’ll get a Triple Mexican Chocolate Donut,” said Jessie. “Maybe we should get two of each so Henry and Benny can have one also.”

When it was their turn, a woman with long, black hair pulled back in a braid took their order. She had earrings on her ears, in her nose, and in one eyebrow. A butterfly tattoo sat on her upper arm. She smiled at the girls as she took their money. Her eyes were dark and friendly.

“I think you’ll love those Twisters,” she said. “They’re our newest addition, and they’re a really big seller!”

“Excuse me,” said Jessie. “Are you Hilda? I’m Jessie, and this is my sister, Violet. We’re helping Dawn at her shop.”

The woman’s smile got bigger. “Yes, I’m Hilda,” she said. “It’s so nice to meet friends of Dawn. How is everything at Delilah’s? I’ve been meaning to stop in, but we’ve been very busy here.”

“There’s been some trouble, actually,” said Jessie.

“Really?” said Hilda, looking worried. “Can you wait around for just a minute? I want to come out and talk to you.”

The girls nodded.

Hilda called to a young man with a ponytail and a beard. She asked him to take over the cash register. Then she came over to the front window, where Jessie and Violet were waiting.

“What’s happened?” asked Hilda.

Jessie and Violet explained about the break-in.

Hilda shook her head. “That’s really a shame,” she said. “I hope Dawn and Steve can reopen right away. I wish I could help somehow. Dawn was such a big help to me when I was getting started.”

“If you want, we can tell Dawn you’re sorry about the break-in,” said Jessie. Violet nodded.
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“Thanks,” said Hilda. “Tell her I’ll give her a call after we close up tonight.”
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When the girls got back to Delilah’s, they sat down with the doughnuts.

“What are those funny looking ones?” asked Benny. “They look like number eights with purple spirals of frosting.”

“I think they’re called Twisters,” said Violet. “I like the shape and the twisty purple things on the icing. I picked out one of those for me and one for you, Benny. I thought you’d like them.”

“What did you say?” asked Steve. He came over and stared at the doughnuts. “Where did you get these?”

“We’re sorry,” said Violet. “We had to buy some doughnuts at The Donut Dispensary. We felt bad about going there to just look around.”

Steve ran his hands through his hair and sat down. “I don’t mind that,” he said. “What bothers me is that doughnut’s name. And how it looks.” He peered at The Twisters.

“Why does that bother you?” asked Henry.

“The Twisters look just like a Delilah’s doughnut we sometimes make. It’s called The Twisty.”

“The sign in the other shop said The Twister has a surprise inside,” said Violet.

“So does The Twisty,” said Steve.
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Doughnuts for the Troops

“How strange!” said Dawn, looking down at The Twisters. “We should all take a taste of those. Do you mind sharing?”

“No,” said Violet.

“I don’t mind either,” said Benny. “But why should we all taste them?”

“As a test,” said Steve. He rubbed his chin. “I have an idea,” he told the others. “I’ve got more dough to fry. We need to make doughnuts so we can open the shop…I think I’ll make some Twisties right now. Then we can taste them both at the same time and find out if The Twister and The Twisty use the same recipe.”

As usual, Steve had made batches of doughnut dough the day before. He had taken out the dough earlier that morning and continued to let it rise. When it was time, the children helped him cut and shape the twists from loops of dough. Then they watched as Steve fried the twists.

While the doughnuts were cooling, they all sat down in the front of the shop and had sandwiches brought from home.

“I still can’t understand how a Twister can be the exact same thing as a Twisty,” said Violet. “Your recipes are secret!”

Steve shook his head. “I don’t get it either,” he said. “But we’ll soon find out if they taste the same.”

Benny munched on his sandwich. “How did all those doughnut ideas come from your head?” he asked Steve. “Do you have an extra big brain?”

Steve smiled. “I don’t think so, Benny,” he said. “I am good at memorizing things, though. Also, I spent a long time working in this shop with my mom and dad. After a while, I knew their recipes by heart.”

“That’s lucky,” said Benny. “These are the best doughnuts ever.”

“Did your parents always have a doughnut shop?” asked Henry.

“That’s a good question, Henry,” said Steve. “The answer is part of a story.” Steve settled back in his chair. “Did you know that doughnuts were served to American soldiers all the way back in the First World War, at the beginning of the twentieth century?”

The Aldens shook their heads.

“It was a way to help make the soldiers feel good while they were far away from home.”

“That’s what the posters are about—the ones showing women giving soldiers doughnuts!” said Violet.

“Yes, it is,” said Steve. “When World War II came along in the 1940s, my mother, Delilah, was one of the young women who went overseas to hand out doughnuts to the soldiers. That’s when she met my dad, in fact. When the war ended, they came home and got married. They decided to open up a shop that would offer everybody the same kind of comfort and home-like feelings.”

“So, how did your parents come up with their own recipes?” Jessie asked.

“They experimented,” said Steve. “My mother liked classic recipes, like the basic cake doughnut. She made simple variations, like adding buttermilk to a recipe instead of plain milk. My dad liked to make bigger—and wackier—changes. For instance, he figured out how to use mashed potatoes to make a potato-based doughnut.”

“Mashers!” said Benny.

“Right,” said Steve. “My dad also tried out different shapes for doughnuts, different ingredients for icings and fillings, and wild combinations. Some of his ideas worked, and some didn’t. But he never stopped experimenting.”

“Well, I’m glad he kept going,” said Jessie. “So… was The Twisty one of your father’s ideas? It doesn’t look like any other doughnut I’ve seen—except The Twister, of course.”

“You’re right about that,” said Steve. “And I’m glad I kept his recipes locked up.” Steve patted his head. “My dad never wrote them down. He thought someone might take advantage of his hard work.”

“By stealing, right?” asked Violet.

Steve nodded. “That’s what makes this copycat doughnut so odd. I’m the only person who knows how to make them.”

“What about your mother’s recipes?” asked Henry. “Are they secret too?”

“Not really,” said Steve. “They’re classic, so most people make them pretty much the same way. I prefer making my mom’s recipes. They’re the ones that got this shop started. They’re the most like the ones the soldiers had. I believe there are important reasons to carry on what my parents started. I want to keep Delilah’s traditions going as long as I can.”

“I feel like I saw a picture of your family somewhere,” said Violet.

“Yes,” said Steve. “There’s one in the hallway back by the storage room. I think it’s still hanging up.”

Violet went to the hallway and came back with a small framed black-and-white photo. It showed a family, posing happily in front of Delilah’s. The photo had been clipped from a newspaper.

“You were really young then,” said Henry. “And so was the store. It doesn’t look like that now.”

“I was in my twenties,” said Steve. “The store’s been remodeled at least once since then, inside and out.”

“Who’s that boy?” asked Violet. She pointed to a boy in the photo about her own age.

“That’s, uh, that’s my brother,” Steve said. He looked down at his hands.

“I didn’t know you had a brother,” said Violet. “What’s his name? Does he live here in Greenfield?”

Steve didn’t answer her. “The doughnuts should be cooled off by now,” he said. “We need to put on the icing.” He stood and walked quickly away from the table.

The Aldens exchanged glances.

“Am I wrong, or did it seem like Steve didn’t want to talk about his brother?” asked Jessie.

Henry shrugged. “It did seem that way. But maybe he just needed to get back to the doughnuts.”

“Listen to this,” said Violet. She slowly read the caption at the bottom of the photo. “‘The Berg family, in front of Greenfield’s favorite hangout, Delilah’s Doughnut Shop. Pictured: Fred and Delilah Berg with their sons, David C. and Steven F.’”

The Aldens looked at the photo again.

