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I was walking home from school on a Friday 

afternoon when I stumbled across the coin. 

And I do mean stumbled. Right after I crossed 

Ridge Street, I tripped on the curb and fell. 

Luckily, I landed on a soft strip of grass. A 

silvery circle fl ashed and glittered beneath 

my nose. 

chapter1

A SILVER 
   SURPRISE
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I stared down at a large coin. As soon as 

I touched it, the strangest thing happened. 

The moon rose like a hard-smacked, high fl y 

ball. It set just as quickly, dropping out of a 

bright blue sky. 
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“No way,” I said.

Maybe I’d fallen harder than I thought. 

The coin felt icy cold, even though the air 

was warm. The same two words were on each 

side of it: STRANGE, STRANGER.STRANGE, STRANGER.



Ed
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That sure wasn’t 

the sort of coin 

anyone would ever 

give to me. I’m as 

far from strange as 

possible. Everyone 

else has talents, hobbies, 

or adventures worth talking about. Not me. 

I’m just plain old normal Ed, a third grader 

at Complex Elementary 

School. 

I started to get up, 

but then froze. A man 

was shuffl ing along the 

sidewalk in the oddest 

way. After every couple 

steps, he dropped to 

his knees, moving his 

head like a hunting dog 

and running his hands 

through the grass. 
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Step, drop, search, stand. 

Step, drop, search, stand. 

It was almost like a dance.

When the man got closer, I recognized 

him. It was Mr. Sage, the owner of the New 

Curiosity Shop. My mom goes there when 

she needs a present for someone who has 

everything. I thought “curiosity” meant you 

wanted to know something. But Mom said 

that a curiosity can also be an interesting 

object. That shop sure has plenty of those!
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When Mr. Sage reached me, he dropped 

to his knees and ran one hand through 

the grass right next to my face. His sleeve 

smelled like old books. 

I wrapped my fi ngers around the coin. 

“Did you lose something?” I asked. 

“No. I’m trying to fi nd something,” he 

said. He didn’t seem surprised that I was 

lying there.



Derwin
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“What are you trying to fi nd?” I asked, 

hoping it wasn’t a coin.

He laughed. “I won’t know until I fi nd it.”

“Good luck.” I realized I’d been squeezing 

the coin real hard.

“Thank you.” He stood and walked past 

me, then continued his weird step-drop-

search-stand routine. Maybe being normal 

isn’t so bad, I thought as I got up. 

I headed down

the block to meet 

my little brother, 

Derwin. He goes 

to kindergarten 

at Albert Camus 

Primary School. 

He was just 

coming out the 

door when I got 

there.
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 When Derwin spotted me, he jumped like 

he’d been startled. “Amazing! What a great 

idea!” he shouted. Then he raced right past 

me like he was riding a rocket.

 

I stuck the coin in my pocket and headed 

home. What was Derwin so excited about? I 

wondered.




