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“Can we go in it?” he asked.

| knew he was going to ask me that! But he was the top
person, the ONLY person, on my enemy list. And enemies aren’t
allowed in my tree house.
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Dad dished up three plates, side by side, with big pieces
of pie and giant scoops of ice cream. He passed one ot me

and one to Jeremy.

“Wow!” Jeremy said, looking at the pie, “my dad never
makes pies like this.”
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