“So, now we know Steve’s brother is named David,” said Henry. “But that’s all we know about him.”

“Except that Steve might not want to talk about him,” whispered Jessie.

When the doughnuts were cooled and Steve had added the “surprise” to each one, the children helped put icing on the batch of Twisties. They carefully added the extra designs with purple icing. Benny brought a fresh Twisty to a table out front.

“We have tests in school,” he said. “But ours are never this much fun.”

“It’s a shame,” said Henry. “I think we’ll only get doughnut-tasting tests when we’re on vacation.”

“Unless we go to doughnut school!” said Benny. “We could experiment, like Steve’s dad!”

“Right,” said Henry, chuckling.

“These two doughnuts from the two different shops look almost the same,” said Violet. “Even the twist designs look like copies of each other.”

Steve had put a fresh Twisty on a plate. The two Twisters were on a separate plate. He cut up The Twister and one of The Twisties into pieces so everyone could have a bite of each doughnut. He kept the other Twister uncut so they could all see what it looked like.

“Now comes the best part—tasting them!” said Benny.

Dawn, Steve, and the Aldens each took a piece of both doughnuts. They carefully chewed their pieces.

“What do you think?” Steve asked.

They all agreed: the doughnuts were the same, even down to the surprise, a small amount of cinnamon-spiced apricot filling right where the doughnut loops crossed in the middle.

Dawn looked worried. “I just can’t believe Hilda would try to get customers by using our recipes!” she said. “I always thought our shops would be so different that it wouldn’t matter. But if our menus start to look the same, we could lose customers to the Dispensary.”

“I still don’t get how anyone could copy your doughnut recipe,” said Jessie. “There are no recipes written down.”

“What about Nathan?” suggested Henry. “He helped you make doughnuts for a year. Do you think he could have learned all the measurements and directions?”
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Steve shook his head. “He’s the only person I can think of who might know my recipes. But Nathan always had trouble remembering them. And it’s been a while since I’ve made Twisties.”

“Whoever copied our doughnuts didn’t change their name very much,” said Dawn.

“Maybe they thought no one would notice,” said Jessie. “But we noticed.”

Things were becoming more mysterious.
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Where Is the Proof?

Someone knocked loudly on the shop’s front door.

Dawn got up. “I thought we still had the CLOSED sign up,” she said. But she opened the door to see who was there.

Charlie, the delivery man, came inside. He had a few boxes on his hand truck.

“I heard you had some trouble here,” he said quietly. “I came to help.”

“We don’t need any help,” Steve called out. “We’re doing fine.”

Charlie looked down. “Okay, I’ll just drop off this delivery then.” He started toward the back room, but as he passed them, he stopped.

“What’s wrong?” asked Steve.

“Nothing,” said Charlie, looking around the room. “I just didn’t expect things to be so messed up after the break-in. I’m sorry that it happened.” He headed off toward the back.

“Time to start frying dough,” said Steve, standing up. “This mystery will have to wait.”

They heard a loud bang from the back room.

“Sorry!” called Charlie. He appeared in a moment, holding a large, empty potato sack.

“I’ll take this to the dumpster for you,” he said. “It was on the floor. My hand truck got tangled up in it and bumped into a shelf.”

“Thanks, Charlie,” said Dawn. “Sorry it tripped up your hand truck. It shouldn’t have been on the floor.”

Henry held the door open for Charlie. “I was wondering,” he asked Charlie, “how did you find out about the break-in so fast?”

Charlie shrugged. “This is a small town, and word travels fast,” he said. “I heard Hilda and a man with a beard talking about it over at The Donut Dispensary. I made my delivery there before I came here.”
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“Well, you can tell everyone that Delilah’s probably opening later today,” Henry said. He watched from the doorway as Charlie put his hand truck in the back of the delivery van. But instead of taking the potato sack to the dumpster, Charlie took it with him when he got into the van.

Why didn’t Charlie throw out the sack? Henry wondered.
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The weather had turned overcast and chilly by the next morning. Gusts of dark clouds blew across a light-gray sky. The Aldens wore their rain ponchos over their warm jackets, just in case.

As they walked down Main Street toward Delilah’s, they stopped to see how The Donut Dispensary was doing. The shop had just opened for the day. Already, there was a short line out front.

“I’m glad this shop is doing well,” said Violet. “I think Hilda’s nice. I just wish she’d stop selling copies of The Twisty.”

“Look at the new sign on the window,” said Benny. He read it out loud. “‘Coming Soon! The Mashup—Our New Potato Donut!’”

“That sounds familiar,” said Jessie. “I wonder what that Mashup looks like.”

“Look at this sign,” said Violet. She pointed to a chalkboard shaped like a tent on the sidewalk. “The new doughnut is square, just like a Masher!”

“This is really odd,” said Henry. “First there’s the copycat Twisty, and now it’s a Masher. I wonder if they have paper menus inside. We could get one to show to Steve and Dawn. They might recognize the names of other copied doughnuts.”

Everyone agreed. Henry stepped around the line and came back out with a paper menu.

Down the street, Delilah’s was open again, with the usual morning crowd having doughnuts and coffee.

“I’m glad you’re all here to help,” Dawn told the Aldens after ringing up a customer. “It’s been busy!”

“We have something we picked up for you and Steve,” said Jessie. “It might be important.”

“Okay,” said Dawn. “Do you mind asking Steve if he needs help in the kitchen first?”

The Aldens pitched in during the morning rush. At last, when it got quiet, Steve, Dawn, and the children all sat down with the menu from The Donut Dispensary. Jessie pulled out her notebook and pencil.

Steve scratched his head as he read. “Potato doughnuts,” he muttered. “Square potato doughnuts, called Mashups. This just gets more and more troubling!”

“Maybe Hilda tried your doughnuts and made up her own recipe,” suggested Violet. “That’s not really stealing, is it?”

“No, that wouldn’t be stealing,” Steve said. “But I don’t think that’s what’s going on here. This doughnut has the same ingredients! My parents worked for months to get The Masher to come out correctly. They tried and failed a lot of times until they got it right. It’s a difficult recipe to make. It would be impossible to copy a Masher just by tasting one.”

Dawn looked at the menu. “There are The Twisters,” she said. “I wonder what ‘Soldier’s Specials’ are. We have Special Soldier’s Doughnuts for Armed Forces Day, Memorial Day, and July Fourth. They’re a kind of jelly doughnut. We fill them with raspberry jelly, cover them with powdered sugar, and put blueberries on top.”

“Are any of those days coming up?” Benny licked his lips.

“You’ll have to wait until a little later this spring, Benny,” said Jessie.

Dawn sighed. “But if The Donut Dispensary offers them all the time, we’ll have to think of a different doughnut to offer.”

Steve picked up the menu. “So, that makes three doughnuts that are like the ones my parents made. All three have similar names to ours. And at least one is a definite copy. Who can be doing this—and why?” He sounded really worried.

“Why don’t we talk to Melinda?” asked Dawn. “She just came in for her coffee.” Dawn waved to a police officer who had walked into the shop. In the meantime, Steve went back to the counter to help customers.

Dawn got the officer a cup of coffee and brought her to the table.

“Officer Washington, these are my assistants, the Aldens,” said Dawn. “We’re wondering if you could help us out with something.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Officer,” said Henry. “Some weird things are going on. They might be coincidences, but we don’t think so.”

“I heard about the break-in,” said Officer Washington. “Does this have anything to do with that?”

“We’re not sure,” said Jessie.

“What was taken in the break-in?” asked the officer.

“Some doughnuts,” said Benny. “Special ones.”

“Just doughnuts?” the officer asked.

“That may not sound very important,” said Dawn. “But there’s more to the story.”

Steve returned from helping customers. “We think someone’s stealing our recipes, Melinda,” he said. “Several kinds of Delilah’s doughnuts were copied by the new doughnut shop. Even their names are practically the same.”

“So, your recipes were taken, then?” asked the officer.

“That’s the oddest part,” said Steve. “No one could have taken the recipes. They’ve never been written down, so there aren’t any copies of them.”

“So, let me get this straight,” said Officer Washington, “you can’t show that you’re missing copies of the recipes, and you can’t prove the recipes were taken. I’m sorry, but I don’t think there’s anything that can be done.”

“I see what you mean,” said Steve, rubbing his chin. “I just don’t know how anyone else could have those recipes.”

“I wish I could help,” said Officer Washington. “Please get in touch with me if you learn anything more.”

After the officer left, Steve and Dawn went back to helping customers.

“It looks like we’re going to need to solve this mystery ourselves,” said Henry.

“I think you’re right, Henry,” said Jessie. “And we might save Delilah’s in the process.”
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Suspects

The afternoon had turned sunny and warm. The Alden children decided to eat lunch on a wooden bench in front of the store. The Aldens unzipped their jackets, and Jessie handed out sandwiches from home. The children ate quietly, enjoying the sunshine.

“I wish we could have more warm days for the rest of our spring break,” said Violet. “This weather makes me feel good.”

“This weather helps me think,” said Henry. “And we’ve got a lot to think about.”

As soon as Jessie finished her sandwich, she got out her notebook and pencil. “I made up a list of people who might be copying the recipes,” she said. “We need to figure out who’s doing that. And also, who might have broken into the shop. It could be the same person, or it might be someone else. The first person on my list is Nathan, Steve and Dawn’s apprentice.”

Henry crumpled up his sandwich wrappers. Benny threw his into the nearby trash can and then decided to run in circles around the bin.

“Nathan sounds like a good person to have on the list,” Henry said. “He watched Steve make his recipes. He might remember them.”

“But Dawn did say Nathan was bad at remembering the recipes,” said Violet. “Steve wouldn’t let him write them down.”

“And Steve said it had been a while since he had made The Twisties,” said Jessie. “Nathan would have to have planned taking the recipes for a long time.”

Benny stopped running. “What if he wrote the recipes down in secret?” he asked.

The other children thought about that. Benny started running again.

Violet said, “Nathan might have taken notes and then hidden them somewhere in the bakery.”

“He could have been looking for them that time I surprised him in the back room,” said Jessie. “He said he came to get his rolling pin, but what if he was looking for his notes?”

Violet said, “What if you stopped Nathan before he found the notes? That would explain why he had to break into the shop that night!”

Henry nodded. “Okay, it all fits together. Except…whoever broke in probably used a key. Nathan gave Steve his key when he quit.”

“He might have made an extra key, like Steve said,” suggested Violet.
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The children thought about this for a moment.

“But why would Nathan steal things from Steve and Dawn?” asked Henry. “They helped him learn to be a baker. They even wanted him to take over Delilah’s when they retired.”

“Let’s not rule him out yet,” said Jessie. She looked over her notes. “The next person on my list is Charlie, the delivery man.”

“He isn’t very nice,” said Benny.

“And he has a key to the shop,” said Jessie.

“That’s right,” said Violet. “But Steve and Dawn say that Charlie wouldn’t do anything to hurt the shop. They’ve known Charlie for a long time. If they trust him, we should too.”

“Maybe,” said Henry. “But remember how he knew about the break-in the same morning that it happened? And then there was that potato sack. Why would Charlie put it into his van instead of throwing it away?”

“It does seem like an odd thing to do,” said Violet. “Maybe he decided to save it to carry things.” She finished up her sandwich.

Benny stopped running again. “All this thinking makes me hungry,” he said. “I’m ready for dessert.”

“Not just yet, Benny,” Jessie said. “I have one more person on my list.”

“Who could that be?” asked Violet. “I can’t think of anyone else.”

“It’s Hilda Ramirez,” Jessie said. “She seems really nice. Still, she might have been tempted to copy ideas that belonged to Delilah’s.”

“Charlie did say she was talking about the break-in after it happened,” said Henry.

“I don’t think it could be her,” said Violet. “Hilda and Dawn are friends. They taught each other things. Hilda wouldn’t do anything sneaky like that.”

“But why are all those doughnut names almost the same?” asked Benny.

Henry shrugged. “Maybe Hilda is the person who stole the recipes, and she didn’t think anyone would notice.”

“We noticed,” said Violet.

Henry stood up. “We don’t know enough to solve this mystery yet,” he said. “We can’t prove that anyone stole the recipes. Officer Washington told us that we would need proof that there were written recipes to show they had been taken.”

“That’s true,” said Jessie. “Is it possible that the recipes exist on paper somewhere?”

“Steve says they don’t,” said Violet.

Jessie shut her notebook. “But what if Steve is wrong?” She stood up. “There might be a way to find out. Come on. We need to do some investigating.”
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The Aldens decided to go to the library. Jessie thought there might be information there that wasn’t anywhere else.

“If there is any more we can find out about Delilah’s, it could be in old newspaper stories,” Jessie told the others.

“I don’t see how we can learn anything about what’s happening now,” said Benny as they stepped inside the library. “There’s only old stuff in here.”

“You’ll see, Benny,” Jessie told him.

They went to the reference desk for help. The librarian, Ms. Hester, wore a big button that said “Please Interrupt Me.”

Benny read the button. “Wow, this is the only place I’ve ever been asked to be rude!”

Ms. Hester laughed. Then she listened to Jessie’s questions. She showed the children how to find old newspapers in online sources that the library had.

“You can type in a subject search term here,” Ms. Hester told them. She pointed to a spot on-screen. “That will give you all the articles that mention your subject.”

“Let’s look for Delilah’s Doughnut Shop,” said Henry.

Jessie keyed in the search terms Delilah’s Doughnut Shop. But only a couple articles came up. Then she tried putting in just Doughnuts.

“That’s better!” said Violet. “There are more articles, and some of them are old.”

The children read the articles. They learned about women like Delilah, who had gone to faraway places to make doughnuts for American soldiers during wartime—to give a sense of home. They learned that all the good feelings about doughnuts during wartime made them even more popular back in the United States. That was when shops like Delilah’s opened up across the country.

But there wasn’t much information about Delilah’s.

“Why don’t we start over?” said Henry. “We could just type in Delilah’s. Or Delilah Berg.”

“How about Fred Berg and Delilah Berg?” asked Jessie.

“That’s okay,” said Henry. “I think you have to put a plus sign instead of and because it’s a search term.”

Jessie typed in Fred Berg + Delilah Berg.

Several articles came up. “I don’t think we’ve seen these before,” said Violet.

“Look!” said Benny when Jessie had opened up the first article. “Is that a menu in that photo? I think it has doughnut names on it.”

The children read a menu written on a chalk-board that Fred Berg proudly displayed.

“I found The Twisty!” said Benny, pointing to the screen.

“And there’s The Masher…and Special Soldier’s Doughnuts,” said Violet. “Just what Steve said. The old names from Delilah’s are practically the same as the new ones from The Donut Dispensary!”

“That might be important evidence,” said Henry. “We should get a copy of the article.” Jessie asked Ms. Hester to help her print a copy.

The children kept searching. A few minutes later, they found another article that looked interesting. A reporter had written about his interview of Fred Berg, Steve’s father. At the time of the article, Fred and Delilah still owned the shop.

“Listen to this,” said Jessie. She read aloud:

Greenfield News Reporter: Mr. Berg, you and your wife have been in business here for years. You must have made up a lot of your own recipes by now.

Fred Berg: Yes! We’ve both come up with our own special ones. Customers are always eager to find out what new doughnut will be next.

Reporter: Maybe you’ll write a cookbook some day!

Fred Berg: Oh no. We won’t ever do that. We’ve decided just to keep our recipes in the family. My wife doesn’t even write down her recipes. She’s good at keeping them in her head.

Reporter: What about you? I’m aware you are in charge of some of the stranger inventions that Delilah’s is known for. Do you write them down?

Fred Berg: Yes, to tell you the truth, I have to keep my crazy ideas on paper. Otherwise I won’t be able to duplicate them. They’re all in a little sugar tin that I call my Vault.
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A Night Prowler

The Aldens made a copy of the interview and left the library. They talked on their way back to the shop, where Grandfather would be picking them up. Long shadows on Main Street made the walk a bit strange. Benny tried jumping on his own giant shadow as the children talked.

Violet huddled into her jacket. “So, now we know that some of the recipes were written down!” she said. “It’s funny that Steve didn’t know his dad was keeping notes all those years.”

Jessie nodded. “Steve didn’t know about the sugar tin either,” she said. “It’s too bad the shop is closed for the day. I want to find out what Steve and Dawn think about this news.”

“I hope they have some ideas about where the tin could be,” said Henry.

Jessie tied her scarf on tight. “I hope so too,” she said. “I knew people kept lots of food in metal tins a long time ago. But I have no clue what an old sugar tin looks like. For all we know, it’s hidden in the shop somewhere. Come here, Benny. I’ll tie your scarf.”

“Thanks,” said Benny. “I’m all shivery.”

Though it was only early evening, it was starting to get dark. The streetlights of Greenfield blinked on. An evening breeze made the Aldens walk fast.

“Why is there a light in Delilah’s?” asked Benny. “You said it was closed.”

The other Aldens looked. The front of the shop was very dark, but a light seemed to be on in the back room.

“Maybe Steve and Dawn are working late,” said Jessie. “We can tell them about Fred’s sugar tin.”

Jessie tried the door and found that it was unlocked. The Aldens walked into the dark room. They could barely see the outlines of chairs and tables. The bells on the door jingled, startling everyone. Benny grabbed Violet’s hand.

Sounds of movement came from the back. Jessie led the others forward quietly.

“Steve? Dawn?” Henry whispered. “We found some information…”

The sounds from the back room continued. The children crept closer to the kitchen door. Could it be Steve or Dawn—or was it someone else, someone who wasn’t supposed to be there?

Jessie reached the doorway first and peered inside. She gasped. “What are you doing here?”

It was Nathan. He stood at the big center table in the kitchen. Mixing bowls, utensils, and ingredients were on the table. He went pale with surprise.

“Wow! You people scared me,” he said. He put down the spoon he was holding and took a deep breath. “It’s no big deal. I wasn’t doing anything wrong.”

The Aldens came into the kitchen.

“What do you mean?” asked Violet. “What are you doing back here?”

“You must be the person who’s stealing Steve’s recipes!” said Benny. “We caught you.”
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“Stealing recipes?” said Nathan.

Jessie explained about the copied doughnuts at the other doughnut shop. “We know someone’s been making the exact same doughnuts as Delilah’s.”

“Well, it isn’t me,” said Nathan. “That’s terrible. Why would anyone do that?” Nathan pounded the table with his fist. “I’d like to catch whoever stole those recipes myself.”

“Then why are you here when the shop is closed?” asked Violet.

Nathan sat down on a stool. “Look,” he said, “I know I don’t work here. And I’m sorry I made you worry. It’s just that no matter how hard I try, I can’t remember how to make Steve’s chocolate icing. I was trying to remember what to do.”

“Were you looking for his secret recipe?” asked Jessie.

“It’s not a secret recipe,” said Nathan. “It’s just a really good one. I wanted to remember it. I tried to make it at The Donut Dispensary, but my mind went blank every time. I thought if I made the icing in this kitchen again, the recipe might come back to me.”

“I guess that seems reasonable,” said Henry. “But did you tell Steve or Dawn you were coming?”

Nathan shook his head. “I know it looks weird. But I just couldn’t tell them. I didn’t think they’d want me in their kitchen anymore.”

“You must have an extra key,” said Benny. “That means you did the break-in. Doesn’t it?”

Again, Nathan shook his head. “The truth is that I just walked in tonight.”

“It’s all right,” said Henry. “Steve told me he’d leave the door open so we wouldn’t freeze before Grandfather came to pick us up.”

“So…you’re sure you don’t know anything about any written recipes?” asked Jessie.

“There are written recipes?” said Nathan. “I can’t believe it!” He shook his head again. “If I’d had those when I worked here, my job would have been a whole lot easier. I probably wouldn’t have left!”

Nathan stood up. “I should clean up the kitchen and leave. Steve and Dawn won’t be happy knowing that I was here. They’re probably already mad at me for quitting the way I did.”

“I don’t think they’re mad at you,” said Jessie. “But they’re super busy right now. We’re helping them out.”

Nathan cleaned up. He was quiet while he worked.

After he left, the Aldens did too. They made sure the door was locked behind them. Then they sat on the bench in front of Delilah’s to wait for Grandfather.

Grandfather arrived soon after that. The children were extra happy to be out of the chilly weather. As they rode home, they talked.

“I think Nathan’s telling the truth,” said Violet. “He was mad when he heard about the stolen recipes.”

Henry nodded slowly. “I think you’re right, Violet. And Nathan was so surprised when he heard about the recipes being written down. He really doesn’t seem to know anything about that.”

“But if Nathan’s no longer a suspect,” said Jessie, “there are only two more people on our list: Charlie and Hilda.”

“That makes it easier, doesn’t it?” asked Benny.

“I’m not so sure about that,” said Jessie, closing her notebook.
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The Missing Tin

“We’ve been so busy this week,” said Violet. “I hope we have time to help Steve and Dawn with redecorating.”

The Aldens were walking down Main Street the next morning. It was warm and sunny again, and not too windy.

“I’m going to show them my photos of The Donut Dispensary,” Violet continued. “I’ve got some good ideas for paint colors. And maybe some new signs too.”

“We’ve got to find out who’s causing all the problems,” said Henry. “Then we can talk about redecorating.”

“Maybe it will cheer up Dawn and Steve if they have something else to think about,” said Violet. “Something that’s fun, like new colors.”

“Maybe,” said Jessie. “I really want to tell them about Nathan. And about the sugar tin. Steve might remember the tin and know where it is. Or where it was.”

“Hey!” shouted Benny. “Did those guys change their sign again?”

Benny pointed to the sign in front of The Donut Dispensary. Someone had erased the name Mashup and written a new name: Smashed Potato Donut.

“Wow,” said Henry. “Whoever copied that doughnut must have just figured out the name was too much like The Masher.”

“That wasn’t very smart of the copycat,” said Violet. “They should have picked a different name before they advertised the doughnut, not after.”

The children moved on, talking about the name change.

When they arrived at Delilah’s, Steve was busy with customers. But Dawn greeted them.

“We have so much to tell you!” said Jessie. She handed Dawn the articles they had copied in the library.

Dawn sat down and read the articles. “A sugar tin!” she said. “I had no idea. I don’t think Steve did either. And all this time, Steve thought his parents both kept their recipes locked up in their own memories.”

“Only Delilah had hers memorized. Not Fred,” said Henry.

Dawn put down the articles. “You know…I think I do remember a fancy old metal tin on a shelf with other knickknacks out here in the front,” she said. “I never thought of looking inside it. I just dusted it now and then. I always kept those decorative things the way Fred and Delilah had them.”

“Let’s see if it’s still there,” said Jessie.

“I can climb up and get it!” said Benny. He darted off toward the shelf of knickknacks.

“I don’t think it’s there anymore,” said Dawn, getting up. “Wait, Benny!”

But Benny didn’t wait. By the time Dawn and the other children got to him, Benny had dragged a chair over and was hanging onto the shelf.

“Come on, Benny,” said Henry. “You might topple that whole shelf. With you under it!” Henry wrapped his arms around his little brother and lifted him away from the shelf.

“Is it up there?” asked Benny when he was down on the ground. “Is it?”

“No,” said Dawn, sighing. “I remember now. It was one of the few things we couldn’t find after the break-in. I suppose we could look around, though.”

Dawn and the Aldens began searching everywhere in the back room and the storeroom. But there was no old sugar tin anywhere.

“What’s this about a tin?” asked Steve from the doorway.

Jessie told Steve about the article.

“I am completely dumbfounded!” said Steve. “How could I have missed seeing my dad write down his recipes?”

“Your dad probably knew how good you were at memorizing,” said Dawn. “I’ll bet he didn’t think you’d ever need the written recipes. So, he didn’t think he had to show them to you.”

“He kept them for himself,” said Henry. “And maybe for anyone else in your family who might need them.”

Steve just nodded his head silently. He looked amazed.

“But the tin isn’t here anymore,” said Violet. “What can we do?”

“We can help our customers,” said Dawn. “I think they’re waiting for us.” Dawn and Steve left to take care of business.

But Violet went back to the hallway to look at an old photo on the wall.

“What’s going on?” Henry asked her.

“I’ve been thinking and thinking,” said Violet. She walked out slowly with the photo in her hands. “Fred wrote down the recipes for himself and his family. You know, to pass on to a family member who might keep the doughnut shop.”

“And here’s a picture of his family,” said Henry. “But we already know everyone in that picture.”

“No, we don’t,” said Jessie. “Not really. What about Steve’s little brother, that boy in the picture? He’d be grown up now.”

“What if this grown-up brother knew about the written recipes?” said Violet. “What if he came here looking for them?”
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“That would explain the break-in,” said Henry. “The brother could have been looking for papers, even behind the photos on the walls.”

“I think we’re onto something,” said Jessie, sitting down at an empty table. “I wonder if it’s important that Steve seemed so uncomfortable when we asked him about his brother.”

“It might be,” said Henry. He sat down next to Jessie and took the family photo from Violet.

“Fred’s brother is Dave C. Berg,” he said. “We don’t know anyone named Dave Berg.”

“And we have only two people left on our list of suspects,” said Jessie. “Charlie, the delivery man, and Hilda.”

Benny came over and looked at the photo too. “Charlie starts with a C,” he said. “I see a big C there.” Benny pointed at the caption under the picture.

Henry’s eyes got big. “Could the C stand for Charlie?”

“What if it is Charlie?” said Jessie. “What if Charlie is Fred’s brother?”

“Charlie the delivery man looks like Fred a little,” said Benny, jumping up and down. “They’re both really tall and skinny.”

“But how come Fred never told us?” asked Violet. “Why would something like that be a secret?”

“Let’s see if we can find out right now,” said Henry. The Aldens went to the front of the shop.
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Steve couldn’t stop to talk to the Aldens until the morning rush was over. But then he sat down with them.

“We’ve been wondering if Charlie is your brother,” Jessie told him. “We think he might be.”

“Wow,” said Steve. “How on Earth did you figure that out?”

Violet held up the old photo. “We put the pieces together. We weren’t sure about it, which is why we’re asking you,” she said.

“You kids aren’t just hard workers,” said Steve. “You’re smart!” He sighed. “Yes, Charlie’s my brother. He’s the boy in that photo.”

“But why were you keeping that a secret?” asked Violet.

Steve looked serious. “That’s another story, I’m afraid. It’s not as happy as the first one I told you.” Steve continued: “My brother left Greenfield a long time ago, when he was quite young. He didn’t want to be part of my parents’ business. He went to New York to make a name for himself. He wanted to become a success all on his own, without any help from his family.”

“Did he become a success?” asked Jessie.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, he did,” said Steve. “He became well known as a businessman. But it didn’t last forever. Last year, Dave—or Charlie, as you know him—his business failed. Everyone knew about it. It was on the news for weeks.”

“Poor Dave,” said Benny. “I wouldn’t want to be known for something that didn’t work.”

Steve nodded. “I think Dave was really ashamed about how things turned out. About six months ago, he called me. He told me he wanted to come back to Greenfield to live, but he needed some favors from me.”

“Did he want to make doughnuts after all?” asked Benny.

“The favors he asked me for didn’t have anything to do with doughnuts,” said Steve. “Dave asked me to help him find a job in Greenfield. I have friends who own the local delivery service, so I made a phone call and recommended Dave. And that’s how he got the job he has.”

“But Dave asked for other favors, right?” said Henry.

Steve nodded. “He asked Dawn and me to promise not to tell anyone that he was the famous Dave Berg who had failed at his business. No one was supposed to know he was my brother. When he came back to Greenfield, he started using his middle name. He became Charlie Berg, not Dave Berg.”

The Aldens sat, thinking about this. “Wouldn’t people recognize him from before he left town?” asked Jessie.

“Probably not,” said Steve. “After Dave left for college, he almost never came back to visit. People change a lot in thirty years.”

“Do you think Charlie—er…Dave could have known about the sugar tin and the recipes?” asked Henry.

“I suppose he might have,” said Steve. “He was my dad’s favorite son, after all. And I was my mom’s favorite. I spent more time cooking with my mom, and Dave cooked mostly with my dad.”

“It sounds like Dave enjoyed making doughnuts as much as you do,” said Violet. “I wonder why he didn’t want to join you in the doughnut business.”

Steve stared out the window. “Dave and I didn’t always get along,” he said. “Before he left for college, he was always trying to compete with me. But we were so far apart in age that he really couldn’t ever be the winner. That might be why he felt he had to leave Greenfield. I missed my brother after he left.”

“You told us you and Dawn really trust your brother,” said Jessie. “But he might have taken those recipes.”

“I still trust him,” said Steve. “I don’t believe he would have stolen anything from me. And I don’t believe he would have lied either.”

“But someone took the recipes,” said Henry. “And someone is using them to make copies of your doughnuts.”
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The Written Proof

After the morning rush, the Aldens met again on the bench.

“Now we know there were written recipes,” said Jessie. “But we still don’t know who has the tin. Somehow, we’ll have to find it.”

“We all looked so carefully in Delilah’s,” Violet pointed out. “I don’t think it’s there.”

“I’ve been thinking about that,” said Henry. “Because the copycat doughnuts came from The Donut Dispensary, that should be where we look next.”

Violet nodded. “It seems like the right idea,” she said.

The Aldens passed the Greenfield Police Station on their way to The Donut Dispensary. Officer Washington was just coming down the stone steps on her way out.

“Hello there!” she said. “How are things going?”

Jessie showed the officer the article that mentioned the sugar tin.

“You children did some good hunting,” said Officer Washington. “I’d consider this proof that there were written recipes. On the other hand, you don’t know for sure that they still exist—or where they might be.”

“Will you come with us to The Donut Dispensary?” asked Henry. “We were just going to check on an idea we had.”

“I can do that,” she said. “I’m on my lunch break and can head over with you right now.”

When the children and Officer Washington got inside the crowded shop, they walked toward the back.

“Excuse me,” said Officer Washington to someone in the kitchen. The Aldens came to the doorway. What they saw surprised them all.

Hilda and Charlie stood at a counter in the small kitchen. In front of them was a simple metal box. It was about as big as a loaf of bread. Pieces of paper with handwriting on them were spread out on the counter. The paper was yellowed and curled.

Charlie took a step away from the counter when he saw the Aldens and Officer Washington. “What’s going on?” he said. “Why are you all here?”

“Is something the matter, Officer?” asked Hilda. “Why are these children here?”

“We think something wrong is going on in this shop,” said Henry. “That’s why we brought Officer Washington with us. Jessie, show Hilda the newspaper clippings.”

Jessie handed the articles to Hilda.

“Is that the sugar tin Steve’s dad kept?” asked Benny, pointing to the metal box.

“How do you know about this tin?” asked Charlie. He sounded angry.

“You can read the article too,” said Jessie. “It tells about all the recipes your father wrote down. We’ve been looking for that tin.”

“And now we found it,” said Violet.

“I’m the owner here,” said Hilda. She shook hands with Officer Washington and introduced herself. “I’m confused. What’s this about the recipes? Why are they so important? And why do the police need to be involved?”

Officer Washington explained, “I’m just here to help everyone sort this out. The Aldens have been investigating quite the mystery.”
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“Steve always kept the family recipes secret,” said Henry. “He didn’t want anyone else knowing how to make his dad’s doughnuts.”

Jessie continued. “Steve never knew that his dad wrote down the recipes. Then doughnuts that looked and tasted like his dad’s appeared at The Donut Dispensary. No one could figure out how it happened.”

“Until we found the article,” said Violet. “Then we knew that someone had probably stolen the tin and was copying the doughnuts—in this very shop.”

“They even stole the names of the doughnuts—almost!” said Benny.

Officer Washington shifted from one foot to the other. “Ms. Ramirez, can you tell us anything about people making copied doughnuts in your shop?”

Hilda held out her hands and shrugged. “Charlie shared these recipes with me,” she said. “I assumed they were his old recipes. We’ve made quite a few test batches. We’re working together on them. We were planning to add a lot of new doughnuts to the menu.”

“What do you have to say about this?” Officer Washington asked Charlie.

Charlie carefully picked up the paper recipes and put them in the metal tin. He placed the cover on the tin and held it out to Officer Washington.

“It was me,” he said. He looked down at his feet. “I knew the recipes were somewhere at Delilah’s, so I went and found them.”

“But why?” asked Violet. “You could have made those doughnuts with Steve.”

“I didn’t want people to know I am Steve’s brother,” said Charlie sadly. “I didn’t want them to know my business had failed and I had come back to town. I thought if I worked with him, people would start to wonder. Plus, Steve and Dawn like to make classic doughnuts. I don’t think they’d want to work with me.”

Charlie sighed and went on. “When I first came back to town, I was glad about the new doughnut shop. Later on, I discovered that Hilda wanted to experiment with new ideas too. And I wanted to work with someone who’d be willing to do that. For the first time, I could see a fresh start for myself. I would carry on my father’s doughnut tradition.”

“We decided to start with the recipes from the tin and then see what we might want to do next,” said Hilda. “I’m sorry.”

“Hilda hired me to help her,” said Charlie. “She didn’t know the recipes were family secrets. I never thought anyone would realize we were using those old recipes. That’s why I didn’t try to hide their names. Then later, I saw all of you comparing The Twisters and The Twisties. I knew you were suspicious. I asked Hilda to change the name of The Mashups.”

Charlie looked up at Hilda. Then he looked at Officer Washington. “Maybe I won’t be working for anyone now. Maybe I’m in trouble.”

“Why did you take that empty potato sack from Delilah’s?” said Henry. “Was that part of trying to copy old recipes too?”

Charlie nodded. “I remembered the potato doughnut recipe for the most part, but I couldn’t think of what kind of potato my dad used. I also needed to see The Mashers and taste them to make sure I’d made them correctly. It’s a pretty tricky recipe to get right.”

“That’s why you broke into the shop, isn’t it?” asked Violet. “You had to get some Mashers.”

“Not exactly,” said Charlie. He looked very unhappy. “I came looking for the recipes. I thought they might even be hidden behind those photos that have been on the wall for so long. I looked everywhere. Then I saw the old tin. And when I saw The Mashers, I had to take them. I knew they would help me recreate my dad’s recipe.”

Officer Washington held on to the sugar tin. “I’m going to take this tin back to Delilah’s now,” she said. “I will talk with Dawn and Steve about how they would like to handle this. In the meantime, Ms. Ramirez, please remove all of Charlie’s recipes from your menu.”

“Of course, Officer,” said Hilda. “Please tell them I’m sorry this has happened.”

“Officer,” said Charlie, “I’d like to come with you and the children to Delilah’s. I think maybe it’s time for me to talk to my brother, fair and square.”
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Back at Delilah’s, Steve sat down with Charlie at a corner table. Steve held the sugar tin on his lap. Officer Washington and the Aldens waited across the room. After a while, the two brothers stood up and shook hands.

“Are they friends now?” asked Benny. “Brothers are supposed to be friends, aren’t they?”

“Yes,” said Jessie. “Brothers should be friends. But I’m not sure if those brothers will be.” Jessie glanced over at the men, who were still talking.

After another minute, Steve and Charlie walked toward the Aldens and Officer Washington. Charlie looked relieved. Steve still held the sugar tin.

“I won’t be taking this matter any further, Melinda,” Steve said. “Charlie and I have an agreement now. We’re going to see how things go for a while.”

Charlie smiled nervously. “We’re going to try working together,” he said.

“Cool!” said Benny. “You’ll probably make even more crazy doughnuts than ever.”

“Maybe,” said Steve. “We have to see.”

Charlie said, “We realized that we both wanted the same thing: to continue our parents’ ways of making and selling doughnuts. I’d always thought Steve wouldn’t agree to try anything new or unusual, like our dad used to do. He seemed to want to make only our mother’s recipes. But I guess I was wrong.”

Steve smiled a little. “I was wrong too,” he said. “I shouldn’t have been so stubborn about wanting to stick to the old-fashioned doughnuts. I hardly ever made the newer recipes Dad made up—even the really good ones.”

“So,” said Charlie, “we’re going to see if we can keep on remembering that we have the same goals: to keep making customers feeling welcome at Delilah’s.”

“And, if Charlie and I can meet each other halfway,” said Steve, “then he can work for Delilah’s. And try new ideas here too.”

“That sounds like a fine plan,” said Officer Washington. “I don’t think I’m needed here any longer. But I’ll take my usual cup of coffee to go.”

“Coming right up,” said Dawn, who had joined the group.

“I think we’d better get our aprons back on,” said Violet. “It’s almost time for the afternoon crowd to come.”

“Sure,” said Steve. “But first, I’m putting this tin away, where only we can find it!” He patted Charlie on the back, and both of them smiled.
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A New, Old Shop

Two weeks later, on a Saturday, there was great excitement at the Alden home. The whole family was going to town for a special event. Violet was extra eager to get to Greenfield.

Grandfather smiled down at her. “I know you didn’t do every bit of the plan,” he said. “But you did come up with the best ideas. I’m very proud of you.”

Violet beamed. She’d brushed her hair and checked her outfit in the mirror more than once. She was wearing jeans and her favorite purple sweater. “We haven’t seen the finished product,” she told her grandfather. “I’m super excited to see how everything looks all together.”

Benny came hopping down the stairs to the front hallway. “Where are our aprons?” he asked. “We have to have them. And they have to be clean and neat!”

Henry and Jessie laughed as they came down the stairs behind Benny. “This might be the first time I’ve heard Benny insist on something being clean and neat,” said Jessie.

“Well, they are important items for the celebration, after all,” said Henry.

“Don’t worry, Benny,” said Jessie. “I have the aprons in my backpack. They’ve been washed and ironed.”

Benny looked relieved. “I sure wouldn’t want to look messy,” he said. Everyone laughed. Benny had never minded looking messy before.

As the Aldens drove to Greenfield, Benny said, “There’s a big surprise just for us—Dawn said so!” He bounced up and down in his seat.

“We know, Benny,” said Henry. “She also said we’d be surprised to see who’s working at Delilah’s now.”

“I just can’t wait to see how all of our ideas turned out,” said Violet. “It was kind of hard to go back to school this week. I kept thinking about what the final touches would look like.”

“I wonder what kind of party there’s going to be,” said Jessie. “It’s nice and warm today, so I think it will be outside.”

“I know something about it,” said Benny.

“What’s that?” asked Jessie.

“There will be plenty of…doughnuts!” Benny sang as he bounced. “Surprises and doughnuts! Surprises and doughnuts! We all love surprises and doughnuts!”

Grandfather and the children laughed.

Mr. Alden parked the car around the corner from Delilah’s. Benny wanted to race ahead, but Mr. Alden turned to talk to the children.

“This is a big day for all of you,” he told them. “Not only did you help redecorate Delilah’s, but you solved an important mystery for the shop. You’ve made some people very happy. You helped bring two brothers together too.” He hugged each of his grandchildren.

“And now, let’s celebrate!”

The Aldens could hear the sounds of people laughing and talking before they came around the corner. The first thing they saw, though, were the balloons. Blue, green, and white balloons were tied with ribbon to the newly painted bench out front, to new planters on either side of the bench, to the front door, and even to the waste bin and the streetlight in front of Delilah’s.

Children marched around, eating doughnuts and wearing blue and green party hats. Adults chatted, sipped coffee, and nibbled on doughnuts. Everyone seemed to be smiling.

“I see Officer Washington!” cried Benny. He waved to her.

“Congratulations,” said the officer. She came over and introduced herself to Mr. Alden. “This is a good day to celebrate the beautiful new shop,” she said. “I hear you children had a lot to do with that.”

“We just did some of the painting last weekend,” said Henry. “And we gave Dawn and Steve some ideas. They did the rest.”

“It’s not really a new shop, is it?” asked Jessie. “At least, I hope it hasn’t changed too much.”

“Go and see,” said Officer Washington. “I won’t hold you up.”

The Aldens went into Delilah’s.

“It’s so much brighter!” said Violet. “Look! The pictures are up again.”

Delilah’s had had a makeover: Gone was the flowered wallpaper. In its place were two cream-colored walls and two bright blue walls. Along the edges of the walls was a stripe of pale green trim. The posters and photos looked wonderful against the newly painted walls.

Gone too were the curtains. The windows were bright and shiny; sleek blinds were there to keep the sun out when needed. The wooden trim and the counter had all been sanded and polished smooth. From the ceiling hung bright globe-shaped light fixtures.

“Aldens!” called Dawn. She was wearing a blue apron now. It was the same shade as the walls and the same shade as the aprons the Alden children had.

“What do you think of our shop now?” asked Dawn.

“It’s great,” said Jessie. “I love the matching aprons. Does Steve have a blue one too?”

Dawn nodded. Steve, wearing his blue apron, was just coming out from the kitchen with a new tray of doughnuts. And right behind him came two more people, also wearing blue aprons.

“Nathan!” called Jessie.

“And Charlie too,” said Henry.

Charlie smiled as he approached. “I never did get used to people calling me that name. I’ve decided I like going by Dave better.”

“But aren’t you afraid people will know about your old business?” Benny whispered.

“Oh, that’s old news. I’ve got a new business I’m proud to be a part of.” Dave put his hand on his brother’s shoulder.

“And now we’ve got all the help we could need,” said Steve. “I lured Nathan back to Delilah’s too.”

Nathan blushed a little. “It was easy. Steve’s going to let me keep a notebook while I’m learning. No more sneaking in at night to practice.”

“You all look like a team now,” said Jessie. “We should put on our aprons too.” Jessie pulled the children’s aprons from her bag and handed them to her siblings.

“We’d make a great picture,” said Dawn, looking around at all of Delilah’s workers.

“A real photo opportunity!” said Violet, holding up her camera. “Why don’t we go outside? We could stand under the new sign. We didn’t get a good look at it when we got here.”

“Not yet,” said Steve. “You haven’t gotten your big surprise, Aldens.”

Steve made the children wait at one of the tables. He went back to the kitchen and came out with a baking tray.

“Presenting The Alden!” said Steve, putting the tray down in front Benny, whose eyes grew. On the tray were rectangular doughnuts covered with pale green icing and blue and white sprinkles.

“You children get the first taste,” said Dawn.

Violet took a picture of the tray first. “They match the new decor!” she said. “Everyone should get the first taste!”

Benny, Violet, Jessie, and Henry each took a doughnut. Then Grandfather, Steve, Dawn, Dave, and Nathan took theirs. There was quiet munching for a few seconds.
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“Mmmm!” said Benny. “I’m glad there are more! These are amazing!”

“There’s something special in this doughnut,” said Henry. “I don’t know what it is.”

“We can’t tell you!” said Nathan. “It’s a secret ingredient. But if you keep tasting, you might figure it out yourself.”

Everyone laughed.

“Can we take our picture now?” asked Violet.

“Sure,” said Steve. “In fact, I think the Greenfield News team has arrived. They can take our picture for the paper.”

“Wow,” said Benny. “We’ll be famous.”

Back outside, the first person to greet Delilah’s team was Hilda Ramirez. She hugged Dawn and shook hands with everyone. “You folks look great. And the shop does too! I really love your sign.”

The children stepped back from the door. Above it was a big new sign, made out of polished wood and shiny metal.

“‘Delilah’s Doughnut Shop,’” read Benny.

A man with a camera came up to the group. “Are these all the helpers?”

“They sure are,” said Steve.

“Well, everyone, face me, and we’ll take some photos for the paper. Say apple fritter!”
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When the party was over, Steve and Dawn let the Aldens take home the rest of their special doughnuts. There would be more batches coming soon to Delilah’s.

In the car, Benny looked into the paper bag of doughnuts. He’d promised to wait till after dinner to have his.

“Why are you looking so hard at those doughnuts?” asked Violet. “I can’t believe you want to eat more already. Do you?”

“I’m thinking,” said Benny. “These doughnuts are the same shape as a boxcar!”

“That’s true,” said Violet slowly. She looked into the bag Benny was holding. “I’m getting ideas for redecorating our clubhouse. Thanks, Benny!”

“You’re welcome,” said Benny. “Doughnuts make everyone think better, don’t they?”


Turn the page to read a sneak preview of

THE ROBOT RANSOM

the next
Boxcar Children mystery!
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Benny Alden knelt on the floor of the boxcar, nose to nose with a one-foot-tall robot. “Hi, DogBot!” he said.

“Arf!” The robot barked and rolled back and forth on its wheels.

Six-year-old Benny laughed. “I see why you call it DogBot. It doesn’t look like a dog, but it barks like one!”

His brother Henry grinned. “We modeled the robot after a search and rescue dog. The barking is just for fun.” At fourteen, Henry was the oldest of the Alden siblings.

Twelve-year-old Jessie nodded. “Search and rescue dogs affected our design. But our robot doesn’t have to look like a real dog.”

The robot backed away from Benny and began exploring the room. When DogBot got to a wall, it turned. Soon the robot dog got close to the Aldens’ real dog, a wire fox terrier named Watch. DogBot let out another friendly “Arf!” Watch just backed into a corner and growled.

Violet, who was ten, hurried to give Watch a hug. “Don’t worry. We would never replace you with a robot dog!” Watch licked her face and then turned to look suspiciously at DogBot. The children laughed.

Henry checked the time on his phone. “Is everyone ready to leave?”

“Our suitcases are in the house,” said Violet. “I helped Benny pack.”

“All right,” said Henry, picking up DogBot. “Say good-bye to the boxcar for a few days.”

“We’ll have to say good-bye to Watch too.” Violet gave the dog another hug. “We’ll miss you, but you wouldn’t like being around all those robots.”

“Thousands and thousands of robots!” said Benny. “I can’t wait.”

“Well, hundreds of robots anyway.” Henry led the way back to the house. “This is a regional Robot Roundup. We’re one of ten middle school teams competing.”

“That sounds like a tough contest,” said Violet.

Benny skipped ahead toward the house and called back, “Henry and Jessie can win.”

Henry smiled. “Thanks. Winning would be nice. But no matter what happens, we’ve already learned a lot in robotics club.”

“It has been fun,” said Jessie. “We’re lucky that our team members have so much experience.” As the children went through the back door of the house, the front doorbell rang. “That must be Naomi and Rico now!”

The Aldens hurried to answer the door, where Jessie introduced her teammates to Violet and Benny. “Naomi and Rico have done this competition for two years,” she said.

Naomi had dark skin and a puffy halo of black hair. She said, “Each team has four students. Our old teammates are in high school this year. We sure are glad Henry and Jessie joined us.”

Rico was tall, with tan skin and dark hair falling into his eyes. “We need a good team if we’re going to beat Silver City.” Watch came up and sniffed at Rico’s knee, making him jump. Then he bent down to pet the dog.

“The Greenfield STEAM Team can do it!” said Naomi.

Violet was often shy with strangers, but Naomi was wearing a purple shirt. Purple was Violet’s favorite color. She immediately liked the older girl, so she said, “That’s a good team name. I’m glad you included Art along with Science, Technology, Engineering, and Math. I like STEAM better than STEM.”

“Oh, I get it now,” said Benny. “STEAM comes from the first letters of those other words.”

“That’s right, Benny,” Jessie said proudly. Then she turned to Naomi. “Violet is an artist.”

“That’s great,” Naomi said. “Art is an important part of science and engineering. Maybe you’ll join the robotics club in a couple of years.”

Grandfather entered the room. Henry introduced him to Naomi and Rico. “Thank you for offering to drive us,” said Rico.

Grandfather nodded. “I have business near Port Elizabeth. We’ll stay at the hotel together. I can drop you off and then take care of my work. It will be fun for Violet and Benny to see all the robots too. Shall we go?”

Once they were on the road, Violet turned to Rico. “You said you want to beat the Silver City team. What about the other teams?”

“Sure,” said Rico. “But the Greenfield STEAM Team and the Silver City Gearheads are rivals.”

“Tell them what happened last year,” said Henry.

Rico nodded. “The Silver City team is very competitive, especially this boy named Logan. He can get pretty insulting.”

“He doesn’t have the right spirit for the Robot Roundup,” Naomi said. “But that’s not the worst part. Last year, we won fair and square, but Logan complained. He said the judges hadn’t given us the right score.”

Violet stared at her with wide eyes. “What happened?”

Naomi shrugged. “The judges stayed with their decision. We got the trophy and the prize money. But Logan and the Gearheads kept saying bad things about us. It took some of the fun out of winning.”

Jessie made a face. “I’m not looking forward to meeting him.”

When they arrived at the hotel, everyone grabbed their luggage and piled out. They carried their things into the lobby and waited while Grandfather checked in.

Jessie looked around the lobby. “It’s time to meet Coach Kaleka, but I don’t see him yet.”

Henry, Rico, and Naomi also looked around the lobby. A few people sat in chairs, while others came and went. Naomi said, “I don’t see Coach. But there’s the Silver City team!”

A short woman with big glasses was talking to four children. One of them, a boy about Henry’s age, glanced around the room. When he spotted their group by the check-in desk, he walked over. “Look, it’s the Greenfield daydream team,” he said. “Because you’re dreaming if you think you can beat us.”

Naomi rolled her eyes. “Hello, Logan.”

“Are these your new team members?” Logan pointed at Violet and Benny. “I guess even little kids could do better than you.”

“Hey, I could make a good robot!” Benny said.

Henry stepped forward. “I’m Henry and this is my sister Jessie. We’re the new members of the Greenfield STEAM Team. We’re looking forward to a fun, fair competition with good sportsmanship.”

Logan snickered at that. Before he could speak, Grandfather turned from the desk and handed the children keys. “Here you are, rooms two twenty-two and two twenty-four. Let’s go unpack.”

“What about Coach?” Naomi asked. “Should we wait for him?”

Henry asked the hotel clerk, “Has Mr. Kaleka checked in yet?” He spelled the name for her.

The woman checked the computer. “No one by that name has a reservation this weekend, and the hotel is all booked up. Lots of people are coming for the Robot Roundup.”

“Thank you,” said Henry, turning back to his family and teammates. “That’s strange. But maybe Coach is staying at a different hotel.”

“I’ll text him and let him know our room numbers,” suggested Rico.

“Good plan,” said Grandfather. “Let’s go to our rooms so we’re not in the way here.”

They grabbed their bags and headed down the hallway. Henry glanced back, but Logan had disappeared. So had his teammates and coach.

At their rooms, Henry pushed open the door that said 222. Something made a soft scuffling sound.

“What was that noise?” asked Rico.

Henry stepped into the room. “There’s a piece of paper on the floor. The door pushed it back.” He picked up the white paper. Words were written on it in black marker.

Greenfield, Go Home!


Add to Your Boxcar Children Collection with New Books and Sets!

The first twelve books are now available in three individual boxed sets!
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The Boxcar Children Bookshelf includes the first twelve books, a bookmark with complete title checklist, and a poster with activities.
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The Boxcar Children 20-Book Set includes Gertrude Chandler Warner’s original nineteen books, plus an all-new activity book, stickers, and a magnifying glass!
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Henry, Jessie, Violet, and Benny Alden are on a secret mission that takes them around the world!

When Violet finds a turtle statue that nobody’s seen before in an old trunk at home, the children are on the case! The clue turns out to be an invitation to the Reddimus Society, a secret guild dedicated to returning lost treasures to where they belong.

Now the Aldens must take the statue and six mysterious boxes across the country to deliver them safely—and keep them out of the hands of the Reddimus Society’s enemies. It’s just the beginning of the Boxcar Children’s most amazing adventure yet!
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GERTRUDE CHANDLER WARNER discovered when she was teaching that many readers who like an exciting story could find no books that were both easy and fun to read. She decided to try to meet this need, and her first book, The Boxcar Children, quickly proved she had succeeded.

Miss Warner drew on her own experiences to write the mystery. As a child she spent hours watching trains go by on the tracks opposite her family home. She often dreamed about what it would be like to set up housekeeping in a caboose or freight car—the situation the Alden children find themselves in.

While the mystery element is central to each of Miss Warner’s books, she never thought of them as strictly juvenile mysteries. She liked to stress the Aldens’ independence and resourcefulness and their solid New England devotion to using up and making do. The Aldens go about most of their adventures with as little adult supervision as possible—something else that delights young readers.

Miss Warner lived in Putnam, Connecticut, until her death in 1979. During her lifetime, she received hundreds of letters from girls and boys telling her how much they liked her books.
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